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B03FACE 


Victor  Hugo ,  discussing  Argot  in  the 
pages  of  Les  Miserables,  tells  us  that 
nothing  which  exists  is  unworthy  of  study* 

As  any  reader  of  Hugo  is  aware.  Argot  is 
the  language  of  hardened  Paris  criminals^ 
developed  by  them  for  greater  ease  in  talk¬ 
ing  over  their  villainous  plans  without  be¬ 
ing  detected  be  eavesdroppers.  In  this  book 
though  not  condoning  the  filthy  language  of 
the  underworld,  Hugo  turns  a  scientific  eye 
on  this  form,  of  speech  and  tries  to  tell  us 
why  and  how  it  originated. 

My  purpose  is  similar  An  making  the 
present  collection  of  ballads.  .They  are  not 
all  vulgar j  in  fact,  about  half  of  them  are 
very  respectable  songs,  at  one  time  popular 
but  now  nearly  forgotten.  I  have  used  no 
sources  other  than  those  of  oral  tradition, 
by  which' all  folk  literature,  is  necessarily 
secured*  I  have  scorned  referring  to  song 
books  or  to  the  columns  of  newspapers  cap¬ 
italizing  on  the  modern  fad  of  collecting 
and  reviving  old  songs.  I  do  not  maintain,  „ 
of  course,  that  all  the  songs  in  the  collec¬ 
tions  are  true  ballads,  meeting  all  the 
qualifications:  some  of  them  may  be  gen¬ 
uine*  others  are  only  songs.  But  to  get  bade 
to  my  subject — many  of  the  selections  herein 
presented  are  so  extremely  vulgar  as  to  call 
for  a  word  of  explanation,  and  to  that  pur¬ 
pose  I  devote  the  remainder  of  this  preface. 

I  have,  if  I  may  say  so,  gone  to  con¬ 
siderable  trouble  to  drag  out  into  the  light 
of  day  those  vulgar  poems  and  songs  tvhieh 
germinate  and  grow  under  cover  of  darkness. 
They  exist.  They  have  a  very  important  place 
in  the  contemporary  life.  They  are  known  and 
cherished  in  secret  by  every  school  child, 
by  every  person  of  the  laboring  classes,  and 
by  every  marriageable  youth  in  the  United 
States,  with  perhaps  a  very  rare  exception. 
Only  the  so-called  sissies  are  immune  to 
such  interest,  and  their  aversion  is  often 
doubtful.  Every  normal,  honest  minded  person 
passes  through  a  period,  at  some  time  or 
other  in  his  early  years — which  he  may  never 
outgrow- — of  fondness  for.  and  interest  in. 


the  vulgar  and  concealed  things  of  life# 

It  is  human  nature  to,  he  intrigued  by 
life’s  mysteries* 

Yulgar  poetry  and  crude  jokes  about 
sex  are  youth’ s  method  of  teaching  itself 
the  things  it  -wants  to  know  and  which  it 
has  a  right  to  know.  The  narrowmindedness 
of  older  generations  in  -suppressing  natural 
instincts  and  concealing  facts  that  should 
be  dealt  with  fairly  and  in  the  open  is 
largely  responsible  for  the  growth  and  cont¬ 
inued  existence  of  the  large  body  of  filth, 
it  can  hardly  be  called  literature,  which 
corrupts  the  minds  of  our  youth* 

For  many  centuries  medical  science  was 
ignorant  and  often  deadly  to  its  patients 
merely  because  of  a  false  modesty  which  for¬ 
bade  dissection,  or  even  a  simple  study  of 
the  human  body*  The  thoughts  of  men  are 
directly  related  to  their  bodies,  since 
they  arrive  out  of  the  natural  fuhptions  of 
the  body — the  natural  passions  and  act¬ 
ivities  that  go  to  make  up  life*  Yet  many 
current  expressions  and  thoughts  have  been 
tabooed  because  of  their  apparent  vulgarity* 

Like  Hugo  I  have  little  sympathy  for 
prudery,  for  narrow-minded  bigotry,  for  the 
kind  of  attitude  which  taboos  a  subject  and 
makes  it  unspeakable*  To  me  it  seems  that  all 
things  are  natural,  that  they  have  a  le&ife- 
imate  place  in  the  world,  that  they  grow  out 
of  definite  causes  and  fill  a  definite  need* 
It  is  only  the  artificial  standards  created 
by  society  that  makes  one  thing  vulgar  and 
another  thing  polite*  The  weed  along  the 
roadside  is  no  less  natural  than  the  bloom¬ 
ing  rose.  We  cannot  shut  our  eyes  and  by  so 
doing  force  it  out  of  existence*  If  we  wish 
to  exterminate  because  it  offends — being 
none  the  less  natural,  we  have  merely  devel¬ 
oped  artificial  tastes  and  an  aesthetic 
sense  not  in  accord  with  nature*»-we  must 
look  at  it,  seize  it  firmly,  and  pull  it  up 
by  the  toots  with  our  bwn  hands* 


If  the  youth  of  the  country  is  to  get 
proper  perspective  and  wholesome  attitudes 
yhe  so-called  vulgar  ballad  must  be  dragged 
out  into  the  open  and  have  the  lightof  day 
thrown  upon  it.  If  its  evil  effects  are  to 


be 


eiimma 
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must  be  found  to  take  its  place#  A  whole¬ 
some  substitute  can  be  made  easily,  but  an 
eradication  is  quite  out  of  the  question, 
perhaps  not  even  desireable.  The  fundamental 
point  to  be  considered,  undoubtedly,  is  that 
vulgar  ballads  we  have  and  vulgar  ballads  we 
shall  always  have*  Although  not  a  respected 
place,  they  should  at  least  be  given  a  place 
in  our  consciousness  and  in  our  recognition 
as  the  literature  of  the  underworld# 


FOREWORD 


Enough  has1 already  been  said  of  ball¬ 
ads  and  ballad  style  by  experts  in  the 
field  to  make  any  long-winded  introduction 
by  the  author  of  this  work  unnecessary.  Of 
the  old  songs  included  in  the  collection,  I 
shall  say  nothing.  It  is  of  the  true  ballads 
that  I  wish  to  speak. 

My  work  and  experience  as  a  collector 
seem  to  indicate  that  ballads  hare  three 
ways  of  originating.  At  least  the  first  two 
of  these,  and  perhaps  all  of  them,  have  alr¬ 
eady  been  pointed  out  by  previous  comment¬ 
ators* 

A  ballad  may  be  the  work  of  a  definite 
author,  and  yet  may  have  undergone  certain 
changes  toward  conventionalization  of  pgrase 
and  situation  by  passing  though  the  mouths 
of  the  multitude.  Many  examples  seem  to 
indicate  this  origin,  and  to  show  that  in 
the  beginning  the  poem  has  had  an  individual 
composer  whose  work  has  undergone  change.  It 
is  certain  that  many  poems  actually  disint¬ 
egrate  thmaggh  this  transmission;  and  vulgar 
rhymes  or  nonsense  verses,  the  traditional 
property  of  children,  are  the  final  stages 
in  the  ballad1  s  hi  story. 

Again  the  process  may  be  reversed, 
and  a  simple  stanza,  the  products  of  an 
unknown,  individual,  taking  fire  in  the 
imagination  of  the  hearers,  expands  to 
great  length,  growing  constantly  in  its 
transmission  through  the  mouths  of  its 
progenitors.  This  is  the  growth  idea,  or, 
to  put  it  in  more  scientific  terms,  the 
evolution  theory.  It  is  subscribed  to  by 
most  of  the  leading  authorities  on  the 
ballad.  I  have  actuially  heard  of,  and 
myself  taken  part  in,  this  process  of  ball¬ 
ad  building,  as  I  shall,  demonstrate  in 
certain  commentaries  at  the  end  of  this 
manuscript. 


There  is  still  a  third  process  of 
ballad  growth  or  origin,  and  it  can  prob¬ 
ably  best  be  designated  as  the  parody 
methods*  Certain  poems  and  songs  lend  them 
selves  in  a  peculiar  manner  to  the  clownish 
parodist,  who  manipulates  them  to  suit  the 
occasion*  or  to  please  a  group  of  eager 
listeners*  The  person  who  can  take  a  pop¬ 
ular  but  simple  song-hit  and  gind  new,  clever 
words  for  an  occasion  receives  clamorous 
applause*  This  is  especially  true  in  local¬ 
ities  where  the  population  is  mostly  male 
and  where  some  outlet  for  overflowing  ener¬ 
gy  and  animal  sensuality  is  necessary*  This 
type  of  ballad  is  nearly  always  vulgar*  I  am 
firmly  of  the  opinion  that  most  of  my 
collections  have  originated  in  this  way*  to 
pass  later  through  the  mouths  of  the  multit¬ 
ude  for  conventionalization* 

There  is  no  good  reason,  however,  as  far 
as  I  can  see,  for  believing  that  any  one 
method  of  ballad  origin  predominates  the 
field*  The  three  types  may  be  summarized 
as:  ballad  from  definite  authors,  corrupted 
by  contact  with  the  multitudes;  ballads 
of  spontaneous  origin  and  growth,  arising 
from  the  multitudes;  and  ballads  having 
their  beginnings  as  clever  parodies,  being 
immediately  taken  up  and  made  conforming 
by  the  multitudes.  Whatever  be  the  truth, 
it  is  certain  every  reader  can  and  will  take 
his  own  choice  of  the  three  theories* 


RESPECTABIE  SONGS 


MET  JANE 

A 'PAIR  OP  B.  Y.  D.  *S 

STYLES 

GUM 

CHARLIE’S  FATE 

MY  OWN  THJE  LOYE 

OIL  MOTHER  BOGUE 

THE  TWO  CROWS 

CIEMENTINE 

CHARMING  KATE 

THE  DAMSEL.  FROM  SHASHAW 

DONDSRBECK 

THE  OIL  APPLE  PIE 

BRYAN  O’  LYNN 

THE  WEDDING  EARTY 

OH,  HOW  HE  LIED 

I  LONG  TO  BE  SINGLE  AGAIN 

ALIMONY 

THE  PARROT  SONG 
THREE  MEN 

THE  OREGON  GYPSY  GIRL 
YOUNG  JOHNNIE  DOYLE  • 

ANDY  BARDEEN 

THE  IOW  LAND .  LOW 

HASN’T  DONE  ANYTHING 

OUR  BACK  YARD 

SING  ANYTHING 

GOATS 

SORRY 

WHEN  I  WAS  SINGLE 
OLEY  OLESON 

WITH  A  LITTLE  BUNCH  OF  WHISKERS  ON  HIS  CHIN 

WINDING  ON  THE  TRAIN 

A  PISTOIL  PACKING  EAPA  - 

THE  MAN  WHO  RODE  THE  MULE 

THE  BUM  SONG 

THE  BOSTON  BURGLAR. 


mm  j  &m 

( Learned  at  St,  J ohn) 


She  told  me  she’d  meet  me  when  the 
clock  struck  seventeen. 

At  the  slaughterhouse  just  eight 
miles  out  of  town, 

TOiere  the  pig* s  eyes  and  the  pig’s  ears 
and  the  tough  old  Terns  steers 
Sell  for  beefsteak  at  fifteen  cents 
a  pofcnd. 

She’s  my  honey  j  she’s  my  daisy  j 

She’s  knockneed;  she’s  crazyj 

She’s  cross-eyed,  pigeonptoed,  and 
blind* 

And  they  saw  her  teeth  are  foamy 

From  eating  Swiss  bologna* 

She’s  my  freckle- faced,  consumptive 
Mary  Janet 


A  PAIR  OF  B.  ,Y.  P.’S 
(Mr's.  Kenneth  Larson) 


She  had  a  —she  had  a  — 

She  had  a  pair  of  B.  Y.  D, *sj 
She  had  a  —  she  had  a  — 

She  had  a  pair  of  B.  Y.  D.  ’s; 
She  wore  them  in  the  summer. 
She  wore  them  in  the  falls 
But  the  last  time  I  saw  Ser, 
She  didn’t  wear  them  at  alii 
She  had  a  —  she  had  a  — 

She  had  a  pair  of  B*  Y,  D. ’si 


STYLES 

(  Hrs.  Kenneth  Larson  ) 


There  are  styles  that  show  the  ankles 

There  are  styles  that  show  the  knee; 

There  are  styles  that  make  the  old 
men  wonder 

Just  how  much  the  women  want  the  men 
to  see; 

There  are  styles  which  hare  a  naughty 
meaning. 

Which,  the  eyes  of  men  alone  can  see. 

But  the  styles  that  Eye  wore  in  the 
.  garden 

Are  the  ones  that  appeal  to  me. 


GOT 

(Frank  Grant,  Eden) 


TJhen  I  was  only  twenty, 

I  was  wild  and  full  of  fun? 

I  flirted  with  every  girl  I  met — 

Unless  she  was  chewing  gumi 

I  met  a  fair  young  maiden — 

She  seemed  a  perfect  chum? 

But  I  tell  you  now  I  didn’t  know  then 
She  ms  fond  of  chewing  guml 

I  took  her  to  a  hall  one  night?  - . 

They  all  thought  she  was  dumb. 

For  she  stopped  right  in  the  middle  of  a  dance 
And  took  a  chew  of  gumt 

One  day  I  kissed  her  big  red  lips. 

Just  to  see  if  she  would  run?  ■ 

But  I  got  my  little  black  mustache 
All  tangled  up  in  her  gum  1 

I  proposed  and  she  accepted. 

The  wedding  day  to  comej. 

The  priest  ms  there  to  tie  the  knot— - 
But  her  mouth  ms  full  of  gumf 

I  finally  got  disgusted 
And  went  off  on  the  bum? 

I  swore  I’d  never  marry  a  girl 
That  ms  fond  of  chewing  gum.  ’ 


CHARLIE1 S  FATE 

( LaVon  Larsen,  McCammon) 


Charlie  went  down  in  the  bucket; 

The  bucket  went  down  in  the  well; 

His  wife  cut  the  rope  on  the  bucket, 
jhid  Charlie  went  down  into  — 
Ting-a-ling-ling— tra-la- la-la* 

How  sweet  are  the  voices  that  come 
from  afar l 

Ting- ling- ling— tra- la- la- la , 

-&s  I  play  on  my  Spanish  guitar! 

When  Charlie  got  down  into  Hades, 

He  met  with  a  terrible  hap; 

He  stepped  on  a  red— hdt  shovel. 

And  uttered  the  word,  "I’ll  be - I" 

Ting-a-  ling-  ling — tra-la-  la-  lai> 

How  sweet  are  the  voices  that  come  from 
afar  I 

Ting-a-ling-ling— tra-la- la- lal 
As  I  play  on  my  Spanish  guitar t 

When  Satan  heard  Charlie  a-cussing. 

He  locked  him  right  up  in  a  cell; 
"I’m  a  jolly  good  old  fellow. 

But  no  cussing  will  I  have  in— J" 

Ting-a-ling-ling— tra- la- la-lal 

How  sweet  are  the  voices  that  come 
from  afar I 

Ting-a-ling-ling— tra-la- la- lai 
As  I  play  on  my  Spanish  guitar  I 


MT  (MI  TRCJE  IWE 

(Probably  brought  from  England  by  the  Talbot  s) 


Of,  Father  dear,  what  deed  have  I  done, 
"What  deed  have  I  done  this  very  day? 

Oh,  I  have  murdered  my  own  true  love 
On  the  banks  of  the  bonnie  DeeX 

She  said  she  would  never  be  mine. 

That  her  true  heart  would  ever  be 

"Where  the  murmuring  waters  flow — 

On  the  banks  of  the  bonnie  Dee. 

I  took  her  by  her  lily-white  hand 
And  whirled  her  round  and  round  and 
roundj 

I  whirled  her  round  and  round. 

And  watched  her  body  drown! 

Of,  Father  dear,  what  deed  have  I  done, 
"What  deed  have  I  done  this  very  day? 

OE,  I  have  murdered  my  own  true  love 
On  the  banks  of  the  bonnie  Dee  l 


01D  MOTHER  BOGUS 
(Sung  many  years  ago 
by  Grandfather  Talbot) 


Old  Mother  Bogue  took  a  ride  in  a  shay 
Of  the  morning  of  a  very,  of  a  very  cold  ,  day. 
The  shay  broke  down,  and  the  horse  went  blind. 
And  he  had  no  hair  on  his  tail  behind! 

Singing,  "Old  Mother  Bogue, come  do,  come  do; " 
Singing,  ’’Old  Mother  Bogue,  come  do!” 

She  sent  little  Joimnie  that  just  came  in 
For  a  bottle  of  the  very,  of  the  very  best  gin; 
She  poured  the  gin  right  down  her  old  goggle 
And  rubbed  her  left  leg  with  the  bottle! 
Singing,  "Old  Mother  Bogue,  come  do,  come  do;" 
Singing,  "Old  Mother  Bogue,  come  do!" 

(I  think  it  very  probable  that  there  is  a 
stanza  or  more  missing,  in  which  ife  given 
the  awount  of  her  journey  and  of  the 
trip  home,)  , 


THE  TWO  CROWS 
(A  South- Idaho  Version) 


There  were  two  crows  sat  in  a  tree. 
In  a  tree; 

There  were  two  crows  sat  in  a  tree. 
In  a  tree? 

There  were  two  crows  sat  in  a  tree. 
In  a  treej 

As  black  as  any  crows  could  be. 

Crows  could  be« 

The  one  crow  whispered  to  his  mate. 
To  his  matej 

The  one  crow  whispered  to  his  mate. 
To  his  matej 

The  one  crow  whispered  to  his  mate. 
To  his  matej 

"Have  you  seen  anything  to  eat. 
Thing  to  eat?" 

"There  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field. 
Yonder  fieldj 

There  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field. 
Yonder  fieldj 

There  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field. 
Yonder  fieldj 

And  there  we’ll  have  a  merry  meal. 
Merry  meal •" 

"We’ll  perch  upon  his  old  backbone. 
Old  backbonej 

WeSll  perch  upon  his  old  backbone. 
Old  backbonej 

We’ll  perch  upon  his  old  backbone. 
Old  backbone; 

And  peck  his  eyes  out  one  by  one. 
One  by  one!" 


CIEMENTIBE  : 

(Learned  at  Eden,  Idaho,  1932) 


In  a  cavern,  in  a  canyon. 

Excavating  for  a  mine. 

Dwelt  a  miner,  forty-niner. 

And  his  daughter,  Clementine. 

Chorus 

Oh,  my  darling,  oh  my  darling. 

Oh  my  darling  Clementine! 

You  are  lost  and  gone  forever; 

Dreadful  sorry,  Clementine! 

Light  she  was,  and  like  a  feather. 

And  her  shoes  were  number  nine; 

Herring  boxes  without  topses 
Sandals  were  for  Clementine. 

Drove  she  ducklings  to  the  water 
Every  morning  just  at  nine; 

Tripped  her  foot  against  a  splinter, 
Fell  into  the  foaming  brine. 

Ruby  lips  above  the  water 

Blowing  bubbles  soft  and  fine; 

But  alas!  I  was  no  swimmer. 

So  I  lost  my  Clementine. 

In  a  churchyard  near  the  canyon. 

Inhere  the  myrtle  boughs  entwine. 

There  grow  roses  and  other  posies 
Fertilized  by  Clementine. 

Then  the  miner,  forty-niner. 

Soon  began  to  peak  and  pine; 

Thought  he  ought er  jine  his  daughter — 
Now  he’s  with  his  Clementine. 

In  my  dreams  she  still  doth  haunt  me. 
Dressed  in  garments  soaked  in  brine; 

Though  in  life  I  used  to  hug  her. 

How  she’s  dead  I’ll  draw  the  line! 

How  I  missed  her.  How  I  missed  her. 

How  I  missed  my  Clementine! 

But  I  kissed  her  little  sister 
And  forgot  my  Clementine! 


CHARMING  KATE 


As  I  miked  out  the  other  day, 

I  met  my  charming  Kate. 

I  asked  her  where  she  was  going. 

And  she  said  she  was  going  to  skate 

I  jogged  along  close  by  her  side 
Until  we  came  to  the  gate. 

They  charged  us  fifty  cents  apiece 
To  let  us  in  to  skatet 

Chorus 

Lots  of  fun  on  the  ice,  boys; 

Plenty  of  nice  young  girls. 

Goodness,  how  they  glide  along, 

Dressed  in  their  bal-morals. 

She  started  out  and  said  she’d  kiss 
The  first  one  that  could  catch  her. 

Of  all  the  boys  upon  the  ice, 

I  knew  not  one  could  match  her. 

I  started  out j  my  foot  did  slip. 

And  on  the  ice  I  fell; 

And  ever  since  that  I  faint  away 
At  the  sight  of  a  bal-moral. 

When  I  got  up,  my  nose  did  bleed} 

I  was  in  such  a  plight! 

I  turned  around  to  look  for  Kate, 

But  Kate  was  out  of  sight* 

The  boys  did  laugh,  and  all  did  say 
She’d  caught  some  other  swell; 

And  ever  since  that  I  faint  way 
At  the  sight  of  a  bal-moral! 


THE  DAMSEL  FROM-  CHASHAW 
(Learned  In  Malad  about  1912 ; 
Probably  brogghh  from  England  or  Africa 
by  my  Talbot  ancestors.) 


There  lived  a  fair  Damsel  in  Qhashaw, 

,  Who  often  to  market  would  go. 

Thinking  no  one  would  harfli  or  molest  her 
As  she  travelled  the  road  to  and  fro* 

She  met  with  a  lofty  highwayman; 

Two  pistols  he  held  at  her  breast. 

Saying  "Stand  and  deliver  your  money. 

Or  else  you  will  die,  I  confess i 

He  stripped  this  poor  damsel  most  naked. 

And  took  from  her  wallet  her  gold; 

And  as  he  sat  counting  her  money. 

He  gave  her  the  bridle  to  hold. 

She  put  her  foot  into  the  stirrup^ 

And  into  the  saddle  she  sprang; 

And  away  she  dashed  over  the  prairie. 

Crying,  "Catch  me,  bold  rogue,  if  you  canl" 

She  dashed  over  the  hills  and  high  mountains 
Till  she  came  to  her  father* s  farm-side; 

And  then  with  a  tear,  and  a  whisper. 

Her  father  he  then  did  arrive. 

"Oh,  daughter,  oh,  what*s  been  the  matter. 

That  *  s  kept  you  so  long  from  the  farm?" 

"Oh,  enough,  oh,  enough* s  been  the  matter; 

But  the  rogue  he  has  done  me  no  harml” 

This  fair  damsel  she  still  lives  in  Chashaw, 
And  her  husband  along  with  her  dwells; 

And  the  little  ones  they  all  sit  and  listen. 
While  the  story  of  the  robber  she  tells. 


H.  B«  Chashaw  from  Cheshire  or  Chester? 


DONDERBECK 

(Sung  years  ago  by  Dad) 


There  ms  a  jolly  Dutchman, 

And  his  name  ms  Donderbeok. 

He  was  very  fond  of  sausages. 

And  Sauerkraut  and  Speck* 

He  owned  a  great  big  butcher- shop , 

The  finest  ever  seen; 

So  he  took  him  out  a  patent 

To  make  sausages  by  steam* 

Chorus 

Oh,  Mr.  Donderbeck, 

How  could  you  be  so  mean? 

Aren’t  you  sorry  you  ever  invented 
Such  a  terrible  machine? 

The  long-tailed  rats  and  pussycats 
Will  never  more  be  seen. 

For  they’ve  all  been  ground  to  sausages 
In  Donderbeeks  machine,* 

The  dogs  and  cats  were  missing 
From  all  around  the  town. 

They  searched  the  city  over; 

They  searched  it  all  around. 

A  little  boy  went  behind  the  shop. 

For  he  heard  an  awful  noise; 

It  was  Donderbeck  skinning  dogs  and  cats 
To  make  sausages  for  his  boysl 

Something  got  the  matter: 

The  machine  it  ’wouldn’t  go; 

So  Donderbeck  he  crawled  inside 
To  find  it  out  you  know. 

His  life  she  got  the  nightmare 

And  went  walking  in  her  sleep; 

She  gave  the  crank  and  awful  yank. 

And  Donderbeck  was  meat* 


THE  OLD  APPLE  PIE 

(Learned  from  Lester  Bush  at  Pocatello  in  1927) 


In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie 
There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I: 
It  may  be  a  hair 
That  the  cook  has  left  there. 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  piel 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  pie 
There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I: 
It  may  be  a  nail 
Or  a  pussycat’s  tail. 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  pie! 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  pie 
There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I: 
It  may  be  a  fly 
That  has  come  there  to  die. 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  piel 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  pie 
There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I: 
It  may  be  a  tear 
Or  a  puppy  dogs’  ear. 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  piel 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  pie 
There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I: 
It  may  be  a  worm 
That  has  made  it’s  last  turn. 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  piel 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  pie 
There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I: 
It  may  be  a  louse 
Or  a  little  brown  mouse. 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  Apple  piel 


BRYM  o  nsm 

(Mrs#  Frank  Grant,  feden, Idaho) 


Oh,  Bryan  O’ Lynn, 

His  -wife  and  her  mother. 

They  all  went  over 
A  bridge  together; 

The  bridge  broke  down — - 
They  all  fell  in: 

"There’s  ground  at  the  bottom! " 
Said  Bryan  0’ Lynn# 

Oh,  Bryan  O’lynn, 

His  wife  and  her  mother. 

They  all  slept 

In  one  bed  together; 

The  night  was  cold. 

And  the  blankets  were  thin:  . 

"I’ll  sleep  in  the  middle! " 
Said  Bryan  O’lynn# 

Oh,  Bryan  O’Lynn 

Had  no  breeches  to  weafc; 

He  bought  him  a  sheepskin 
And  made  him  a  pair- — 

The  fleshy  side  out 

And  the  wooly  side  in: 

"It’s  warm  in  the  summer  I” 

Said  Bryan  O’Lynn. 

Oh,  Bryan  0 ’  Lynn, 

His  . wife  and' her  mother. 

They  all  sat  down 

At  the  table  together; 

Two  plates  and  a  platter. 

But  nothing  for  him: 

"I’ll  eat  from  the  platter l" 
Said  Bryan  Lynn# 

Oh,  Bryan  O’Lynn 

Had  no  watch  to  wear; 

Se  he  got  him  a  turnip 

And  scooped  it  our  fair; 

He  planted  a  cricket 

Sight  under  the  skin: 

"They’ll  think  it’s  a-tickingi" 
Said  Bryan  O’Lynn* 


TUMBLE  LYM 

(A  version  of  Bryan  O’Lynn) 


Oh,  Tymble  Lynn 

Had  an  old  gray  mare; 

Her  hips  were  thin 

And  her  sides  were  bare; 

Her  backbone  showed 

Through  her  tough  old  skin: 

’'She’ll  do  to  go  courting  1" 
Said  Tumble  Lynn* 

Tutoble  Lynn  stopped 

At  the  Dutchman’s  hallj 

And  off  he  jumped 
Among  them  all* 

They  cried,  "You  fool, 

Why  did  you  come  in?" 

"I’ve  come  a-courting!" 

Said  Tumble  Lynn* 

"Which  of  my  daughters 
Do  you  love  best? 

Take  your  pick  and 

And  leave  the  resti" 

"I’ll  take  some  for  beauty 
And  some  for  skin: 

Oh,  I’ll  take  them  allt" 

Cried  Tumble  Lynn* 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn 

And  his  wife  and  mother 

They  all  went  out 

To  the  toilet  together; 

Some  did  thick. 

And  some  did  thin: 

"it’ll  answer  for  soup I " 

Said  Tumble  Lynn* 


THE  mwim  PARTY 

(Sung  many  years  ago  by  Grandfather  Talbot 
obtained  at  Malad  from  Uncle  Andy* ) 


Old  lady  mouse  come  a- rattling  down. 

Haw-haw; 

Old  lady  mouse  come  a-rattling  down. 
Dressed  in  silk  and  a  satin  gown. 

Haw-haw*! 

The  old  bullfrog  he  took  her  on  his  knee. 

Haw-haw; 

The  bid  bullfrog  he  took  her  on  Ms  knee# 
He  says  to  her,  11  Will  you  marry  me?w 

Haw-haw! 

HWhere  is  the  wedding  supper  to  be?11 

Haw-haw; 

Where  is  the  wedding  supper  going  to  be?” 
way  'down  yonder  in  a  hollow  tree  l w 
Haw-haw! 

TlWhat*s  the  Wedding  supper,  going  to  be? 

Haw-haw; 

What* s  the  wedding  supper  going  to  be?” 
f,A  chunk  of  cabbage  and  a  cup  of  teal” 

Haw-haw! 

The  first  come  in  was  a  big  black  snake. 

Haw-haw; 

The  first  come  in  ms  a  big  black  snake  , 
He  swallowed  up  the  jelly  cake. 

Haw-haw! 

The  next  come  in  was  a  little  hitta  bee, 

Hawghai/ir; 

The  next  come  in  was  a  little  bitta  bee# 
He  carried  a  fiddle  on  his  knee. 

Haw-haw! 

Hext  come  in  ms  a  bumble-bee. 

Haw-haw; 

Hext  come  in  was  a,  bumblebee— 

Danced  a  jig  for  the  little  bitta  bee. 

Haw-haw! 

The  old  bullfrog  he  jumped  in  the  lake. 

Haw- ha?/; 

The  old  bullfrog  he  jumped  in  the  lake. 
And  he  got  bit  with  a  big  black  snake, 

.  Haw-haw! 


The  big  black  snake  he  swum  to  the  land, 

Baw-haw; 

The  big  black  snake  he  swum  to  the  land. 

And  he  got  killed  by  a  niggero  man. 

Haw- haw  J 

The  niggero  man  he  ran  to  the  war. 

Haw-haw; 

The  niggero  man  he  ran  to  the  war, 

Aid  he  got  killed  with  a  big  snowball. 

Haw- haw  J 

The  big  snowball  it  laid  in  the  ground. 

Haw-hay/; 

The  big  snowball  it  laid  on  the  ground. 

Till  it  got  melted  with  the  sun. 

Haw- haw  t 

How  lay  my  book  upon  the  shelf. 

Haw-haw; 

How  lay  me  book  upon  the  shelf; 

If  you  want  any  more  you  can  sing  it  yourself  I 

Haw-hawi 


OH,  HQ1AT  HE  LIED  I 

(Grade  School  at  Malad,  R*  1,  in  1918) 


He  told  her 
And  ohl 
OhI  how 
Ohl  how 

He  told  her 
And  ohl 
Ohl  how 

He  left  her 
And  ohl 
Ohl  how 
Ohl  how 

He  left  her 
-and  ohl 
Ohl  how 

She  got  the 
And  she 

She  up  and  died. 

She  up  and  died; 

She  got  the  pneumonia 
And  she  up  and  died. 

She  up  and  died# 

He  went  to  her  funeral. 

But  just  for  the  ride. 
Just  for  the  ride. 

Just  for  the  ride; 

He  went  to  her  funeral. 

But  just  for  the  ride. 
Just  for  the  ridel 

■He  soul  went  to  heaven. 

And  flip-flop  it  flied. 
Flip-flop  it  flied. 
Flip-flop  it  flied; 

Her  sould  went  to  heaven. 
And  flip-flop  it  flied. 
Flip-flop  it  flied* 

He  got  the  pneumonia. 

And  he  up  and  died. 

He  up  and  died. 

He  up  and  died; 

He  got  the  pneumonia. 

And  he  up  and  died. 

He  up  and  died* 

They  gave  him  a  funeral. 

But  nobody  cried. 


he  loved  her, 
how  he  lied, 
he  lied, 
he  lied; 
he  loved  her, 
how  he  lied, 
he  liedf 

unhappy, 
how  she  cried, 
she  cried, 
she  cried; 
unhappy, 
how  she  cried, 
she  criedl 

pneumonia, 
up  and  died 


Nobody  cried. 

Nobody  criedj 
They  gaTe  him  a  funeral. 
But  nobody  cried. 

Nobody  cried# 

His  soul  went  to  hell 

And  sizzled  and  fried. 
Sizzled  and  fried. 
Sizzled  and  friedj 
^is  soul  went  to  hell 
And  sizzled  and  fried. 
Sizzled  and  fried! 

Now,  learn  you  this  lesson 
And  donft  be  a  bride, 
Dontt  be  a,  bride, 

Pon*t  be  a  bride j 
Now  learn  you  this  lesson. 
And  don*t  be  a  bride, 
Hontt  be  a  bride( 


I  LONG  TO  BE  SINGLE  AGAIN  _ 
** 


Oh,  when  I  was  single. 

Oh,  then,  Oh,  then} 

Oh,  -token  I  was  single. 

Oh,  then; 

Oh,  when  I  was  single 
My  pockets  would  jingle. 

And  I  long  to  be  single  againl 

My  wife  got  a  gever. 

Oh,  then.  Oh,  then. 

My  wife  got  a  fever. 

Oh,  then; 

My  wife  got  a  fever, 

Ind  I  hope  it  don’t  leave  her. 

For  I  long  to  be  single  againl 

My  wife  she  died 

Oh,  then.  Oh,  then; 

My  wife  she  died. 

Oh,  then. 

My  wife  she  died. 

And  I  laughed  till  I  cried. 

Because  I  was  single  againl 

Went  off  to  the  funeral 
Oh,  then.  Oh,  then. 

Went  off  to  the  funeral. 

Oh,  then; 

I  heaved  and  I  sighed. 

And  I  laughed  till  I  cried; 

And  I  started  off  courting  againl 

I  married  another. 

Oh,  then.  Oh,  then; 

I  married  another. 

Oh,  then; 

I  married  another. 

The  Devil’s  grandmother; 

And  I  long  to  be  single  againl 

Be  good  to  the  first. 

Oh,  then.  Oh,  then. 

Be  good  to  the  first. 

Oh,  then; 

Be  good  to  the  first. 

For  the  last  is  the  worse. 

And  you’ll  long  to  be  single  againl 


ALIMOHY 

(Learned  from  Lester  Bush  in  1927 
at  TJ.of  I*,  S*B*,  Pocatello) 


Oh,  Adam,  was  the  first  guy  that  ever  was  invented; 

He  wandered  all  around  and  he  never  was  contented; 

They  made  him  out  of  clay  in  the  days  gone  by. 

And  they  hung  him  out  in  the  sun  to  dry! 

Oh  alimony,.  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  diet 

And  then  came  Eve,  and  they  had  an  awful  battle; 

She  chased  Adam  up  a  tree  to  get  an  apple! 

Adam  ate  two,  and  he  gave  Eve  one— 

And  that  is  how  all  the  troubel  begun! 

Sh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

And  then  came  Cain,  and  Eve  was  his  mother; 

He  stumbled  all  around  till  he  found  himselfa  brother* 

The  Good  Book  says  that  Cain  killed  Abel— 

He  hit  him  in  the  head  with  a  leg  of  a  tablet 
Oh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  diet 

And  then  came  Hoah  a- stumbling  in  the  dark; 

He  found  a  saw  and  a  hatchet,  and  he  built  himself  an  ark. 

Then  came  the  animals,  two  by  two. 

The  hippo-hippopotamus  and  kangaroo t 
Oh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  dief 

Then  it  rained  for  forty  days  and  forty  nights  without 
a- stopping; 

The  damned  old  boat  began  a-leaking  and  a- rocking; 

The  ocean  got  rude  and  the  waves  got  rank. 

And  the  whake  threw  Jonah  on  the  Sandy  bank! 

Oh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die  I 

And  then  came  Roosevelt  a-looking  for  a  bear; 

He  searched  the  Mississippi,  and  he  couldnt  find  Mm 
there* 

He  went  to  South  Africa,  so  I’ve  heard. 

And  killed  irhem  with  a  fountain  pen  at  forty  cents  a  word! 

Oh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

I  once  knew  a  doctor  by  the  name  of  Peck. 

He  fell  into  a  well,  and  he  broke  his  damned  neck! 

It  served  him  right — he  should  have  stayed  at  home, 

Tended  to  the  sick  and  left  the  -well  alone! 

Oh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

I  bought  myself  a  pair  of  combination  underwear 

Just  to  Keep  out  tne  cold,  and  the  damp,  and  the  chilly  air; 

I  wore  them  six  months  without  exaggeration - 

iind  when  I  went  to  take  them  off  I  found  I’d  lost  the  combination! 
Oh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 


I  went  dawn  town  for  to  see  my  gal  Bess* 

She  said,  ^My  honey,  I  am  all  undredsedl” 
nThen  slip  on  something  and  come  dawn  here  I n 
So  she  slipped  on  a  cake  of  soap  and  came 
down  on  her*  earl 

Oh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

A  horse  and  a  flea  and  three  blind  mice 
Were  out  in  the  barnyard  a-p laying  dice; 

The  horse  he  slipped  and  he  fell  on  the  flea. 

And  the  flea  said,  ^Golly,  thatts  a  horse  on  me^11 
Oh  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 


THE  PARROT  SOMG 

(Sung  many  years  ago  by  Grandfather  Talbot; 
obtained  from  Uncle  Andy  at  Malad) 


As  I  lingered  by  a  cottage  door. 

With  a  kind  of  silly  grin. 

Listening  to  a  maiden*  s  song. 

The  parrot  said,  "Come  in,  come  ini” 

The  parrot  said,  "Come  int" 

I  -walked  inside  the  cottage  room. 

And  I  saw  standing  there 

A  maiden  with  a  dimpled  chin, 

A- combing  her  black  hair,  black  hair, 

A- combing  her  black  hair. 

Great  surprise  was  in  her  eyes. 

And  yet  she  did  not  frown; 

And  as  I  smiled  at  that  dear  child. 

The  parrot  said  "Sit  down,  sit  down  I" 

The  parrot  said,  "Sit  downt" 

I  sat  down  in  the  cottage  chair. 

Beside  her  little  sister; 

And  as  she  combed  her  long  black  hair. 

The  parrot  said,  "Kiss  her,  kiss  her l" 

The  parrot  said,  "Kiss  hert" 

The  maiden  smiled,  and  so  did  I — 

SRe  was  pretty  enough  to  kill; 

And  as  the  girl  made  no  reply. 

Said  I,  "By  Jove,  I  will,  I  will!" 

Said  I,  "By  jove,  I  willl" 

But  as  in  haste  I  grabbed  her  waist. 

She  cried  out,  "Oh,  no,  .not" 

It  was  so  nice  I  kissed  her  twice — 

Then  the  parrot  said,  "Let  go,  let  got" 

Then  the  parrot  said,  "Let  got" 

Her  father  then  came  rushing  in 
With  a  very  angry  shout; 

I  took  my  arms  from  around  her  waist 

When  the  parrot  said,  "Sneak  out,  sneak  out l" 
Yflien  the  parrot  said,  "Sneak  outt" 

The  maiden  moaned  and  dropped  her  comb 
As  through  the  door  I  ran; 

But  at  the  gate  I  knew  my  fate. 

For  I  felt  the  grip  of  an  honest  man. 

Of  an  honest,  honest  mani" 


He  gave  me  two  blows  upon  the  nose 
That  I  feel  to  this  very  day; 

And  out  I  flew— he  kicked  me,  tool 

And  the  parrot  said,  ’’Good  day,  good 
dayl” 

And  the  parrot  said,  "Good  dayi” 


H.  B#  I  secured  this  poem  originally  in 
very  incomplete  form,  and  since  that  time 
have  been  unable  to  find  anyone  familiar 
with  it.  In  order  to  give  it  sequence  I  have 
added  the  missing  parts  out  of  my 
imagination.  For  the  benefit  of  authenticity 
I  shall  enumerate  the  lines  not  of  my  own 


composing:  1,  4, 

■■6/7,  8 

9  ^9 

10, 

11 

13, 

14, 

15,  16, 

19, 

20,  23, 

24, 

25, 

26 

28, 

29, 

30,  31, 

34, 

35,  39, 

40, 

41, 

42 

43, 

44, 

45#  •  • 

Kenneth  Larson# 

THREE  MEU 
( Ben  Infang'er ) 


Three  men  wenilt  out  a- hunting, 

And.  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  windmill— 

And  that  they  left  behind. 

The  Irishman  says,  "ffindmill"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  "May"; 

The  Dutchman  says,  "Tis  a  mighty  fine  thing 
To  keep  the  birds  away 1 " 

Three  men  went  out  a- hunting. 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  bull- frog— 

And  that  they  left  behind. 

The  Ir  I  simian  says,  "Bull-frog"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  "Nay" ; 

The  Dutchman  says,  "Looks  like  a  tuitle 
dove 

With  his  feathers  all  blown  awayi" 

Three  men  went  out  a-hunting. 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  porcupine— 

And  that  they  left  behind. 

The  Irishman  says,  "Porcupine"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says  "Hay"; 

The  Dutchman  says,  "Looks  like  a  pin  cushion 
With  the  pins  stuck  in  the  wrong  wayl" 

Three  men  went  out  ahunting 
And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  jackass— 

And  that  they  left  behind. 

The  Irishman  says,  "Jackass"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says  "Hay"; 

The  Dutchman  says,  "it* s  Pranklin  D. 
Roosevelt: 

I  can  tell  him  by  his  bray!" 

Three  men  went  out  a-hunting 
And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  Idaho — 

And  that  they  left  behind. 

The  Isishman  says  "Idaho"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says  "Hay"; 

The  Dutchman  says  "Tis  a  mighty  fine  place 
To  keep  the  Bums  away!" 


DICKEY  AND  MBBPHEY 
(Ben  Edwards) 


Dickey  and  Murphey  were  playing  in  the  ditch, 

"When  Dickey  called  Murphey  a  dirty  son-of-a-b— — 

Bring  all  your  children,  and  let  them  play  with  sticks 

Or  when  they  grow  older,  they’ll  play  with  their - . 

Dickey  and  Murphey  had  a  little  doggie; 

They  lent  her  to  a  lady  to  keep  her  company; 

She  led  him  and  fed  him,  until  one  day  on  a  hunt 

He  played  all  around  her  petticoats  and  — - • 

Country  lass  a-sitting  on  the  grass, 

A  fence  post  fell  over  and  ran  a  sliver  up  her  — 

Ask  me  no  questions  and  I’J.1  tell  you  no  lies; 

And  if  I  finish  this,  I  hope  I  die 
And  go  to  h — 

Hello,  Central,  How^s  your  brownie  hair? 

And  if  you  have  no  whiskey.  I’ll  have  to  drink  your  beer 


BYE-BYE  BOY  FRIEND 
(Hello  Deschamps) 


Pack  up  all  my  underwear 
I  don’t  care,  anywhere* 

Bye-bye  boy  friend* 

He  taught  me  how  to  danoe  and  sing. 

He  taught  me  how  to  shake  his  thing. 
Bye-bye  boy  friend*  . 

He  took  me  to  his  cftttage  in  the  wildwood. 
There  he  took  advantage  of  my  childhood* 
He  went  once,  and  I. went  twice 
Holy  jumping  Jesus  Christ! 

Bye-bye  boy  friend* 


RAIN  AND  SORROW 
(Hello  DeVchampsj 


Beside  a  babling  brook, 

A  shady  nook; 

A  girl  all  dressed  in  yellow; 
Two  ryby  lips. 

Two  snow-white  tits— 

Oh,  what  a  lucky  fellow! 

lline  days  went  by: 

He  hdaved  a  sigh 

Of  awful  pain  and  sorrow; 

Two  spots  of  pink 

Were  on  his  d - , 

And  there’ll  be  more  tomorrow! 

Hine  months  went  by: 

She  heaved  a  sigh 

Of  awful  pain  and  sorrow; 

Two  little  mutts 
Up  in  her  guts. 

And  they’ll  be  out  tomorrow! 


TWO  TOMCATS 
(Bobby  Grant ) 

I  dreamed  last  night  and  the  night  before 
That  two  old  tom-cats  came  knocking  at  the  door 
I  went  downstairs  to  let  them  in. 

And  they  knocked  me  down  with  a  rolling-pin; 

The  rolling-pin  was  made  of  brass— 

They  turned  me  up  and  spanked  my  a— I 
I  went  upstairs  to  go  to  bed, 

ibid  I  fell  in  the  p - pot  on  my  head; 

I  couldn’t  swim  and  I  couldn’t  float, 

ibid  a  big  fat  t - slipped  down  my  throat. 

I  went  down  stairs  to  dry  my  sock, 

ibid  I  fell  ip.  the  fire  and  burned  my  c— — ; 

So  I  paid  whores  a  penny  apiece 
To  paint  my  c - with  axle  grease! 


THE  JAILER*S  SONG 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 


In  the  prison  cell  I  sit, 

With  my  fingers  dipped  in  s— , 
■While  the  mice  shoot  craps  upon 
the  floor; 

If  you  want  to  hear  them  f - , 

You  just  spread  their  legs  apart. 
And  they*  11  "blow  you  through  the 
keyhole  in  the  do or l 

In  the  prison  cell  I  sit. 

With  my  shirt-tail  dipped  in  s— , 
And  my  balls  a- hanging  loose  upon 
the  floor; 

And  the  women  as  they  pass, 

Shoot  peanuts  at  my  a—; 

I  don*t  want  to  go  to  prison  any 
morel 


JOHN  TAYhOE 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 


My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  c—  is  a  whaler; 

My  balls  weight  forty-five  pounds; 
If  you  see  any  ladies 
■Who  want  to  have  babies. 

Just  tell  them  John  Taylor  is 
in  townl 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 
ly  c—  is  a  whaler; 

My  balls  vreight  forty-five  pounds; 
1*11  catch  Mrs.  Hammer 
And  f—  her,  God  damn  her. 

And  pin  her  old  a—  to  the  groundl 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  c — -  is  a  whaler; 

My  balls  weight  forty- five  pounds; 
I  say,  in  beginning. 

Look  out  for  your  women. 

When  they  hear  that  John  Taylor 
is  In  townl 


SALLY  IH  THE  GARDEN 
(Carl  Ilium,  Ogden,  Utah) 


Oh,  Sally  went  out  to  the  garden 
To  pick  some  sparrow-grass $ 

A  bumblebee  it  came  along 
And  stung  her  on  the 
Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 

They’ll  be  sure  to  leave  a  stingl 

They  sent  for  the  doctor. 

And  the  doctor  came  at  last; 

The  only  thing  that  he  could  find 
Was  a  bee  sting  on  her  — . 

Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  singi 
For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 

They’ll  be  sure  to  leave  a  sting. 

The  doctor  made  a  plaster 
Out  of  apple- sassj 
That  night  when  Sally  went  to  bed 
They  put  it  on  her  — . 

Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 

They’ll  be  sure  to  leave  a  sting. 


THE  DAMMED  EUUT 


A* 

(Leonard  Madsen  of  Malad) 

The  damned  little  .runt 
With  a  sunburned  c— — 

And  an  a —  as  black  as  charcoal; 

She  can  skin  your  p - - 

So  G—  damned  quick 

That  the  sparks  fly  out  of  your 
a —  hole! 

Her  cheeks  are  pink 

Like  a  rooster* s  d - 

And  her  lips  are  a  hens-—  brown; 
Her  tits  hang  loose 
Like  the  balls  of  a  goose. 

And  her  a —  it  drags  the  ground! 


B# 

(Larry  Martin  of  Eden) 

I  knew  it  was  her 

By  the  stockings  she  wore. 

Her  build,  and  the  color  of  her  hair; 

Her  nose  turned  up 
Like  the  handle  of  a  cup; 

She  was  pretty,  but  the  freckles 
were  there! • 

She*s  known  as  a  sport 
Of  the  paint  and  powder  sort; 

She  Vs  always  got  a  hale  and  hearty  laugh 
(Mce  a  year  when  it*s  hot. 

Whether  she  needs  it  or  not,  . 

She  strips  to  the  hide  and  takes 
a  bath! 

Her  tits  are  as  loose 
As  the  balls  on  a  goose. 

And  her  a—  it  Yfobbles  all  around; 

Her  lips  are  as  pink 

As  a  leghorn  rooster1 s  d~ — , 

And  her  eyes  are  a  hens - brown* 

She *  s  one  of  those  whores 
You  diddle  out  of  doors 

In  the  stockyards  or  down  in  the 
weeds; 

How,  boys,  here1 s  your  chance 
To  get  some  gooey  in  your  pants. 

For  it*s  damn  little  teasing  she 
needs  I 


A  STOVEPIPE  EPISODE 
(Secured  from  Roscoe  Colton 
at  Mala d,  July  28,  1932) 


A  tramp  once  by  a  window  passed; 

He  heard  a  maiden’s  voice  speak  fast 
To  a  man;  the  things  she  said 
Seemed  rather  dirty— so  he  stayed. 

"Don’t  push  so  hard,"  she  said  to  him; 
"Don’t  jab  around  that  my. 

Get  them  right  together,  then 
Push  easy  when  I  say. 

"There,  it  is  out  again;  it  slipped— 

It  doesn’t  fit  just  right. 

You  see,  if  the  thing  goes  in  straight 
It  will  fit  quite  snug  and  tight. 

"But  the  end  seems  a  bit  too  large;  perhaps 
The  hole  is  a  little  small. 

But  if  you  push  the  thing  like  that. 

It  won’t  go  in  at  all! 

"How,  let  me  fix  them  right  this  time: 

"When  I  say  easy,  now,  you  press. 

Be  careful  or  it  will  slips  again 
And  make  an  awful  messl" 

The  tramp  could  stand  the  strain  no  longer; 
So  to  get  a  peep  he  strove. 

He  saw  a  maiden  and  her  father 
Putting  stovepipe  on  the  stove! 


DOWU  IN  LEHI  VALIEY 
(Jack  Harknessj 


Now,  don’t  get  sore,  Strahgerl 
I’ll  never  s—  in  your  hate! 

I’ve  got  a  sad, ' sad  story. 

And  a  long  one  at  that. 

It  was  down  in  Lehi  ifalleyj 
Me  and  my  partner  Lew 

lie  had  a  ranch,  a  dandy — 

Paid  us  better  than  forty- two. 

We  were  happy  down  in  the  valley. 

Me  and  my  partner  Lew 

Till  along  came  a  girl  named  Sally— 
But  we  called  her  Sue. 

She  had  an  a —  like  a  country  s - h- 

And  her  c— —  was  full  of-  firej 

I  had  a  full  six- inches. 

And  I  couldn’t  half  supply  her. 

Along  came  a  Texas  Banger 

With  a  p — —  nine  inches  long; 

He  stuck  it  into  Sue 

And  he  carried  her  right  along* 

So,  roll  me  another  pill,  Bill, 

And  I’ll  be  on  my  my; 

I’ll  catch  that  runt  that  stole  my  o- 
If  it.  takes  till  Judgement  Day! 


B. 

Down  in  Lehi  Valley 
(Alden  BiaisiBell) 


It  was  down  in  -the  Lehi  Valley 
Where  me  and  my  brother  Lew 

We  met  a  girl  from  the  whorehouse. 

And  a  damned  fast  one  tool 

Her  a—  was,  like  a  goldmine; 

^  ,  Her  o—  was.  like  fire; 
eight-and-a-half  inches 
CouldnTt  half  supply  herl 

Along  came  a  soldier  boy 

With  a  ceee  ten- inches^  long; 

He  f— — -  my  girl  from  the  whorehouse. 
And  took  her  right  along 1 15 

So  roll  me  another  pill.  Bill; 

And  1*11  be  on  my  way 

To  hunt  the  runt  that  stole  my  c— — , 
If  it  takes  till  Judgement  Day -l 


AH  APPLE  TBEE 
(Larry  Martin) 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  Apple  tree. 
Through  a  hole  in  her  pants  I  could  see 
A  little  black  spot; 

She  called  it  her  "twat". 

But  it  looked  like  her  a~h— —  to  me l 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree, 

I  got  what  was  coming  to  me: 

In  the  tall  green  grass 
I  got  some  fine  a — 

From  the  girl  that  was  so  loving  to  me  I 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree. 

She  handed  a  package,  to  me: 

A  dose  of  the  c- — ~, 

The  Shankemsr  perhaps. 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  treet 


nr  BOMBAY 
(Lester  Bush) 


They  chew  tobacco  thin 

In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  it  drizzles  down  their  chin 
In  Bombayl 

All  the  children  they  go  bare 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

For  they  have  no  underwear 
In  BomfcayJ 

The  geese  they  fly  high 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  upon  the  fly 

In  Bombayl 

They  swim  naked  in  the  river 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

All  the  boys  and  girls  together. 
In  Bombayl 

The  roosters  they  grow  tall 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  s~ —  upon  the  mil 
In  Bombay! 

The  whiskers  they  grow  long 
In  Bombay,  In  Bombay; 

And  the  drag  upon  the  ground 
In  Bombayl 

Dead  dogs  lie  in  the  street 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  serve  the  poor  for  meat 
In  Bombayl 

The  hair  grows  long  and  red 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

But  it  don*t  grow  on  the  head 
In  Bombayl 

There  are  maidens  young  and  sweet 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  diddle  you  on  the  street 
In  Bombayl 

The  women  they  grow  fat 
In  Bombay,  In  Bombay; 

Every  year  they  have  a  brat 
In  Bombayl 


DANIEL  IN  THE  LIO^S  DM 
(Obtained  at  Pocatello  from 
Lester  Bus||,  U#I#S*B#,1928) 


It  ms  in  the  days  of  the  royal  castration. 

And  the  king  ms  giving  his  last  ball# 

In  the  courtyard  the  coufctiers  could  be  seen  . 
Merrily  throwing  camel  s~~~  at  each  other# 

Suddenly  who  should  appear  upon  the  scene* 
but  Daniel* 

”What  ho!”  cried  the  king# 

”A--h*-«-~”  cried  Daniel*  thereby  scoring  a  hat • 
”Kiss  it”  cried  the  king# 

”  After  you,  you  s-~of~a~b~~ -l"  cried  Daniel# 

And  the  laughs  were  on  the  king* 

Now, .  in:  those  days  it  ms  considered  a  mean  thing 
To  call  a  king  a  son-of~a~b— 

So  Daniel  ms  thrown  into  the  lions1  den# 

He  could  be  recognised  only  b Jc  the  green  umbrella 
Which  he  carried  under  his  left  am# 

Suddenly  a  lion  walked  up  to  Daniel 
And  seized  him  by  the  left  nut* 

”Guch,  that  ti ekes! 11  cried  Daniel# 

”What.  tickles?”  cried  the  lion# 

”Testicles!”  cried  Daniel* 

For  the  second  time  that  day 
The  laughs  were  on  the  king# 

nfih,  s~~~(”  cried  the  king. 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
Squatted  and  did  their  utmost* 

”Come  forth!”  cried  the  king; 

And  Daniel  slipped  on  a  fresh  lion  t— — 

And  came  second# 

”lhat  about  the  princess,”  somebody  shouted# 
the  princess,”  cried  the  king; 

And  forty  nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
Were  trampled  to  death  in  the  rush! 


DANIEL  IN  THE  HOB’S  HEN 
- (Terrell"" IishT”  “ 


Now  the  sun  shined  down  with  an  awful  heat 
On  a  poor  young  man  with  right  sore  feet 
Who  had  traveled  from  dawn  to  where  he  was  at; 

And  the  shade  of  some  trees  that  were  by  the  road 
Was  more  than  he  could  bear; 

And,  throwing  his  kit  with  a  careless  air. 

He  prepared  himself  to  have  luncheon  there* 

But  as  he  went  to  the  creek  to  wash. 

He  heard  an  awful  noise. 

As  if  the  holiday  were  enjoyed  by  boys; 

So  he  sneaked  right  down  to  the  water’s  edge. 

And  there  on  the  grassy  bank 
Was  a  sight  for  weary  men; 

A  lonely  boy  was  sitting  down. 

As  bare  as  bare  could  be; 

So  Daniel  —  ah,  the  naughty  man  — 

Had  thoughts  that  aren’t  right* 

Thh  little  jar  he  had  carried  far 
Was  for  such  things  as  this; 

He  grabbed  the  boy  and  threw  him  down. 

And  rubbed  his  bunghole  well; 

He  enjoyed  himself  as  only  the  bards  can  tell  l 

The  soldiers  of  the  king  were  abroad  that  day 
Hunting  far  and  wide. 

For  Tuttle- too,  the  king’s  royal  boy— 

They  knew  not  where  he’d  hide* 

They  hunted  vales,  they  hunted  nooks 
They  looked  down  all  the  wells. 

They  called  and  blew  their  horns; 

Then  far  off  in  the  distance. 

They  heard  a  feeble  yell . 

Then  on  their  chargers,  fast  as  light. 

They  hied  their  steeds  with  haste* 

The  troop  drove  up,  and  there  they  were. 

The  boy  and  Daniel  hard  at  work! 

The  troop  was  stumped,  and  so  was  the  boy. 

For  if  the  king  should  hear. 

The  palace  would  be  hell i l 
But  someone  told  on  Daniel  bold. 

And  as  the  city  he  did  near. 

He  knew  that  he  was  lost. 

So  when  Danielt  to  the  royal  court  came. 

He  felt  that  all  the  world  was  wise. 

Else  why  did  all  the  courtiers  hold 
Their  noses  and  wink  their  eyes? 
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Daniel  in  the  Lion's  DM 
(II  sh) 


The  king  said  to  Dahl  el  hold, 

"Why  hast  thou  fouled  the  only  hoy 
I'd  swim  a  river  for  or  die? 

In  other  words,  my  cocky  man. 

What  hast  thou  done?** 

Said  Daniel  to  the  king, 

"Sir,  I  have  f— —  your  hoy 
And  f— -  him  well!" 

Whereupon  the  king  in  his  great  rage 
Had  Daniel  placed  in  the  lion's  den; 

And  the  very  next  day  he  went  forth 
To  see  Daniel's  hones. 

Which  he  expected  to  he 
lying  out  in  the  sun; 

But  to  his  great  surprise 

He  saw  Daniel  sitting  on  the  largest  lion. 

Wiping  his  a— 

With  the  next  to  largest  lion's  tail! 

"What  hoi"  cried  the  king* 

"A —  hole!”  replied  Daniel, 

Whereupon  the  queen  dashed 

Madly  through  the  court  with  her  drawers 

At  half  mast  ,  and  her  a — 

Shining  like  a  looking  glass 
In  the  moonlight. 

Then  the  king  in  a  terrible  rage 
Cried  out,  "Where  is  the  queen?” 

"Why  she  is  out  in  the  garden  drinking  tea," 
"What  kind  of  tea?" 

"S - H - 1 - Tl” 

"Is  she  occupied?” 

"Yea,  verily!" 

"What  is  she  doing?" 

"Why  she  is  wiping  her  a — 

On  fifty  skeins  ,of  the  finest  silk  in  the  world! 
Whereupon  someone  shouted,  "F— the  queen!" 
And  forty  brave  young  knights 
Were  killed  in  the  mad  rush. 

"Tickles,  tickles!" 

"What  tickles?" 

Testacies!"  cried  the  king; 

Then  he  laughed  long  and  loud 
Because  he  had  two. 

Then  after  this  great  hulla  halloo  had  quieted. 
The  king  in  a  frothing  rage  said,  “S- — I" 

And  10,000  of  his  loyal  subjects 
Squatted  and  strained  to  their  utmost. 

For  the  king*  s  word  was  law. 


Daniel  in  the  lion’s  Bin  3 

(Lish) 


After  this  loyal  showing  of  patriotism 
Theking  wept  hard  and  fast. 

But  after  drying  his  tears  he  muttered 
To  himself  that  awful  word  - 
"Horse  s—  •  " 

And  immediately  fifty  barons  and  earls 
Dashed  out  to  get  him  some* 

And  as  they  dashed  forth,  they  passed 
Five  thousand  of  the  more  lowly  peasants 
Who  were  throwing  camel  s— «* 

In  each  other’s  faces,  because  bull  s-— 
Was  unknown  in  those  brave  old  days* 

Then  the  women  of  the  court  shook  out 
Their  tits  add  tittered} 

For  without  such 

The  royal  palace  would  be  a  farce U 


HI  REO  HMDY  Ot 
(Sr  om  Larrjr  Martin) 


As  I  was  going  down  the  steeeij. 

Hi  reo  dandy  Q. 

Two  whores  I  chanced  to  meet. 

Hi  reo  dandy  G. 

One  called  me  "stud**,  and  I  called  her  "mare". 
Hi  reo  dandy  O. 

I  f - the  one  with  the  little  brown  hair. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0* 

All  th  e  next  nine  days  to  the  doc  I  went. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0. 

To  get  my  c - drained  out  at  the  end. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0. 

In  came  a  nurse  with  a  greasy  ©Id  rag. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0* 

She  washed  my  c  — -  and  squeezed  my  bag. 

Hi  reo  danty  0* 

In  came  a  doctor  with  a  knife  and  block. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0. 

At  one  whack  off  came  my  c - , 

Hi  reo  dan^y  0. 

All  the  next  two  weeks  I  spent  in  bed. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0. 

With  a  stub  of  a  c  —  without  any  head. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0. 

It’s  all  over  now,  I  wish  I  had  it  to  do  again. 
Hi  reo  dandy  0. 

A  nine  inoh  c- —  and  a  head  as  big  again. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0. 

Come  all  you  young  men,  take  warning  by  me. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0. 

Never  f—  the  first  whore  you  see. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0* 


TRY  IT  AGAIN 

(A  version  of  Hi  Reo  Ban^y  6,) 


As  I  was  going  down  the  street* 

Two  pretty  maidens  I  chanced  to  meet. 

One  was  fair*  very  fair. 

She  called  me  "stud"  and  I  called  her  "mare” 


The  other  was  dark,  with  early  locks. 

She  gave  me  the  claps,  and  I  gave  her  the  c- 

Now,  before  the  doctor  I  did  stand. 

With  my  rotten  p«~-  in  my  hand. 

He  had  a  hatchet  and  a  block. 

With  one  whack,  he  cut  off  my  c— 

And  now  that  I’m  well  and  free  from  pain. 
I’ll  go  back  to  the  stump,  and  try  it  again. 


LITTLE  TINKER 
(Phenoi  Deschamps,  Malad) 


There  was  a  little  tinker. 

And  he  came  from  France; 

He  came  to  America 

To  fiddle,  f— - ,  and  dance — 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney  wash, 

and  baby-maker  hanging  to  his  knees. 

The  ship  that  he  came  over  on. 

The  women  were  very  few; 

So  first  he  f— -  the  captain. 

And  then  he  f—  the  crew — 

Tfith  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash, 

and  baby-maker  hanging  to  his  knees* 

Little  tinker  died. 

And  he  went  to  hell; 

He  swore  he*  d  f—  —  the  Bevil 
If  he  didn*t  tre§t  him  well 
With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash, 

and  hAby-maker  hanging  to  his  knees. 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr*  Devil; 

God  bless  your  soul* 

Let  me  exercise  my  p— — 

In  your  hairy  a - h - * 

With  my  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash, 

and  baby-maker  hanging  to  my  knees." 

All  the  little  devils 

Went  shouting  through  the  hall: 

^Better  get  him  out  of  here 
Before  he  f-- — —  us  all 
With  his  longlean  liver,  kidney-wash, 

and  baby-maker  hanging  to  his  knees* 


THE  ONE-EYED  RII33Y 
A 

(Lester  Bush) 


We  were  sitting  around  the  old  Riley’s 
campfire  one  night. 

Telling  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

When  a  thought  came  suddenly  into  my 
mind. 

Of  how  I’d  like  to  shag  his  daughter. 

Rum-tumOtum,  balls  and  all. 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley. 

That  night  when  she  had  gone  to  her  hayloft. 

Where  she  slept  among  the  grass  and  clover, 

I  crept  into  the  hay  beside  her, 

And  I  shagged  and  shagged  till  the  fun  was  over. 
Rum-tum-tum  balls  and  all. 

Titty-eye  for  the  one  eyed  Riley. 

I  heard  two  footsteps  on  the  stairs. 

And  who  should  it  be,  but  her  damned  old  father; 

He  had  two  pistols  in  his  hands. 

And  was  looking  for  the  guy  that  had  shagged 
his  daughter. 

Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all. 

Titty- eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley. 

I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  balls. 

And  shoved  them  in  a  pail  of  water. 

And  I  shoved  them  pistols  up  his  a — 

A  damned  sight  farther  than  I  shagged  his  daughter. 
Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all. 

Titty- eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley. 


B 

(Virgil  Jolley) 


As  I  was  walking  down  the  street, 

I  met  the  parsons  daughter; 

The  very  first  thought  came  in  my  mind. 

That  I  could  finger  her  hind-quarter. 

Eo-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri-riley; 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley. 

As  soon  as  we  had  gone  to  bed. 

Who  should  come  in  but  her  damned  old  mother; 

I  was  shagging  away  with  all  my  might , 

When  she  spatted  my  a—  and  drove  it  in  further. 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri-riley, 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley. 

Then  with  two  pistols  in  his  hand. 

Who  should  earn*  in  but  her  damned  old  father, 

I  shoved  both  pistols  up  his  a—. 

And  slapped  his  wife,  and  shagged  his  daughter. 

Oh,  then  I  went  out  on  the  porch. 

And  shook  my  p- - at  old  dog  Towser; 

It  scared  the  old  fool  damned  near  to  death. 

And  he  turned  his  tail,  and  ran  for  cover 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri-riley, 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyedRiley. 

ITi£  the  best  damned  man  that  ever  was  born. 

And  never  a  maiden  could  resist  me; 

My  o — •  and  balls  weigh  forty- five  pounds. 

And  I'm  known  as  the  wonderful  one-eyed  Riley. 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri-riley, 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley. 


yippie-yay 

(Versions  of  '' Chisholm  Trail") 


A 

(Phenoi  Deschamps) 

Saddled  old  Bollie  and  started  for  the  herdj 

He  threw  me  off  in  a  fresh  cow-tirdt 

Gome  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie*,  eye,  yippie-yjty; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-ygy. 

I  was  coming  down  the  mountain  by  the  old 
cow-trail. 

With  my  pecker  in  my  hand  and  a  heifer  by 
the  tail! 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-ygsy; 

Gome  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay • 

I  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  threw  her  in  the 
grass. 

And  showed  her  the  wiggle  of  a  cow-boy* s  ass. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay. 

I  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  fJhrgwvher  in  the  grass. 
And  pumped  salvation  up  her  dirty  rotten  ass. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippieeye,  yippie-yay. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay. 

I  jumped  in  a  wagon,  and  I  gave  a  big  yellj 
The  team  ran  away  and  broke  it  all  to  hell. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay. 

Last  time  I  saw  the  boss  -  I  haven* t  seen  him 
since  - 

He  waw  screwing  a  cow  through  a  barb-wifce  fence. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay. 

And  now  my  song  is  ended  -  I  can  sing  you  no 
more. 

There’s  an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have 
the  core. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay. 

Come  a  ti-yi-tippie,  yippie-yay. 


B 

(Ben  Infang er) 

Way  up  north  among  the  bear  and  lion; 

Come  down  south  a-hittin*  and  a- f lyin’ . 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay. 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay. 

Feet  in  the  stirrups  and  my  butt  in  the  saddle, 
A-singin'  all  day  to  your  damned  old  cattle. 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay. 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay. 

I  went  to  the  boss  to  draw  my  roll. 

To  go  down  south  and  find  a  shady  knoll. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay. 
Come  a  ti-yi-yyppie,  yippie-yay. 

The  boss  come  out  with  a  gun  in  his  hahd. 
A-sayin* ,"Get  to  work  and  be  God  damnedl" 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay. 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay. 

Well,  I  hopped  on  the  stage,  and  gave  a 
little  yell. 

The  lead  bars  broke,  and  the  leaders  went 

to  hell. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay. 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay. 


THE  ALPHABET  OF  LIFE 
(Larry  Martin) 


"A”  is  for  a—. 

Upon  which  we  sit. 

The  external  end 

And  the  passage  for  s— -  • 


"B"  is  for  b - - , 

Each  man  has  a  pair. 

In  a  wrinkled  old  sack 

All  covered  with  hair. 

"C"  is  for  c - , 

All  juicy  and  slick. 

It’s  home- sweet-home 

For  a  seven- inch  p - • 

”D"  is  for  dittaling, 

Ihich  never  grows  stale j 
There’s  nothing  so  nice 

As  a  good  piece  of  tail* 

”E”  is  for  egg. 

That  is  laid  in  the  grassj 
The  object  which  comes 

From  the  speckled  hen’s  a— 

”F”  is  for  f— , 

That  odoruous  breeze? 

It’s  fully  as  bad 

As  limberger  cheese. 

"G"  is  for  guts. 

That  tangled  ujp  mass 
That  separates  your, belly 

From  the  hole  in  your  a—. 

"H”  is  for  Hair 

That  surrounds  her  c — 

To  find  the  opening 

Is  a  man’s  nightly  hunt. 

"I”  is  for  inch  -  - 

Don’t  make  me  smile  j 
When  she  gives  you  an  inch 
You  take  half  a  mile. 

MJ”  is  for  jissem 

That’s  sticky  like  ereamj 
It  spots  up  the  sheets 

■When  you  have  a  wet  dream. 


"K"  is  for  king. 

Who  wears  a  crown  on  his  head 

His  favorite  sport 

Is  f - —  the  queen# 

ML"  is  for  love 

That  fails  to  stick; 

It  starts  at  your  head. 

And  ends  in  your  p--- 

"M"  is  for  marraige. 

When  a  man  gets  a  wife; 

And  lives  in  misery 

The  rest  of  his  life. 

MN"  is  for  n- — 

That  furnish  the  sap; 

And  sometimes  the  making 
Of  a  good  dose  of  c-— •# 

MQtt  is  for  old 

OR  rather  the  time 

When  a  man’s  p— —  don’t  stand 
Up  as  in  his  prime# 

"P”  is  for  p— -, 

That  petrified  prong; 

It  ranges  from  four 

To  twelve  inches  long# 

”Q"  is  for  quiver 

That  comes  with  a  thump; 

It’s  a  funny  sensation 

When  you  shoot  off  your  lump# 

”RB  is  for  rags. 

That  are  used,  I  presume. 

To  wrap  up  a  pussy 

That  is  in  full  bloom# 

"S"  is  for  safety. 

Made  of  fish  skin; 

To  do  a  job  with  one 
Is  surely  a  sin. 

"T”  is  for  t - , 

Supposed  to  be  sucked; 

They  never  come  fresh 

Till  a  woman’s  been  f- - . 

MU”  is  for  urine, 

A  pot  full  of  p - ; 

Ain’t  it  awful 

To  use  language  like  this? 


"T‘‘  is  for  wemin 

That  wiggle  and  twist; 
And  hide  in  the  hair 

"When  you  go  out  to  p—  , 


”77"  is  for  woman. 

Cradle  of  sin. 

That’s  split  half  way 

Prom  her  a—  to  her  chin, 

nX"  is  for  x-ray, 

A  magnifying  glass 

Used  hy  a  doctor 

To  look  up  your  a — . 

"Y”  is  for  yes; 

Mien  a  woman  gets  hot. 

There’ s  nothing  but  a  p-~ 

To  cool  her  twat. 

"Z”  is  for  zero. 

Supposed  to  be  cold; 

The  temperature  of  a  man{ s  b — 
At  ninety  years  old. 


THE  LITTLE  BALL  OF  YAM 
(Murray  Hale  &  Alden  Blaisdell) 

It  was  in  the  month  of  May, 

When  the  jacks  begin  to  bray, 

And  the  jennies  come  prancing 
around  the  barn} 

Said  the  jennie  to  the  jack: 

"Will  you  climb  up  on  my  back? 

You  can  wind  up  my  little  ball 
of  yarn." 

It  was  in  the  month  of  June, 

When  the  roses  were  in  bloom. 

And  the  jennies  were  loose 
around  the  barn; 

There  I  met  a  little  Miss 
And  I  simply  asked  her  this: 

"May  I  wind  up  your  little  ball 
of  yarn? " 

She  said,  "Why  don’t  you  go  to  those 
Who  have  money  and  fine  clothes; 

Why  don’t  you  go  to  them  with 
your  charms?" 

But  she  finally  gave  consent. 

And  through  the  fields  we  went. 

And  we  wound  up  her  little  ball 
of  yarn. 

After  getting  her  consent. 

Just  around  the  stump  we  went. 

And  I  asked  her  where  she  kept 
her  little  charm; 

She  said  beneath  her  gown 
So  I  gently  laid  her  down. 

And  I  wound  up  her  little  ball 
of  yarn. 

It  ms  nine  days  after  this, 

Ihen  I  went  to  take  a  p — - , 

I  found  my  c — -  all  mattery  and 
warm. 

Then  I  knew  that  by  mishap 
She  had  given  me  the  clapp 

As  I  wound  up  her  little  ball 
of  yarn. 

It' was  nine  months  after  that. 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat. 

Wondering  if  I’d  done  her  any  harm 
There  appeared  before  the  door, 

Her  father  and  several  more 

‘Marry  my  daughter,  since  you’ve 
got  her  ball  of  yam." 


It  ms  nine  days  after  that 
In  my  office  chair  I  sat. 

Wondering  if  I*  d  done  her  any  harmj 
Then  there  came  a  gentle  tapping, 

And  the  doctor  stood  there  laughing, 
“You’re  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball 
of  yarn*" 

It  ms  nine  days  after  that. 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat. 

Wondering  if  I*  d  done  her  any  harm; 
Then  an  officer  ih  blue 
Said,  “Young  man,  I’m  after  you. 

You’re  the  daddy  of  a  little 
ball  of  yarn." 


I  TJEYER 


(Rufus  Toponce) 
a 

I  walked  into  the  hallway. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  an  overcoat. 
Where  my  coat  ought  to  be* 

T?What?s  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Tfliere  my  coat  ought  to  heV1 

nQh,  itrs  nothing  but  a  blanket 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me*?t 

Ifve  roamed  the  wide  wo£ld  over, 

A  thousand  times  ofr  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  blanket 

With  pockets  in  it  before* 

b 

I  miked  into  the  bedroom. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be  j 

And  I  thought  1  saw  somebody1  s  hat 
Tfhere  my  hat  ought  to  be* 

TWFhatfs  this,  my  darling  wife. 

Where  my  hat  ought  to  he?w 

”0h,  it*s  nothing  but  a  p— —pot 
My  grandmother  gave  to  ne*tf 

Ifve  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  p — -pot 

With  a  lining  in  it  before* 

c 

I  looked  into  the  trundle-bed 
Where  my  baby  ought  to  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  two  babies  there, 
I  was  drunk  as  I  could  be* 

nWhatf s  this,  my  darling  wife. 

Where  my  baby  ought  to  be?f? 

**0h,  it*s  nothing  but  a  little  rabbit 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me*ff 

ISve  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more. 

But  1  never  saw  a  little  rabbit 
With  a  diaper  on  it  before . 


d 

I  felt  beneath  the  covers. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  felt  a  p — - 

Where  my  p - ought  to  be. 

"What’s  this  my  darling  wife. 

Where  my  p -  ought  to  be?" 

$0h,  it’s  nothing  but  a  rolling  pin 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me." 


I’ve  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more; 

But  I  never  saw  a  rolling  pin 

With  hair  growing  on  it  before. 

e 

I  looked  beneath  the  covers. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  a  man  asleep 
Where  I  was  supposed  to  be. 

"What's  this  my  darling  wife. 

Where  I’m  supposed  to  be?" 

$0h,  it’s  nothing  but  a  monkey. 

My  grandmother  gave  to  me. 

I’ve  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more; 

But  I  never  saw  a  monkey 

With  pajamas  on  it  before. 


THE  KEYHOLE  Iff  THE  DOOR 

(Larry  Martin)  ~ 

She  left  the  party  early  - 

I  think  at  scarcely  nina; 

And  by  some  ''masher”  fortune 

Her  rodm  was  next  to  mine. 

And  I,  like  old  Columbus, 

Hew  regions  to  explore  - 
I  took  a  snug  position 

By  the  keyhole  in  the  door. 

While  I  limited  there  in  silence. 

Upon  my  bended  knees, 

I  waited  there  impatiently 

To  see  what  I  could  see. 

She  first  took  off  her  collar  - 
It  fell  upon  jrhe  floors 
I  saw  her  stoop  to  get  it 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door 

She  then  proceeded  further 

Took  off  her  pretty  dress. 

And  then  her  undergarments  - 

There  were  fifty,  mote  or  less. 

To  tell  the  truth  sincerely 
I  think  it  was  a  scores 
I  couldn't  count  correctly 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door 

She  sat  there  on  the  carpet. 

She  rested  gracefully. 

She  pulled  her  spotless  linen 
Above  her  snow-white  knee. 

And  her  scarlet  colored  garters 
On  either  leg  she  wore. 

It  was  a  lively  picture 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door 

You  mighty  man  of  science 

Who  strain  your  eager  eyes. 
Viewing  all  the  planets 

Whirling  in  the  skies. 

You  majr  search  the  wide  world  over 
Ten  thousand  times  or  more. 

But  yout  telescppes  are  nothing 
To  the  keyhole  in  the  door. 


Throflgh  the  Keyhole 
(Version  of  "Keyhole  in  Door”) 


We  left  the  party  early, 

I  think  at  scarcely  nine. 

And  as  good  luck  would  have  it. 

Her  room  was  next  to  mine. 

As  eager  as  old  Columbus 

Hew  regions  to  explore , 

Itook  a  snug  position 

By  the  keyhole  in  the  door. 

First  she  took  off  her  collar  - 
It  fell  upon  £he  floor. 

Ye  gods!  I  saw  her  stoop  to  get  it 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door. 

Then  came  her  dress  and  undergarments 
Fifty,  less  or  more  - 
I  couldn't  count  correctly 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door. 

Then  she  took  down  her  tresses 
Of  pretty  golden  hair ■ 

They  fell  in  torrents 

About  her  shoulders  bare. 

Then  she  sat  by  the  fireside 
Her  tiny  feet  to  warm. 

With  nothing  but  a  shimmy 

To  conceal  her  naked  form. 

If  she  would  only  drop  it, 

I  would  ask  no  more  - 
Ye  gods l  I  seen  her  drop  it 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door. 

If  I  was  strong  as  Sampson, 

I'd  break  that  door  downj 
I'd  have  a  little  booty 

If  I  woke  the  whole  damn  town. 

But  I'm  not  as  strong  as  Sampson, 

And  I  can  do  no  more. 

Than  jack-off  and  take  straight  aim 
Through  the  keyhole  In  the  door. 


m  men  abeve  your  ksee 

(Murray  Bale  of  McCammon) 

I  met  her  in  a  hall room 

And  I  asked  her  for  a  dance 

She  could  tell  I  was  a  sailor 

By  the  -  buttons  on  my  pants. 

My  shoes  were  brightly  polished. 
My  hair  was  neatly  combed; 

I  danced  with  her  all  evening. 

At  night  -I  took  her  home. 

Andas  I  .left  the  ballroom, 

I  heard  some  old  dame  say 

’’There  goes  a  fair  young  maiden 
Who  is  being  led  astray.” 

’Twas  at  her  father’s  gateway 
That  she  was  led  astray; 

’Twas  in  her  mother’s  bedroom 

That  she  was  forced  to  lay. 

I  laid  her  down  so  gently; 

Her  dress  es  I  raised  high; 

’’We’ll  do  it  now,  my  Hellie, 
We’ll  do  it  now  or  die." 

I  offered  her  a  silver  necklace, 
I  offered  her  a  golden  pin; 

Ioffered  her  a  wooden  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

She  wouldn’t  accept  the  necklace 
She  wouldn’t  accept  the  pin 

But  she  did  accept  the  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

How,  all  you  fair  young  maidens. 
Just  take  a  tip  from  me : 

Mever  let  a  sailor 

Get  an  inch  above  your  knee 

He’ll  love  you  and  caress  you. 
He’ll  promise  to  be  true. 

But  when  he  gets  your  cherry. 

It’ s  off  to  hell  with  you. 


B 

An  Inch  Above  Your  Knee 
(Dick  Palfreyman*} 


Whenl  was  young  and  pretty. 

It  was  my  chief  delight. 

To  go  to  balls  and  dances. 

And  stay  out  late  at  night. 

It  was  at  a  ball  I  met  him. 

And  he  asked  me  for  a  dance  j 

I  could  tell  he  was  a  sailor 

By  the  buttons  on  his  pants. 

His  shoes  were  neatly  polished. 
His  hair  was  nicely  combed. 

And  when  the  dance  was  over. 

He  asked  to  take  me  home. 

1 Twas  in  my  father's  hallway 
That  I  was  led  astray, 

’Twas  in  my  mother’s  bedroom 
That  I  was  forced  to  lay. 

He  spread  my  legs  so ' gently. 

He  rai  sed  my  dress  so  high. 

He  sadd,  "How*.  Mary  darling. 

You’ll  do  it  now,  or  die." 

How,  you  young  girls  take  warning 
And  take  a  tip  from  me. 

And  never  lejf  a  sailor 

An  inch  above  your  knee. 

For  if  you  do,  he’ll  love  you. 
Love  you  kind  and  true. 

Then  when  he  picks  your  cherry, 

HeSll  say,  "To  hell  with  you 


LULU 

(Several  People) 

Oh,  Lulu  went  out  hunting. 

To  kill  herself  a  duck; 

But  came  along  a  farmer. 

And  he  asked  her  for  a  f«— - • 

Oh,  bang  away  at  Lulu, 

Bang  her  good  and  long; 

What  you  going  to  do  for  your  banging 
YfhenLulu's  dead  and  gone? 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby. 

It  was  born  at  four  o'clock; 

It  wasn't  like  most  other  boys,' 

It  didn't  have  a  c - • 

Oh,  Eang  away  etc. 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby. 

She  ahd  it  by  a  rocki 

She  couldn't  name  him  Lulu, 

Because  he  1b d  a  cock. 

Oh,  bang  etc 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby 

He  was  born  en  a  rainy  day. 

She  stopped  his  a—  with  Denver  mud. 
And  called  him  Henry  Clay. 

Oh,  bang  etc 

Oh.  Lulu  had  a  baby. 

She  called  him  little  jjfim; 

She  threw  him  In  the  p  — pot 
To  teach  him  how  to  swim. 

Oh,  bang  etc 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  use  vaseline. 
The  poor  girls  they  use  lard. 

But  Lulu  uses  wagon  dope 

And  she  bangs  it  twice  as  hard. 

Oh,  bang  etc . 

Oh,  the  ricjj.  girls  they  wear  diamonds 
The  poor  girls  they  wear  glass. 

But  the  only  ring  that  Lulu  wears. 

Is  a  ring  around  her  a—. 

Oh,  bang  etc. 


COLOMBO 

(Larry  Martin) 

Columbo  went  in  haste  to  the  queen 
And  asked  her  for  her  cargo; 

He  said,  "I'm  a  lying  son-of-a-bitch 
If  I  don’t  bring  back  Chicago  ." 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights 

He  sailed  the  broad  Atlantic, 

Columbo  knew  if  he  didnt  screw 
He  surely  would  go  frantic. 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  Cat, 

And  kept  it  in  his  cabin; 

He  filled  its  a —  with  axle-grease 
And  started  ih  a-jabbin’ . 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  mate  - 

He  loved  him  like  a, brother; 

And  every  night  at  ten  o’clock. 

They  sucked-off  one  another. 

A  one-eyed  maid  appeared  on  the  deck, 
Columbo  he  pursued  her. 

The  white  of  an  egg  rolled  down  her  leg. 
The  son-of-a-bitch  had  screwed  her. 

An  Indian  maid  appeared  on  the  shore. 

In  fact,  she  was  a  beauty; 

Columbo  said  to  all  his  men, 

"Come  on,  we’ll  have  a  little  booty. 

Then  every  man  went  overboard. 

Shedding  coats  and  collars. 

And  in  ten  minutes  by  the  clock. 

She  had  $10,000,00 

Columbo  came  in  haste  to  the  queen. 
Because  it  was  his  duty. 

He  gave  her  a  dirty  dose  of  claps. 

He  brought  no  other  booty. 

They  threw  him  in  a  dirty  jail. 

And  left  him  there  to  grumble, 

A  log-c^Jaain  tied  to  his  c — —  and  balls. 
So  ended  poor  Columbo, 


BABMCIff  BILL 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 


"Who * s  a-kno eking  at  the  door?” 

Asked  a  little  fair  maidenj 
“Only  me  from  over  the  sea." 

Said  Barna&le  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"1*11  be  down  to  let  you  in." 

Said  the  little  fair  maidenj 
"Make  up  a  bed  for  two*" 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor* 

"What  if  the  sheriff  comes  in?" 

Asked  a  little  fair  maidenj 
"Rape  the  damned  old  fool." 

Said  Barnacle  Bill, the  Sailor. 

"JFou  may  lie  between  my  legs." 

Said  the  little  fair  maidenj 
"Just  what  I  intended  to  do." 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"What  if  a  baby  should  be  bom?" 

Asked  a  little  fair  maidenj 
"Hang  the  bastard  around  your  neck." 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"What*  s  that  a- trickling  down  my  leg? 

Asked  a  little  fair  maidenj 
"It*s  only  a  gob  from  off  my  knob." 
Saif  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"When  do  you  plan  to  come  again?" 

Asked  a  little  fair  maidenj 
"Never,  no  more,  you  damned  o^d  whore 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 


THE  JOLLY  SHEPHERD 


There  was  a  jolly  shepherd. 

And  he  lived  upon  a  hill; 

He  went  out  hunting  one  fine  day 
To  see  what  he  could  kill. 

Sing  fal-der— al-dai  der- riddle  all  the  day. 

He  looked  to  the  east  and  then  to  the  west. 
And  then  he  took  another  look; 

And  there  he  spied  a  maiden  fair 
A- swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  etc. 

He  sneaked  down  through  the  clover 
To  get  a  closer  look. 

And  gazed  upon  the  maiden  fair 
A- swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  etc. 

Said  she,  "Oh,  jolly  shepherd. 

Won’t  you  take  a  closer  look?” 

Then  shaking  out  her  long  black  hair. 

She,  climbed  out  of  the  brook. 

Sing  etc. 

They  traveled  along  together. 

Till  they  came  to  a  stack  of  hay; 

Said  she,  "It1 d  be  a  pretty  place 
For  you  and  me  to  play.'' 

Sing  etc.  . 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  a  patch  of  clover; 

Said  she ,  It’  d  he  a  pretty  place 
For  you  to  roll  me  over.  ‘ 1 

Sing  etc. 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  her  father’s  house; 

And  then  she  said,"I»m  a  maiden  within. 

And  you’re  a  fool  without." 

Sing  etc. 


THE  DENVER  HOME 

( Terrell  Lish  &  A1 den  Bias dell) 

The  very  first  time  I  ms  in  Denver, 

The  very  first  time  I  ms  away  from  home, 

I  thought  I’d  take  a  stroll  down  yonder; 

So  I  strolled  into  the  Denver  Home* 

The  minute  I  entered  through  the  doorway, 

A  big  fat  whore  stepped  up  to  me; 
ttA  dollar  and  a  half  for  the  first  few  punches* ” 
And  she  slapped  her  a—  upon  my  knee. 

A  dollar  and  a  half  ms  their  proposition, 

,  A  dollar  and  a  hlaf,  and  I  pay  no  more* 

So  she  parked  her  a —  upon  my  knee. 

And  I  fait  like  falling  through  the  floor* 


Little  did  I  care  what  I  ms  doing. 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

I  stepped  to  all  the  balls  and  dances. 

And  scattered  money  all  about* 

All  the  pimps  and  whores  came  crowding  round  me. 
There  seemed  like  a  hundred  and  thirty- two. 

They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  and  silver; 

They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  watch,  too. 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  ms  doing. 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about. 

But  when  they  stole  my  gold  and  silver. 

Then  bloody  murder  I  cries  out. 

Then  all  the  whores  they  gathered  round  me  - 
I  thought  there  were  a  million  or  more; 

And  you’d  have  s—  your  pants  and  died  a-laughing 
To  watch  my  a—  shag  out  the  dpor. 


HJCKAROO 

(George  Goodiaough,  McCammon) 

Oh.,  to  hell  with  the  rqnch 

And  the  shitty- eyed  cattle j 

If  the  boss  contradicts  me 

There*  11  be  a  bloody  battle. 

Sing  a  hick- eye  hick  a  buckaroo. 

Oh,  I  went  to  the  farmer. 

And  I  asked  h$m  for  my  roll; 

He  said,  "My  God,  man. 

You* re  twenty  in  the  hole." 

Sing  etc.  , 

Ipassed  around  the  corner, 

And  I  met  the  farmer’s  daughter; 

I  asked  her  for  a  screw 

For  a  dollar  and  a  quarter. 

Sing  etc. 

She  said,  "My  God,  man. 

I’m  a  decent  man’s  daughter; 

And  I  won’t  screw  any  man  -  - 
For  a  dollarband  a  quarter." 

Sing  etc. 

The  next  time  I  seen  her. 

She  waSy  standing  in  the  door; 

Shoes  and  stiockings  off, 

A- dancing  like  a  whore. 

Sing  etc. 

The  next  time  I  seen  her. 

She  was  lying  in  the  grass, 

A-holding  of  her  belly 
Like  a  monkey(s  a — 

Sing  etc. 

The  next  time  I  seal  her 

She  was  floating  down  the  stream 

Her  c - was  open  wide  enough 

To  drive  in  a  team. 

Sing  etc. 


ROSBBBBRY 

(Obtained  from  dad, 
who  learned  it  from 
Hi ah  Davis,  Mala d 
about  1900) 

As  I  rode  out  oil  loseberry. 

All  on  a  market  day, 

A- viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid. 

Her  business  going  this  way  -  - 
Her  business  going  to  market 

Were  butter  and  .  eggs  and  cream. 

And  we  jogged  along  together, 

I  dairy  down  aday. 

We  jogged  along  together. 

We  jogged  side  by  side. 

A- viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid. 

Her  gafcter  came  untied. 

For  fear  that  she  would  lose  them, 

These  words  to  her  I  said, 

"Your  garters  are  hanging  dowi^ny  dearj 
I  dairy  down  aday." 

"Oh,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man. 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  free; 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  kind  young  man. 

As  to  tie  them  up  for  me?" 

"Yes,  I  will,  that  I  will. 

When  we  get  to  yonder  hill." 

And  we  jogged  along  together, 

I  dairy  down  aday. 

As  we  arrived  at  yonder's  hill. 

So  happy  and  so  free; 

As  we  arrived  at  yonder*  s  hill. 

Such  sights  I  never  have  seen; 

For  she  r  oiled  up  her  lily-white  clothes. 

And  I  rolled  in  between. 

And  we  jogged  along  together 
I  dairy  down  aday. 

"  How  since  you  have  your  will  with  me. 

Kind  sir,  tell  me  your  name. 

Likewise  your  occupation 

And  the  city  from  which  you  came." 

"My  name  *tis  Johnnie  the  Royer 
From  Baltimore  city  I  came. 

And  I  live  by  the  side  of  the  ups  and  downs, 

I  dairy  down  aday. 

How  she  returned  from  market 

Her  butter  and  eggs  being  sold; 

But  the  losing  of  her  maidenhood 
It  made  her  blood  run  cold. 

"But  it  is  gone;  let  it  go. 

He's  the  lad  I  love,"  said  she. 

And  he  lives  by  the  side  of  the  ups  and  downs, 
I  dairy  down  aday," 


THE  SHEEPHERDER 


A*, 

( Ivan  Peterson) 

A  sheepherder  lying  on  the  grass 
Was  peacefully  resting  his  weary  a—, 

A  ewe  came  up  and  licked  his  h— — , 

Through  a  little  hole  in  his  overalls. 

The  sheepherder  woke  from,  out  of  his  sleep 

In  time  to  catch  and  f - —the  sheepj 

A  magpie  sitting  in  a  tree  nearby 
Watched  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 
Then  what  should  appear  by  an  angry  buck. 
Cheated  out  of  his  last  good  f — —  ? 

He  rammed  so  hard  that  the  sheepherder’ s  n — 
Got  tangled  up  in  the  old  ewe’s  guts; 

And  when  that  ewe  has  lambs  next  year. 

His  b— — — will  be  hanging  out  of  their  ears I 


B. 

(Larry  Martin) 

A  sheepherder  lay  in  the  tall  green  grass. 

His  faithful  dog  close  by  his  a — . 

A  magpie  sat  in  a  tree  nearby. 

Watching  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 
The  sheepherder  he  awoke 

And  started  f - —  his  nanny  goat. 

The  nanny  goat  bled,  and  the  sheepherder  quit; 
The  dog  j- — —  off,  and  the  magpie  s— - in 


LOVER’S  LIFE 

(A  version  of  ‘'Oh  Row  He  Lied”) 


She  sat  on  her  hammock  and  played  her  guitar 
Played  her  guitar,  played  her  guitar; 

She  sat  on  her  hammock  and  played  her  guitar 
Singing,  "Tra-la-la-laJ” 

He  sat  down  beside  her  and  smoked  a  cigar. 
Smoked  a  cigar,  smoked  a  cigar; 

He  sat  down  beside  her  and  smoked  a  cigar. 
Singing,  ”Tra£la-la-lal" 

He  told  her  he  loved  her,  but  OhJ  how  he 
lied} 

Oh,  how  he  lied.  Oh,  how  he  liedj 
He  told  her  he  loved  her,  but  Ohl  how  he 
lied. 

Singing,  "Ira- la- la- la l” 

She  got  the  pneumonia  and  she  up  and  died. 
She  up  and  died,  she  up  and  died; 

She  got  the  pneumonia  and  she  up  and  died. 
Singing,  " Ira- la- la- la l " 

He  went  to  the  funeral,  but  just  for  the 
ride, 

vfast  for  the  ride,  just  for  the  ride; 

He  went  to.  the  funeral,  but  just  for  the 
ride. 

Singing,  "Tra-lalalal” 

Long  years  have  gone  by,  and  he’s  old  and 
blind. 

He’s  old  and  blind,  he’s  old  and  blind; 
Long  years  have  gone  by,  and  he’s  old  and 
blind. 

Singing,  11  Ira- la- la- la  i” 


OLD  MACLELLAND 
(Secured  from  Larry  Martin 
of  Eden,  Idhho,  9/10/32) 

Old  Maclelland  -was  a  cowbo£ 

Of  the  wild  and  wooly  west; 

His  horses  and  his  toggery 
Were  of  the  very  best. 

He  had  a  pretty  good  education; 

Thatis,  he  was  no  fool. 

Theonly  fault  Maclelland  had 
He  was  handy  with  his  tool. 

Maclelland  left  that  cow- camp, 

’Twas  on  a  Friday  night. 

He  spied  a  pretty  schoolmam 

In  a  schoolhoyse  painted  white. 

He  sprang  into  the  atmosphere. 

Stampeded  dogs  and  cats. 

And  he  hit  the  trail  a- rolling 

Withthe  schoolmam  on  the  fiats* 

He  reined  his  horse  into  the  gate 
He  said,  ”May  I  come  in?” 

’’You  may,  ”  said  the  schoolmam. 

With  a  kind  of  saucy  grin. 

He  kicked  the  cowshit  fromoff  his  boots. 
And  straightened  his  cravat; 

And  he  entered  through  the  doorway 
With  the  schoolmam  oh  the  flats* 

They  talked  about  the  weather. 

They  talked  of  this  and  that- 

They  kept  a- drifting  onward 

They  knew  not  just  where  at* 

They  kept  a- drifting  onward. 

Until  he  reached  her  chair. 

And  he  put  the  proposition 

To  the  schoolmam  then  and  there. 

He  laid  her  onthe  bench. 

The  best  that  he  could  do; 

He  unwrapped  his  coil  from  around  his  horn 
And  opened  his  hondoo. 


Then  bringing  forth  his  roller. 

He  stabbed  her  in  the  fat 
He  stopped  the  -wind  from  blowing 

Through  the  schoolman  on  the  flats* 


He  said,  MI*ve  diddled  maids  and  maidens 
And  negro  wenches  and  all  that. 
But  the  best  I  ever  tackled 

Was  the  schoolman  on  the  flats. 

But  when  he  drained  his  roller 
Just  nine  days  after  that 
He  found  he  hfed  that  the  shankers 
Prom  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats. 

Come,  all  you  jolly  rounders. 

And  list  an  to  my  song. 

Keep  old  John  Henry  in  his  chaps. 

And  keep  him  fogging  on. 

And  if  he  gets  unruly. 

Just  fan  him  with  your  hat, 
lemember  old  Maclelland, 

And  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats. 
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Animal  Ballad 


(Secured  from  Andie 


1. 

THE  WEDDING  PARTY 
Talbot,,  of  Malad,  Idaho, 


Sharp,  No.  220#" 


in  the  summer  of  1932J&# 


This  version,  of  a  ballad  commonly  called  nThe  Frog's  courtships  n 
was  sung  in  pioneer  days  by  my  grandfather,  Stephen  Barton  Talbot,  who 
traveled  about  considerably  in  Utah  and  eastern  Idaho.  A  choir  leader 
wherever  he  chanced  to  live,  he  was  also  a  popular  entertainer  at  par¬ 
ties  and  dances,  where  he  often  sang  songs,  accompanying  himself  on 
the  banjo.  He  may  have  picked  up  this  ballad  from  some  other  local 
singer*  Or  he  may  have  acquired  it  from,  his  parents,  Mr .  <s  Mrs.  Henry 
Talbot |  of  Kaysville,  Utah,  who,  both  born  in  London,  came  to  utah  as 
Mormon  converts  from  South  Africa  in  1861.  I  like  to  think  the  Tal¬ 
bots  brought  it  with  them  from  England .#4^ 


Old  lady  mouse  came  a -rattling  down. 

Haw-haw; 

Old  lady  mouse  came  a-rattling  down. 
Dressed  in  silk  and  a  satin  gown. 

Haw-haw.1 

The  old  bullfrog  he  took  her  on  his  tee, 

Haw-haw; 

©ie  old  bullfrog  he  took  her  on  his  knee; 
He  says  to  her,  Tiflll  you  marry  me?tf 

Haw-haw  1 

flhere  is  the  wedding  supper  going  to  be? 

Haw-haw; 

Inhere  is  the  wedding  supper  going  to  be? 
A-way  down  yonder  in  a  hollow  tree! 

Haw-haw  i 

Yfhat*s  the  wedding  supper  going  to  be? 

Haw-haw; 

What 1 s  the  wedding  supper  going  to  be? 

A  chunk  of  cabbage  and  a  cup  of  tea.* 

Haw-haw  ! 

The  first  come  in  was  a  big  black  snake. 

Haw-haw; 

The  first  come  in  was  a  big  black  snake; 
He  swallowed  up  all  the  jelly-cake. 

Haw-haw.1 

The  next  come  in  was  a  little  bitta  bee. 

Haw-haw; 

The  next  come  in  p/as  a  little  bitta  bee; 
He  carried  a  fiddle  on  his  knee. 

Haw-haw  i 


(1,  The  Wedding  Party) 

Next  com«  in  was  a  bumblebee. 

Haw-haw; 

Next  come  in  was  a  bumblebee  — 

Danced  a  jig  for  the  little  bitta  bee. 

Haw-haw. 

The  old  bullfrog  he  jumped  in  the  lake. 

Haw-haw; 

The  old  bullfrog  he  jumped  in  the  lake. 

And  he  got  bit  with  a  big  black  snake, 

Haw-hawJ 

The  big  black  snake  he  swum  to  the  land. 

Haw-haw; 

;  The  big  black  snake  he  -swum  to  the  land, 

-And  he  got  killed  by  a  niggero  man, 

'  Haw-hawJ 

Die.  niggero  man  he  went  to  the  war,  " 

Haw-haw; 

..  The  niggero  man  he- went  to  the  war. 

And  he  got  killed  with  a  big  snowball, 

Haw-hawJ 

The  big  snowball  it  laid  on  the  ground. 

Haw-haw; 

The  big  snowball  it  laid  on  the  ground. 

Till  it  got  melted  with  the  sun, 

Haw-hawJ 

I  How,  lay  my  book  upon  the  shelf. 

Haw-haw; 

\  How,  lay  my  book  upon  the  s'^elf; 

If  you  want  any  more,  you  can  sing  it  yourself, 

Haw-hawJ 


♦Various  versions  appear,  also,  under  such  titles  as  "The  Frog  and 
the  mouse,"  "Master  Frog  Went  A-Courting,  "  and  "The  Frog  in  the  Well." 

Secondary  Reference s 
221  Mackenzie,  pp.  373-374 

189  Greenleaf  £*  Mansfield,  p.  90 


Primary  References 
Sharp,  Vol.  II,  Hos .  220, 
Gardner  &  Chickering,  Ho. 
Henry,  No.  144,  p.  392 
Eddy,  Ho.  44 
Scarborough,  p.  46 
Cox,  Ho.  22 ,  p.  56 
♦♦Andie  Talbot,  : 


Campbell  &  Sharp,  No.  119 
Flanders  Brown,  p.  122 
Stout,  p.  30 
Thomas,  p.  154 

ny  uncle,  is  about  60,  a  prosperous  farmer  with  large 
family,  and  'quite  active  in  community  affairs.  He  recited  most  of 
the  ballad  but  sang  the  first  stanza  so  I  could  record  the  music  also. 
As  far  back  as  his  memory  went,  to  at  least  1900,  he  could  recall  his 
father’s  singing  this  and  many  other  songs  in  the  evenings  with  his 
children  around  him. 


♦♦♦Child  apparently  did  not  consider  this  ballad  worthy  of  conclusion  in 
his  collection.  Yet,  he  had  access  to  it,  for  it  fas  enjoyed  wide¬ 
spread  popularity  for  four  hundred,  years.  Kittredge  says  ( JAFL,xxxv, 
pp.  394-399)  that  the  earliest  version  is  mentioned  in  Weddorburn ■ s 
Complaint  of  Scotland  (1549),  and  that  it  was  licensed  to  Edward 
White  at  Stationer’s  Hall,  London,  in  1560.  It  seemingly  still  has 
-great  popularity  throughout  England,  America,  and  many  other  parts  of 
the  world,  as  a  nursery  and  game  song. 


Itohapny  Love  Ballad  Eddy,  No.  104* 

.  2.  " 

BAMS  OF  THE  BONNIE  DEE 

(Learned  in  childhood  from  my  mother,  Mrs.  Leff  Larson,  Malad,  Idaho)** 

I  remember  hearing;  this  fragment  of  an  old  ballad,  widespread  in 
other  versions  as  “The  Cruel  Miller”  or  "The  "Wexford  Girl,"  as  early 
as  1910.  In  my  childhood,  mother  sang  it  to  me  often.  She  claims  to 
have  learned  it  from  her  father,  Stephen  Barton  Talbot,  during  the 
singing  sessioiis  the  family  habitually  held' in  the  evenings  at  home. 

But  it  undoubtedly  goes  back  further,  to  the' Henry  Talbot  home  of  Kays- 
ville,  Utah,  and  perhaps  even  to  Grahamstown,  South  Africa,  or  even  to 
London,  England.  The  Talbots  seemingly  brought  many  such  songs  'with 
them  to  this  country  by  way  of  South  Africa.*** 


Oh,  Father  dear,  what  deed  have  1  done; 

What  deed  have  I  done  this  very  day? 

Oh,  I  have  murdered  my  own  true  love 
On  the  banks  of  the  Bonnie  Dee.’ 

She  said  that  she  would  never  be  mine. 

That  her  true  heart  would  ever  be 
Where  the  murmuring  waters  flow. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Bonnie  Dee i 

I  took  her  by  her  lily-white  hand 

And  whirled  her  round  and  round  and  round; 
I  whirled  her  round  and  round  and  round. 

And  watched  her  body  dr  own  J 

Oh,  Father  dear,  what  deed  have  I  done; 

What  deed  have  I  done  this  very  day? 

Oh,  I  have  murdered  my  own  true  love 
On  the  banks  of  the  Bonnie  Dee. 


;  *Versions  of  the  ballad  are  variously  called "The  Jealous  Lov- 
-  er ,  ”  "Banks  of  the  Old  "  ’Lonely  Valley,"  •and-  "The  Tsrrincton 

Girl,  " .als-o  '-"Banks  of  the  Obad.ee 

Primary  References  Secondary  References 

Gardner  &  Chickering,  No.  2u,  p.  60  Mackenzie,  No.  115 
Henry,  No.  64,  p.  214  Scarborough,  p.  151 

Eddy,  No.  104,  p.  231  Fuson,  v.  6b 

**My  mother,  a  housewife,  yis  now  65,  and  s t i  1  l'-remenba  r  s  these  old 
songs.  Born  in  Rockland,  Idaho,  in  1585,  she.  lived  .als^  with  her 
parents^  at  Leamington,  Kays vi lie,  Ogden,  and  various  other  towns  in. 
Utah.  Her  father  wa s  a  ’.vandering  laborer  and  lard  settler. 

***I  can  find  no  comparable  ballad  in  Child.  Yet,  this  theme;  has  had 
wide  circulation  in  America,  and  probablv  originated,  in..  Eng  land. 
Versions  of  it  will  probably  show  un  in  so”'?  of  the  English  collec¬ 
tions. 


Outlaw  Ballad  Child,  No.  283 

3. 

THE  DAMSEL  FROM  CHASHAW 

(Secured  from  Grandmas  Katie  Talbot,  of  Blackfoot,  Idaho,  about  1932) 

This  is  another  of  the  old  ballads  my  mother  used  to  sing  to  me 
as  a  child.  And  I,  in  turn,  while  in  grade  school  at  St.  John,  Idaho, 
used  to  do  it  with  my  sister,  Ethel,  at  the  Friday  afternoon  programs.. 
Wa  didn't  know  then,  of  course,  that  the  "Chashaw"  was  a  corruption  of 
"Cheshire. "  My  mother  tells  me  that  this  ballad,  too,  was  brought  to 
America  from  England',  -via  South  Africa,  in  1861  by  the  Talbots.  The 
present  completed  version  was  mailed  to  me,  on  request,  in  1932,  by  my 
grandmother,  Katie  Talbot,  of  Blackfoot ,  Idqho. 


I  ■ 


There  livbd  a  fair  damsel  in  Chashaw 
Who  often  to  market  would  e;o, 


Thinking  no  one  would  harm  or  molest  her 
As  she  traveled  the  road  to  and  fro. 

She  met  with  a  lofty  highwayman; 

Two  pistols  he  held  at  her  breast. 

Saying,  "Stand  and  deliver  your  money. 

Or  else  you  will  die,  I  confess.1" 

He  stripped  this  poor  damsel  most  naked, 

.  And"  took  from  her  wallet  her  gold; 

And  as  he  sat  counting  her  money. 

He  gave  her  the  bridle  to  hold. 

She  put  her  foot  into  the  stirrup. 

And  into  the  saddle  she  sprang; 

And  away  she  dashed  over  the  prairie. 

Crying,  "Catch  me,  bold  rogue,  if  you  cani 

Shy  dashed  over  hills  and  high  mountains 
Till  she  came  to  h^r  father's  farm-sidy  y 

And  then  with  a  tear  and  a  whisper. 

Her  father  he  then  did  arrive* 

"Oh,  daughter,  oh,  what  *  s  be^n  the  matter. 
That's  kept  you  so  long  from  the  farm?" 

"Oh,  enough,  oh,  enough  s  been  the  matter. 

But  the  rogue  he  has  done  me  no  harm!" 

She  split  her  black  mantle  wide  open. 

And  spread  it  all  over  the  floor; 

And  there  she  sat  counting  h^r  money. 

Till  she  counted  five  thousand  or  more. 

"Oh,  daughter,  you  havu  a  fine  fortune. 

And  1*11  give  you  tmrice  that  much  more; 

And  then  you  will  have  enough  m on e v 

To  keep  the  cold  wind  from,  vour  ^oor!  " 


(3,  Thy  Damsel  from  Chashaw) 

This  damsel  she  still  lives  in  Chashaw; 

Her  husband  along-  with  her  dwells; 

And  the  little  ones  they  all  sit  and  listen 
"While  the  story  of  the  robber  she  tells. 


♦The  correct  title  of  this  ballad  seems  to  be  "The  Damsel  from  Che- 
. shire."  There  are,  however,  variants  called  "The  Highway  Robber" 
and  "The  Maid  of  Rygata.  But  of  all  the  books  I  examined,  I  found 
onej^in  bn ly  ffreenleaf  and  Mansfield.  The  references-  which  follow 
are  from  this  book  and  from  Child: 

Logan,  A  Peddler *s  Pack,  pp. 134-136 
Greenleaf  &  Mansfield,  No.  21,  p.  47 
Child,  Nos#  112  &  263 
,  Lwigh,  Ballads  of  Cheshire,  pp.  267-268 
.  Sharp  dr  Mar  son.  Folk  Songs  from  Somerset « 

Ho*’  oO,  II,  00-51 

Ravens  or  oft',  Deuteromelia ,  London,  1609 
Pills  to  Purge  Melancholy,  III,  37,  1719 
Percy  gs  Reliques ,  III,  238,  1765 
Pepy *s  Ballads,  V,  Nos.  162-164,  1765 
Ritson's  Ancient  Songs,  p,  159,  1790 
♦♦My  grandmother  learned  this  song  from  her  husband,  Steuben  Barton 
'Talbot,  She  herself  was  a  native  of  Leamington,  Utah,  born  of  par¬ 
ents  who  had  come  from  Denmark  to  this  country  as  Mormon  converts, 

.  Her  memory  is  excellent. 

♦♦♦Child  has  no  version  which  closely  resembles  "The  Damsel  from  Che¬ 
shire."  His  "Crafty  Farmer"  (No.  283),  however,  is  a.  good  mascu¬ 
line  parallel.  And  his  "Baffled  Knight",  (No.  112 ) £,  in  its  many 
forms/phas  a  similar  theme  but  is  somewhat  differently  told.  (it 
better  conforms  to  my  "Jolly  Shepherd,"  No.  4,  which  see.)  Ordi¬ 
narily  a  knight,  or  perchance  a  highwayman,  catches  a  young  girl 
in  compromising  circumstances  and  attempts  to  seduce  her,  but  with 
false  promises  she  tricks  him  into  seeing  her  home,  only  to  lock 
.  him  out  and  then  to  mode  him  from  a  safe  retreat.  But  there  are  al¬ 
so  cases  where^she  escapes  with  his  horse  and  money.  Such  is  true 
in  a  modern  French  ballad,  attributed^?  by  Chilc^yto  Favart,  where, 
to  save  her  honor,  the  lady  robs  the  highwayman  not  only  of  his 
horse  but  of  his  valise,  containing  his  money.  This  latter  is 
Child  *  s  closest  approach  to  ."The  Damsel  from  Cheshire,"  which, 
though  fairly  common  in  England,,  seems  to  be  rather  rare  in- -the 
United  States.  There  are  numerous  versions  of  the  "Baffled  Knight,” 
•however,  not  only -in  English,  but  in  Spanish,  French,  Portuguese, 
.Danish,  and  .German# 


Vulgar  Ballad  Child,  No.  112 

4. 

THE  JOLLY  SHEPHERD 

(Learned  by  Leff  Larson  about  1900  from  Abraham  Stephen  Hans «n) 

This  modernized  version  of  "ihe  Baffled  Knight"  ms  transmitted 
to  my  father  by  a  sheepherder.  They  were-,  at  the  time,  herding  to¬ 
gether  in  grassy  Pocatello  Valley,  a  few  miles  west  of  Malad,  Idaho. 
Hansen  knew  many  such  songs  and  rendered  them  to  his  own  accompaniment 
on  the  banjo. 


And  he  lived  upon  a  hill; 

He  went  out  hunting  one  fine  day 
To  see  what  he  could  kill. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  day; 

He  looked  to  the  east  and  then  to  the  west. 
And  then  he  took  another  look; 

And  there  he  spied  a  maiden  fair 
A-swimming  in  the  brook.  _ 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  day I 

He  sneaked  down  through  the  bushes 
To  get  a  closer  look. 

And  peeked  upon  this  maiden  fair 
A- swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  day.1 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  a  stack  of  hav; 

She  said,  ,rItld  be  a  pretty  place 
,  For  you  and  ms  to  play.* " 

Sing  fal-der-al-Hal  der-riddle  all  the  davj 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  a  patch  of  clover j 

She  said,  "It'd  he  a  pretty  place- 
For  you  to  roll  me  over;  ,T 

Sing  fai-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  day.' 

3hey  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  her  father's  house; 

And  then  she  said,  1!I  'n  a  ma'd  vriLthin, 

And  you’re  a  fool  without^" 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal .  d«r-r  ic’d  le  all  the  day.* 


♦For  references  and  history  of  origin  see  the  preceding,  ballad,  "The 
Damsel  from  Cheshire.  "  / 

♦♦Suoh  songs  are  common  in  the  shearing  corrals  of  the  Jpkst.  And  they 
seem  to  follov  the  lines  of  the  old  Child  material,  vhere«s,  bn  the 
contrary,  those  from  the  coy-canns  are  more  original  ••,nd  ad  anted  to 
the  local  life.  is  it 'because  the  s'-i=aph"rfv'>r  ;  s  more  so1  itarv? 


Humorous  Ballad  Sharp,  No.  151* 

■  5. 

BRYAN  O’LYNN 

X  have  found  two  ouite  different  versions  of  this  sons.  Both, 
unfortunately,  are  without  music,  though  the  first  half  of  the  "Irish 
Washerwoman"  has  been  suggested  as  the  probable  tune.  The  first  was 
recited  to  me  by  Mrs.  Frank  Grant  shortly  after  I  began  collecting. 

At  the  time,,  the.  Grants  were  buying  a  farm  near  Eden,  Idaho.  But  they 
had.  come  <West  from  St.  Louis,  Missouri,  their  original  home,  several 
years  earlier,  and  it  was  there  that  she  had  learned  the  words  as  a 
child.  The  second  version  ms  given  to  me  by  my  father,  Leff  Larson, 
of  Malad,  Idaho*  who  learned  it  at  some  early-dav  community  gathering. 
Both  bear  considerable  resemblance  to  the  pre-Elizabethan  original  and 
to  current  versions  of  the  Appalachians.** 

A. 

(Secured  from  Mrs .  Frank  Grant,  jof'Edsn,  Idaho,  in  the  fall  of  1932) 

Oh,  Bryan  O'Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  her  mother. 

They  all  went  over 
A  bridge  together; 

The  bridge  broke  down  — 

They  all  fell  intp 

nThere ‘s  ground  at  the  bottom^  * 

.Said  Bryan  O'Lynn. 

Oh,  Bryan  O'Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  her  mother, 

They  all  slept 

-In  one  bed  together; 

The  night  was  cold. 

And  the  blankets  were  thin: 

"I'll  sleep  in  the  middle.'" 

Said  Bryan  O'Lynn. 

Oh ,  Bryan  0 ' Lynn 

Had  no  breeches  to  wear; 

He  bought  him  a  sheepskin 
And  made  him  a  pair  — 

The  fleshy  sid^  out 

And  the  wooly  side  in: 

"It • s  warm  in  the  summer l " 

Said  Bryan  O'Lynn. 

Oh,  Bryan  O'Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  her  mother. 

They  all  sat  down 

At  the  table  together; 

Two  plates  and  a  platter. 

But  nothing  for  him: 

"I’ll  eat  from  the  platter ii" 

Said  Bryan  O' Lynn. 

Oh,  Bryan  O’Lynn 

Had  no  vmtch  to  wear; 

So  he  got  him  a  turnip 

And  scooped  it  out  fair; 

He  planted  a  cricket 

Right  xmder  it's  skin; 

"They'll  think  it’s  a- ticking.' " 

Said  Bryan  O’Lynn. 


(5,  Bryan  O' Lynn) 


B. 

Tumble  Lynn 

(Secured  from  Luff  Larson,  of  Malad,  Idaho,  in  the  fall  of  1932) 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn 

Had  an  old  gray  mare; 

Her  hips  were  thin  . 

And  her  sides  were  bare; 

Her  backbone  showed 

Through  her  tough  old  skin: 

"She'll  do  to  so  courtihgi " 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Tumble  Lynn  stopped 

At  the  Dutchman's  hall; 

And  off  he  jumped 
Among  them  all; 

"You  fooli-  You  fool.’ 

"Why  did  you  come  in?  " 

"I've  come  a-courtihg.*  " 

•  .  Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

"Which  one  of  my  daughters 
Do  you  love  best? 

Take  your  pick 

•And  leave  the  rest.*" 

"I'll  take  some  for  beauty 
And  some  for  skin.’ 

Oh,  I'll  take  them  alH  " 

Said  Tumble.  Lynn. 


♦Other  titles,  all  from  Child,  are  "Tam  Lin,  "  "Thom  of  Lyn,  "  "Young 
Thomlin, "  and  "A  Ballet  of  Thomalvn. " .  See  the  following: 

.  Child,  Ho.  39  ("Tam  Lin") 

Sharp,  Ho.  151 

Lomax,  Our  Singing  Country,  p.  117 
'Wells,  pp.  162,  167 

♦♦Though  Child  has  many  references 0 f r on  1549  to  1844,  I  here  omit 
them,  since  his  "Tern  Lin"  is  a  tale  of  fairy  enchantment  seemingly 
unrelated  to  our  present  "Br^ran  O'Lynn.  "  His  earliest  reference, 
however,  is  to  an  identifying  comment  in  Vedderburn's  Complaint  of 
Scotland'.  And  it  is  apparent  that  all  versions  of  "Tam  Lin"  are  re¬ 
stricted  to  that  country.  As  for  "Bryan  O’Lynn,"  It,  too,  dates 
,  back  to  pre-Elizabethan  days;  for,  according  to  Evelyn  Kendrick 
Wells,  in  her  The  Ballad  Tree  (p.  162;c?.)the  song  is  a  very  old  pre- 
Elizabethan  satire,  mentioned  in  a  pre-Elizabethan  play.  And  in 
the ' 18th  century  it  was  used,  in  modified  form,  as  a  political  lam¬ 
poon  against  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  M.P.  for  Lynn.  Since  it  is  repor¬ 
ted  in  various  versions  for  this  country,  by  Sharp,  Lomax,  and 
Wells,  it  must  enjoy.,  here,  quite  a  widespread  distribution.  I,  my¬ 
self,  have  unearthed  it  both  in  Missouri  and  in  Idaho. 


Unhappy  Love  Ballad 


Sharp,  'No.  83* 


6. 

YOUNG  JOHNNIE)  DOYLE 

(Obtained  from  Melba  Bhrnfelt,  McCammon,  Idaho,  in  the  spring  of  1933) 

I  was  teaching  English  in  193o  at  the  McCammon  High  School.  And, 
-^?t  my  request,  several  of  the  students,  including  Miss  Hhrnfelt,  : 
brought  ballads  to  class  which  they  had  coaxed  out  of  grandparents  or 
other  aged  people#  <And  this  little  isolated  pioneer  community  proved** 
a  rich  field  for  the  collector*  Miss  Ehrnfe It1 s  aged  grandmother, 
with  whom  she  lived,  readily  produced  this  excellent  version  of  "John- 
nie  Doyle*"***  Unfortunately,  1  did  not  get  the  music* 

It  happened  to  be  on  one  Saturday  night 

That  me  and  Johnnie  Doyle  -were  a-talking  of  a  flight; 

My  hand -maid  standing  by  me  was  plain  to  see; 

She  went  home  and  told  mv  old  mother  on  me* 

My  mother  she  confined  me  up  in  a  room  so  high. 

There  no  one  could  see  me  and  no  one  nass  by:  - 
She  bundled  up,  my  clothes,  and  she  bid  me  be  gone; 

So  slowly  and  so  slyly  I  stepped  along. 

My  father  called  me  back  again  into  his  chamber  door. 

Saying,  "Daughter,  dearest  daughter,  if  you *11  marry 
Sandy  Moore; 

For  to  marry  Johnnie  Doyle  no  pleasure  you  will  have; 

I  *d  rather  see  your  body  borne  down  into  the  grave i  n 

The  coach  and  six  horses  her  father  did  provide. 

And  six  noble  riders  to  ride  by  her  side; 

They  rode  till  they  came  to  Edinburgh  Town; 

They  called  *  on  Samue  l  God  swell-,'  and  there  they  got 
down. 

The  minister  was  sent  for;  he  opened  the  door; 

Her  diamond  rings  they  bursted  and  fell  to  the  floor; 

In  fifty-five  pieces  her  stay- lac es  flew; 

One  would  think  her  poor  heart  would  of  broken  in  two# 


It  was  by  her  eldest  brother  that  she  was  carried 
home; 

up  in  her  bed-chamber  he  softly  laid  her  down; 

So  sick  and  so  weary  her  poor  body  she  found. 

She  was  "wishing  she  were  dead  and  laid  under  the 
ground* 

Her  mother  in  her  mourning-gown  came  a-trioping  down 
the  stairs , 

A-wringing  of  her  hands  and  a-tear ing  of  her  hair. 

Saying,  "D-ughd er ,  have  the  pleasure,  for  Im  sure  I 
have  the  toil; 

1  wish  you  had  married  Young  Johnnie  Doylef" 

MI *  11  s e nd  for  J ohnni e  Doyl e ,  d e are s t  d au gh ter,  f or 
you; 

Illl  send  for  Johnnie  Do"rlo,  your  old  lov^r  so  true.1  ,T 

"To  send  for  Johnnie  Doyle,  dearest  mother,  you* re 
too  late; 

1  am  so  sick  and  weary;  cold-hearted  is  my  fatei'" 


(6,  Young  Johnnie  Doyle) 


^Fray,  brother,  hold  the  door  till  the  doming  of  the 

day; 

Fray,  brother,  hold  the  door  and  keep  Sandy  Moore 
away; 

For  death  is  approaching,  and  that  vail  end  the  strife. 
For  he  never  shall  en.ioy  me  to  call  me  his  wife l ,f* 

In  came  Sandy  Moore  at  the  dawning  of  the  day; 

In  came  Sandy  Moore,  and  she  held  her  face  away; 

She  held  her  fact*  away  and  died  with  a  smile. 

And  the  last  word  they  heard  her  say  was,  "Young  John¬ 
nie  Doyle  !n 


♦The  title  of  this  song  seemingly  does  not  vary  greatly  from  place 
to  place.  Yet,  it  is  fairlv  common,  not  only  in  this  country  but 


in  England  and  Ireland  as  well* 
Primary  References 
Sharp,  Vol.  1,  Mo.  83 
Gardner  eb  Chickering,  No.  69 
Henry,  No.  40,  p.  162 
Mdy,  No.  73,  p.  187 
♦  ♦Settlement  at  MoGammon  probably 


See  the  following: 

Second arv  References 
Mackenzie,  No.  34,  pp.  106-107 
Scarborough,  pp.  248-250 
Campbell  <fe  Sharp,  No.  83 
Phillips  Barry,  No.  55 
began  in  1863  with  the  establish¬ 


ment  of  the  Portneuf  station  of  Oliver  and  Conover *s  stage  line  be¬ 
tween  Salt  Lake  City  and  Virginia  City,  Montana.  Lata  in  1876  the 
first  railroad  passed  through.  And  the  town  .just  missed  becoming  a 
division  pointy  and  achieving  the  importance  ^hich  v^ent  to  Pocatel¬ 
lo,  instead,  through  the  maneuver ings  of  its  leading  citizen,  H.O. 
Harkness.  This  enterprising  business  man,  who  had  long  reaped  huge, 
profits  from  a  system  of  local  toll-roads,  thought  to. capitalize  on 
the  coming  of  the  railroads,  which  had  ruined  the  freighting  busi¬ 
ness.  So  he  bought  up  all  the  available  space  for  the  proposed 
townsite  and  held  it  at  an  unreasonable  price.  But  the  railroad  by¬ 
passed  the  town  and  went  on  north,  where  land  was  cheap  and  un¬ 
claimed.  The  town  was  named,  nevertheless ,  for  Joseph  K.  McCammon, 
representative  of  the  railroad,  who  reached  the  agreement  with  the 
Indians  of  Fort  Hall  for  a  right-of-way.  And  McCammon  has  remained 
an  isolated  little  village  dependent  for  its  livelihood  on  dairying 
and  dry-farming. 

♦♦♦Gardner  and  Chickering  say  that  "Johnnie  Doyle  "  was  once  popular  in 
iingland  and  Ireland  as  a  broadside  song.  And  Mellinger  Henry  speaks 
of  it,  in  its  older  form,  as  an  Irish  street  ballad.  ~  It  is  not", 
course,  found  in  Child ^  collection. 


Domestic  Ballad 


Eddy,  No.  69* 


8. 

WHEN  I  WAS  SINGLE 

(Learned  as  a  child  from  my  parents,  at  Mai  ad,  Idaho) 

As  far  back  as  childhood  memory  goes ,  1  recall  hearing  this  old 
song  sung  by  my  father  and  mother.  It  -was  apparently  community  prop¬ 
erty,  for  everybody  at  Malad  seemed  to  know  it*  whatever  its  origin,** 
one  person  learned  it  readily  from  another,  for  it  seemed  to  express 
well  the  prevailing  dissatisfaction  with  the  responsibilities  and  dis¬ 
appointments  of  matrimony.*** 


Oh,  when  I  was  s  ingle , 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

Oh,  when  I  was  single. 

Oh,  then; 

Oh,  when  I  was  single. 

My  pockets  would  jingle. 

And  I  long  to  be  single  again i 

My  wife  got  a  fever. 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

My  wife  got  a  fever. 

Oh,  then; 

My  wife  got  a  fever , 

And  I  hope  it  don‘t  leave  her. 

For  I  long  to  be  single  againi 

My  wife  she  died, 

. Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

My  wife  she  died. 

Oh,  then; 

My  wife  she  died. 

And  I  laughed  till  I  cried. 

Because  I  was  single  againi 

Went  off  to  the  funeral. 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

Went  off  to  the  funeral. 

Oh ,  then; 

I  heaved  and  I  sighed. 

And  I  laughed  till  1  cried. 

And  I  started  off  courting  againi 

I  married  another. 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

I  married  another. 

Oh,  then; 

I  married  another. 

The  Devil 1 s  gr andmother , 

And  I  long  to  be  s ingle  againi 


(7,  Hhsn  I  Was  Single) 


Be  good  to  the  first. 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then? 

Be  good  to  the  first, 

-Oh,  then; 

Be  good  to  the  first. 

For  the  last  is  the  worst. 

And  you'll  long  to  be  single  again! 


♦Biis  popular  folk-song  is  also  known  variously  as  "I  Long  to  Be 
Single"  and  "Ihe  Devil *s  Grandmother . w  See.  the  following: 

,  -  Eddy,  No.  69,  p.  181 
Cambiairb,  p.  99 
^  '  •  ‘  Fuson,  p.  85 

r  Stout,  p,  92 

*♦1  have  not  yet  discovered  th'a  origin  of  this  song,  whether  it  be 
.  folk,  minstrel,  or  other .  Certainlv,  it  is  not  included  in  Child, 

.  for,  even  though  it  were  from  England,  and  not  from,  our  own  South, 

?  he  would  not  bother  with  anything  so  trivial. 

***The  people  of  my  acquaintance  inllal-ad,  Idaho,  were  especially  dis¬ 
satisfied  with  marriage.  This,  of  course,  was  mostly  true  of  the 
old-timers,  the  women  in  particular,  though  the  same  attitude  tend¬ 
ed  to  be  handed  down  to  later  generations.  I  think  this  situation 
-  grew  out  of  two  early-rday  conditions. 5  Settlement  at  Malad  began  in 
,1864.  Ihe  way,  ©£— e-curse,  had  been  payed  the  preceding  year,  by 
.  '.  the  establishing  in  the  Malad  Valley  of  stage  stations  along  the 
,-d -'route  of  Oliver  and  Conover,  between  Salt-  Lake  City  and  Virginia 
City,  Montana.  Settlement  was  thereupon  rapidly  made  by  colonising 
Mormons  sent  out  by  the  motiisr-tchurcb/  at  Salt  Lake  Citv.  And  the 
immigrants  included  converts  from  England,  Wales,  and  Scandinavia, 
who  had  flocked  to  Zion  with  dreams  of  escaping  the  unpleasant  real¬ 
ity  of  their  own  countrieqp  and  of  finding  here  the  answers  to  all 
their  wishes .  Bitter  disappoint  naturally  ensued.  Jnd  that,  in  it¬ 
self,  was  the  first  of  the  conditions  leading  to  dissatisfaction 
with  marriage,  which  seems,  to  be  widespread  among  housewives  in  all 
Mormon  communities-.  •  For  the  pi-oneer  woman,  above  all  others,  suf¬ 
fered  privations  and  frustrations  and  underwent  bitter  hardships. 

The  second  condition,  of  course,  was  the  practice  of  polygamy,  which 
seemed  to  favor  the  man  and  cheat  the  woman.  Ihe  wife  was  expected 
to  repress  her  natural  feelings  of  jealousy  and  .share  her  husband 
with  another  woman.  Ihis  was  her  ordinary  duty  as  a  good  church- 
member.  And  this  added  frustration  quite  naturally  led.  to  much 
greater  discontent,  d isapoointment,  and  dissatisfaction  with  mar¬ 
riage.  Another  fact,  worthy  of  mention,  is  that  the  convert  hordes 
were  made  up  largely  of  the  Volatile  and  unstable  elements  of  soci¬ 
ety,  who,  bitterly  unhappy  where  they  were ,  hoped  to  improve  their 
lot  by  flight  to  a  new  world.  By  far  the  greater  number  were  women, 
which  fact  pointed  naturally  to  polygamy  as  a  solution.  Oftepy.- they 
were  love— starved  spinsters-,-  or  hopelessly  miserable  wives^jj bound  by 
inflexible  divorce  laws  to  brutal  and  drunken  husbands.  1'Key  were 
the  neurotics  and  misfits  of  their  generation.  Fortunately,  their 
sanity  was  saved,  rather  tnan  impaired,  by  the  conditions  they  were 
forced  to . accept  here  on  their  arrival.  Ihe  brutal  blew  of  reality, 
.under  entirely  new  conditions ,  acted  on  their  minds  suite  similarly 
to  modern  shock  therapy.  And  the  old  social  orders,  in  disappearing, 
put  all,  temporarily,  on  an  equal  level,  thus  reducing  many  of  the 
old  tensions.  Furthermore,  personal  competild  on  sank  to  a  an  all- 
time  low,  being  replaced  by  community  cooperation  for  survival.  Arid 
the  nnw  problems,  rather  than  being  social,  were  primitive  problems 
of  natural  survival,  which  was  a  factor  undoubtedly  beneficial  in 
calming  the  disturbed  minds  of  this  horde  of  mal -contend s. 


Domestic  Ballad 


8 

"Wisa  I  WAS  SINGLE 

(Secured  from  Miriam  Talbot,  of  Mai ad,  Idaho, 


Sddy,  Ho.  70* 


in  the  fall  of  1932) 


My  aunt,  Mrs.  Andie  Talbot,  is  the  harrassed  mother  of  several 
small  children,  and  frequently  expresses  verbal  dissatisfaction  with 
woman's  lot.  Like  so  many  other  housewives,  she  regards  herself  as  a 
drudge  and  slave  for  her  husband  and  family.  For  she  sacrificed  for 
them  her  ambitions  and  chances  for  a  brilliant  career  as  a  pianist. 
When  I  asked  for  old  ballads,  she  promptly  contributed  this  one.  It 
Is,  1  believe,  vindictive  and/jrebeilious  woman's  answer  to  the  charges 
brought  against  her  in  its  masculine  counterpart,  "When  I  Was  Single.  " 
^(See  No.  7,  with  its  notes,)  It  pictures  woman^s  side  of  marital  re¬ 
sponsibility  and  disillusionment, *♦  Eiis,  of  course,  is  a  very  incom¬ 
plete  version. 


Mien  I  was  single,  I  lived  at  my  ease; 

But  now  I  am  married,  a  husband  to  please. 
With  three  small  children  to  maintain? 

Oh,  how  I  wish  I  was  single  again i 

One  cries,  "Mama,  I  wanna  go  to  bedi  fT 
Another  cries,  "Mama,  there's  a  louse  in 
■  my  head i" 

I  wash  them,  and  dress’  them,  and  put  them 
to  bed;  .  . 

A1  ong  c ome s  t he i r  f at  her ,  . a - wi s h ing  they 
were  dead,1*** 


♦This  song,  which  has  a  fascination  for  women  collectors,  seems, 
strangely  enough,  to  leave  the  men  of  the  cult  cold.  They  gen¬ 
erally  ignore  it,  and  so  there  are  no  further  references  1 
♦  ♦The  last  four  hundred  years  have  been  marked  by  womans  rebellion' 
against  manJs  intrenched  superiority  and  privilege.  This  has  been 
especially  true  in  America,  where,  because  of  pioneer  conditions, 
with  the  breaking  'down  of  old  ideas  and  the  fusion  of  many  cul¬ 
tures,  there  has  been  much  social  and  economic  experimentation. 
Here,  because  few  in  number  and  greatly  sought  after,  thev  success¬ 
fully  sold  their  favors^  to  their  eager  and  numerous  suitors*)  for 
greater  and  greater  concessions*  They  had  bargaining  power  because 
they  were  a  scarce  item  in  a  place  of  great  demand.  Yet,  in  spite 
of  their  expanding  horizons,  the  women  of  America  continue  to  be 
the  most  malcontent  in  the  world,  A  taste  . of  meat  has  only  whet¬ 
ted  their  appetites  i  For  they,  are  in  the  unhappy  position  of  hav¬ 
ing  to  choose  between  career  and  marriage  or  of  attempting  a  stor¬ 
my  compromise.  For  the  two  are  incompatible •  Love  means  self- 
aacrifice  and  loss  of.  personal  identity;-  career  means  ego  satisfac¬ 
tion  and  personal  fulfilment, 

♦♦♦This  is  obviously  the  Freudian  Oedipus  complex* 


Sea  Ballad  .  Child,  No*  286* 

9. 

THE  LOWLAND  LOW 

(Secured  from  Elmer  Mar  ley,  of  MeCammon,  Idaho,  in  the  spring  of  1953) 

This  version  of  what  is  more  commonly  known  as  "The  Sweet  Trinity"** 
was  brought  to  me,  at  MeCammon  High  School,  by  one  of  my  students, 

Elmer  Marle'y.  Son  of  a  Blackfoot  farmer,  he  boasted  descent  from  a 
powerful  early-day  Indian  chief.  His  grandmother,  who  lived  at  McCam¬ 
mon,  had  dictated  the  words  to  him  from  memory,  but  he  was  unable  to 
carry  the  tune.  My  father,  Leff  Larson,  of  Mai ad ,  Idaho,  supplied  the 
music  in  1950,  which  he  had  heard  sung^  there, at  a.  dance,  by  one^Ed 
Jenkins^  about  1890.  He  knew  the  song  as  "The  Bold  Turkish  Crew.  "*** 


I  have' me  a  ship  in  the  north  Countree; 

She  sails  by  the  name  of  the  Haney  Lee; 

I'm  afraid  she'll  be  taken  all  by  the 
British  crew 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  low.' 

As  she  -sails  along  the  Lowland  low.’ 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  lowJ 

Our  bold  Captain  Stewart  he  did  speak, 

A-stamping  of  his  feet  upon  the  deck: 

"Is  there  any  br&w  fellow  that  ship 
will  destroy 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  low? 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  low? 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  low?" 

The  first  that  spoke  uo  was  a- little 
cabin-boy. 

Saying,  "Captain,  what  will  you  gie  me 
if  I  destroy? 

Will  you  gie  me  money,  or  will  you  gie 
me  store. 

If  I  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  low? 

If  I  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  low? 

If  I  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  low? " 

The  ner.t  spoke  up  the  captain  with  a 
look  of  ioy, 

A- making  of  promises  to  the  little  cab¬ 
in-boy: 

"I  ¥rill  gie  you  money,  I  will  gie  you 
store. 

If  you  sink  her  in. the  Lowland  lowJ 

If  you  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  low.' 

If  you  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  low.' 


(9,  The  Lowland  Lott) 


The  boy  hs  took  an  auger  and  overboard 
jumped. 

Bent  his  breast  against  the  waves  and  gal¬ 
lantly  swum 

Right  up  to:  the  side  of  the  British'  ship 
so  bold. 

As  she  sailed  along  the  Lowland  low. 

As  she  sailed  alone  the  Lowland  low,  - 
As  she  sailed  along  the  Lowland  low 2 

The  boy  he  took  the  auger  and  bored  it  in 
twice , 

7ihile  some  were  playing  cards  and  others 
..  .  .  . ..  playing  dice; 

H«  dazzled  all  their  eyes  when  he  made  the 
water  flow; 

And  they  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  lowJ 
And  they  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  lowi 
And  they  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  low; 

Then  he  returned  to  his  own  Captain !s  ship* 
His  strength  began  to  fail  him  and  his 
courage  began  to  slip; 

"Oh,’  Captain,' oh.  Captain,  don*t  turn  away 
so. 

For  I*m  sinking  in  the  Lowland  lovrl 
For  I  *m  qinking  in  the  Lowland,  low.1 
For  I*m  sinking  in  the  Lowland  lowi  " 

"Pick  you  up?  ”  Cried  the  Captain;  "No,  that 
will  never  be! 

•  I?ll  slash  you,  and  shoot  you,  and  sink  you 
in  the  seal " 

Then,  he  turned  away  his  head  from  the  lit¬ 
tle  cabin-boy. 

And  he  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  low! 

And  he  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  low.1 
And  he  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  lowJ 

ihe  mates  they  picked  him  up,  and  on  the 
deck  he  died; 

They  wrapped  him  in  his  hammock  so  long  and 
wide; 

They  dropped  him  overboard , :  and  he  sunk  be¬ 
neath  the  flow. 

As  they  sailed  along  the  Lowland  low. 

As  -they  sailed  along  the,  Lowland  low. 

As  they  sailed  along  the  Lowland  lowJ 


♦This  popular  ballad  is  known  in  various  versions  also  as  "The  Go] 
den  Vanity,”  "The  French  Galley,"  "The  Turkish  Galley,"  and  "Ed~ 

,  mund  in  the  Lowland  Low."  See.  the  following: 


Friraary  References, 

Child,  Ho.  £86  “ 

Gardner  &  Chickering,  Ho.  82 
Henry,  Ho.  27,  p.  127 
Cox,  Ho.  15,  p.  52 
Sharp,  Vol,  X,  Ho .“'28 2,  p.  ‘282 
Campbell  £  Sharp,  Ho.  35 


Secondary  References 
Greenleaf  cc  Mansfield,  p.  43 
Hyman  &  Brockway,  p.  72 
Flanders  &  Brown,  p.  '  230 
Belden,  Ho.  78 
Hudson,  Ho.  22 
McGill,  p.  97 


(9,  The  Lowlands  Low) 


♦♦Child  lists  numerous  references  for  this  ballad*  It  has  been  wide¬ 
ly  known,  apparently,  in  both  England  and  Scotland  since  the  days 
of  Queen  Elizabeth*  In  fact,  it  was  probably  written  as  a  broad¬ 
side  in  honor  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  for  some  versions,  like  that 
of ,  Pepys  (hepys  Ballads,  IV,  196,  Ho.  189,  1682-85),  use  his. name 
in  the  title.  Sir  Walter  Scott  was  familiar  .with  it,  arid  .it  is  to 
be  found  in  practically  every  important  collection,  both  in  England 
and  America.  See  the  references  in  the  first  note. 

♦♦♦My  father  claims  he  heard  WBie  Bold  Turkish  Crew11  only  once.  Ib 
was  at  a  country  dance,  where,  in  the  intermissions,  some  local  or 
visiting  person  with  singing  talent  would  often  be  called  on  to  per¬ 
form*  The  singer,  in  this  .instance,  was  a  Welchman  named  Ed  Jenk¬ 
ins*  Father  remembered  the  tune,  however,  and  some  of  the  refrain, 
because'  he  himself  was  a  violinist,  who  played  at  the  local  dances* 
Born  in  1879,  at  St.  John,  a  little  country  community  four  miles 
west  of  Mai  ad,  he  had.  grown'  up  in  the  midst  of  pioneer  conditions. 

At  a  very  early  age,  he  had  taken  music  lessons  from  the  local 
teacher,  Professor  Thomas  S.  Ihomas.  This  man  organized  most  of  the 
early- day  bands  and  choirs  of  Malad  Valley.  Tfeekly. practice  meet¬ 
ings  were  held  in  the  evenings  of  wintertime.  During  summery  every¬ 
body  was  too  busy  with  sowing,  cultivating,  and  harvesting.  Evan 
Stephens,  who  preceded  Thomasy  in  St.  John,  was  his  uncle  and  also 
his  teacher.  He  later  became  famous  as  leader  of  the  tabernacle 
choir  in  Salt. Lake  City.  (incidentally,  Evan  Stephens  remained  a 
bachelor  till  his  death,  because,  in  his  youth,  he  had  inadvertently 
killed  his  childhood  sweetheart  during  play  practice  for  a  commun- 
.  ity  theatre,  when  the  part  called  for  him  to  throw  a  knife  at  her. 

He  was  a  philanthropist,  however,  and  gave  college  educations  to 
.  many  young  men,  including  some  of  the  sons  of  Thomas  S.  Thomas.) 

But,  to  get  back  to  the  subject,  the  community  singing  practice  in 
St,  John  was  usually  a  wintertime  activity,  and  took  place  either  In 
private  homes  or  in  the  school-house  ,  which  served  also  as  church. 

The  first  church,  -ef— eeurse,  was  a  dug-out ,  replaced  as  soon  as  pos¬ 
sible  by  a  log  room.  Amusements  were  few  in  those  days,  and  the  peo¬ 
ple  had  to  depend  on  themselves  for  entertainment.  Those  who  could 
sing  or  pla?/  musical  instruments  did  so  and  were  held  in  high  es¬ 
teem.  Country  dances  were  many  and  r ough ^.h eld  us  ua  1  ly  in  the  school 
house.  At  first,,-  candles  were  used,  each  thrust  into  a  hole  in  a 
potatp^vand  set  "on  a  shingle  slid  between  the  logs  of  the  walls. 
L&terljr  kerosene  lamps  were  introduced.  The  dances  were  principally 
quadrilles,  reels,  and  hoe-downs.  Sometime syy local  comedians  would 
do  an  impromptu  jig-  Between  dances,  however,  while  the  musicians, 
usually  a  violinist,  a  clarinetist,  and.  maybe  an  accordion  player, 
were  cooling  off,  the  men  would  jump  nn  the  knots  in  the  plank  floor 
to  drive  them  back  down,  as  ...they  would  work  up  with  the  dancing. 

Drink  abounded,  and/pwhan  rivalry  occurred  over  nretty  girls,  men 
often  broke  out  in  brutal  fighting.  It  was  under  these  conditions 
that  the  old  ballads,  brought  from  England  and  b/ales,  were  revived 
and  popularized.  And  somw times  the  local  singers,  who  were  often 
comediensy;  as  well,  would  add  to  their  repertoire  humorous  son/^s  of 
their  own  composing,  which  would  become  community  prone r  t  a nd  would 
.  eventually  survive  as  folksongs.  Old-timers,  their  ranks  rapidly 
thinned  by  death,  are  alone  able. to  yield  up  this  vanishing  trensure* 
♦♦♦♦This  tune  does  not  fit  the  Mar  ley  words  very  well.  The  refrain  is 
too  long.  I  understand  the  version  my  father  heard  went  somewhat  as 
follows: 

"...As  she  sailed  along  the  Lowlands  low. 

Lowlands,  Lowlands, 

As  she  sailed  al^nm  the  Lowlands  low.” 


Animal  Ballad  Child*  No*  26* 

IQ*  * 

TEE  TWO  CROWS** 

(Learned  in  childhood,  about  1912,  at  Malad,  Idaho,  from  my  parents) 

As.  far  back  as  .memory  goes,  I  recall  ‘hearing  this  son??  frequently 
at  home.  It  is  r-of— eeurse,  a  version  of  .Child’s.  "The..  Twa  Corbies.” 

Both  of  my  parents  loved  to  reminisce  on  their  own  childhoods.  And  my 
mother,  in  particular,  cherished  all  the  old  ballads  which  had  pre¬ 
vailed  in  the  house  of  her  father.  I ' always  believed  that  most  of 
these  were  brought  from  England  by  my  Talbot  ancestors.  (See  No#  -I.)*** 


In  a  tree; 

There  were  two  crows  sat  in  a  tree. 
In  a  tree.. 

As  black  as  any  crows  could,  be. 

Crows  could  be • 

The  one  crow  whispered  to  his  mate. 
To  his  mate; 

The  one  crow'  whispered  to  his  mate. 
To  his  mate; 

The  one  crow  whispered  to  his  mate. 
To  his  mate, 

"Have  you  seen  anything  to  eat. 

Thing  to  eat?” 

•"There  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field. 
Yonder  field; 

There  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field. 
Yonder  field; 

There  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field. 
Yonder  field. 

And  there  we’ll  have  a  merry  meal, 

-  Merry  meal.*  ” 

’We’ll  perch  upon  his  old.  backbone. 
Old  backbone ; 

We’ll  perch  upon  his  old  backbone. 
Old  backbone; 

We’ll  perch  upon  his  old  backbone. 
Old  backbone, 

And  peck  his  eyes  out  one  bv  one. 

One  by  one  J  ” 


*See  the  following  references: 
Primary 
Child,  No.  26 
Sharp,  ilo.  11,  p.  63 
Henry,  Iso.  7,  p.  48 
Cox.,  Ho.  5,  p.  13 


Secondary 
Barry,  Ho.  27 

Comobnll  &  Sharp,  Ho.  10 
Flanders  &  Brnvm,  p.  198 
Hudson,  No.  6 


(10,  The  T'.vo  Crows) 


♦♦Child  gives  a  good  account  of  this  ballad.  Seemingly,  it  was  first 
printed  in  1611 ,  in  Rave  ns  croft  1  s  Mollsmata.  But  it  may  have  been 
already  in  existence  for  a  long  time#  Its  continued  and  widespread 
popularity  was  pointed  out.*?  In  1855^  by  Chappell^  in  his  Popular 
Music  of  the  Olden  Time.  Sir  Walter  Scott  had  called  it  a  counter¬ 
part,  of  ’’The  Three  Ravens  • tf  His  version  of  it  appeared  in  1803  in 
his  Minstrelsy  of  the  Scottish  Border*  And  the  several  references^, 
abova^-  indicate  that  today*,  in  America*  it  is  stj.ll  very  much 
alive.  ,  I  have  even  seen  it  in  a  Bov  Scout  song^hook. 

***I  heye  reason  to  believe  that  many  pioneers  of  Utah  arid.  Idaho  were 
ballad  addicts.  Leastwise,  such  was  true  of  the  numerous  branches 
of  the  Talbot  family,  which  spread  out  from  the  original  home  in 
Kaysville*  Utah.  For  in  those  days,  when  movies  and  radio  were  un¬ 
known,  people  were  .forced  to  depend  on  themselves^ and  •  on  their 
friends^'  for  the  entertainment  for 'which  they  starved.  Often*') 

there  ’was  considerable  distance  between  neighbors,  though,  being 
from  densely  settled  areas  in  Europe,  most  preferred  to  live  in  lit- 
p  tie  communities  made  up,  perhaps,  of  a  dozen  or  more  log-cabins.  In 
most  cases,  the  • mein-folks  had  built  the  houses  themselves,  with  logs 
,  they,  had  gott**^  nit  of  the  nearby  canyons.  All  were  very  busy  in 
clearing  away  sage,  farming  their  land,  and  ji?  fighting  off  the  on¬ 
slaughts  of  crickets  and  jack- rabbits .  .And  the  women,  of  course, 
were  equally  well  occupied,  what  with  making  soap,  drying  fruit, 

•  preserving  meat,  weaving  and  spinning,  and  keeping  the  large  and 
growing  , family  fed  three  times  daily.  But,  fortunately,  the  work 
was  healthful,  andj?  in  moments  of  relaxation,,  everybody  played,  with 
equal  vigor^  and  enjoyed  the  meagre  pleasures  with  an  intensity  sel- 
*  '  dom  seen  today.  Sociability  was  widespread  and  genuine.  And,  the 
sudden  appearance  of  a  stranger  at  the  door  was  greeted  with  great 
joy.  .  In  isolated  .regions,  it  was  common  for  whole  families  to  pile 
I  into  their  wagon,  and,  taking  along  plenty  of  food,  drive  ofiTf  or"  a 
weekTs  visit  with  some  distant  neighbor  or  relative.  Such  visits, 
too,  elicited  wild  joy.  Die  children^,  in  particular^  were  starry-eyed 
at  the  prospect  of  hearing  grown-up  "gossip,  and  of  doubling  up,  many 
to.  the  bed,  as  likely  as  not  on  a  dirt  floor*?  or  in  a.  wagon-box,  a 
granary,  or  a  hay-stack,  with  their  numerous  cousins.  The  art  of 
conversation  was  highly  developed,  and,  during  such  visits,  everybody 
would  have  his  fill  of  listening^  eagerly, -^to  tales  of  personal  ad¬ 
venture.  That  these  were  greatly  exaggerated,  making  of  the  teller 
something  . of  a  hero,  mattered  not  at  all.  Foyp  the  more  thrilling 
the  story,  the  more  entertaining  it  was.  Thus,  the  times  were  highly 
favorable  for  the  growth  of  f  olkgtales-p  and  also  for  the  perpetuation 
of  old  songs  and  ballads.  In  the  evenings#  after  the  old-timers  had 
exhausted  their  tales,  and  themselves,  out  would  come  the  fiddles  and 
banjos,  and  there  would  be  music  and  singing.  And  those  who  were 
able  to  do  a  good  lively  song  with  a  story  were  greatly  esteemed. 
Maybe  there  would  also  be  a  bit  of  dancing,  with  everybody  crowded 
up,  as  thick  as  fleas,  in  that,  one  little  cabin  room.  Aim1  the  young 
folks  would  be  in  their  glory.  Always,  of  course,  while  the  fun  was 
at  its  height^,  and  while  everybody  was  working  up  an  appetite,  the 
mature  women  of  the  group  would  be  preparing  a  simple  meal,  but  a 
meal  the  most  savory  and  abundant  imaginable.  Hunger  was  the  sauce 
which  made  it  so  tasty  that,  years  afterward ,  vh°n  themselves  grown 
old,  those  children  .recalled  the  experience  with  joy.  '.‘his ,  then, 
is  a  picture  of  that  pioneer  social  life  under  which  the  popular  bal¬ 
lads,  brought  to  America  from  the  home  country,  flourished.  It  is  a 
picture  which  1  have  reconstructed  from,  the  accounts  of  my  father  and 
mother,  who  both  lived  in  precisely  such  homes. 


Sea  Ballad  Child,  No.  167* 

11. 

ANDY  BARDEEN** 

(Learned  by  Father,  1900,  Pocatello  Valley,  from  Abraham  Steven  Hansen) 

My  father,  Leff  Larson,  learned  this  ballad,  known  to  Child  as 
"Sir  Andrew  Barton,"  under  the  same  circumstances  as  "The  Jolly  Shep¬ 
herd."  (See  No.  4*)  He  was  at  the  time  herding' sheep  in  Pocatello 
Valley,,  a '  short 'distance  west  of  Malad.  And  his  companion  in  that  lone¬ 
ly  sheep- camp,  Abraham  Stephen  Hansen,  made  the  hills  echo  with  the 
strumming  of  his  banjo  to  many  such  songs.*** 


Thera  were  three  brothers  in  old  Scotland  • 
Three  loving  brothers  were  they; 


They  all  drew  lots  to  see  which  one 

Was  to  go  robbing  out  on  the  salt  sea. 

The  lot  it  fell  to  Andy  Bardeen, 

The  youngest  of  the  three; 

He  was  to  go  robbing  out  on  the  salt  sea 
To  maintain  his .two  brothers  and  he. 

They  had  just  sailed  now  two  winters  nigh 
Tftien.  a  big  ship  they  did  spy. 

And  she  came  sailing  around  and  around 
Until  she  came  sailing  ouite  nigh. 

"Who's  there,  vjho:s  there?"  cried  Andy 
Bardeen; 

"Soho's  there;  I  ask  of'  thee? " 

"fie  are  three  merchants  from  old  England. 
Now,  please,  won  t  you  let  us  pass  by?" 

"Oh,  no;  oh,  hoi"  cried  Andy  Bardeen; 

"Oh,  that  could  never  be i 
Your  bright  shining  diamonds  we  *11  take 
all  away. 

And  your  ship  we  *11  sink  in  the  seai  " 

Eight  there  and  then  the  battle  began; 

Bright  cannons  they  did  roar; 

They  had  only  fought  an  hour  or  so 

?*hen  the  three  rich  merchants  gave  o’er. 

The  news  was  brought  to  the  King  of  France, 
For  he  was  ruling  the  land; 

He  offered  rewards  to  any  man 

That  would  bring  Andy  Bardeen  to  land. 

"Oh,  build  ms  a  shin, "  sa^s  Caotain  Charles 
Stewart; 

"Oh,  build  it  strong  and -firm; 

Arid  1  vd.ll  •brii.ig  Andy  Bardeen  to  land. 

Or  my  body  will  never  return.1" 


(11,  Andy  Bardeen) 


He  had  but  sailed  just  three  winters  nigh 
.  When  a.  big  ship  he  did  spy; 

And  she  came  sailing  around  and  around, 
(Jntil  she  came  sailing  auite  nigh. 

”Who*s  there?  Who  ‘s  there?  n  cried  Captain 
Charles  Ste'wart; 

"Who*s  there,  X  ask  of  thee?" 
are  three  robbers  from  old  Scotland. 
How,  please,  won*t  you  let  us  pass  by?l! 

"Oh,  no;  oh,  rto!n  cried  Captain  Charles 
Stewart; 

"Oh,  that  could  never  be  i 
"Your  bright  shining  diamonds  we1!!  take 
.  Vail  away, 

"And  your  ship  we'*  11  sink  in  the  se a ; " 

"Come  on;  Come  on;"  cried  Andy  Bardeen; 

%  fuar  you  not  one  pin.* 

For  you  fve  got  brass  without  your  grand 
ship. 

But  we  fve  got  steel  'with in J  ” 


Right  there  and  then  the  battle  began; 

Bright  cannons  they  did  roar; 

Ihey  had  just  fought  about  an  hour  or  so, 
’When  Captain  Charles  Stewart  gave  okr. 

"Go  back  J  Go  back.1"  cried  Andy  Bardeen; 

“And*' tell  the  King  for  me 
lhat  he  may  be  ruler  of  all  the  great  land. 
But  I‘m  still  king  of  the  sea.’" 


♦Child  also  has  a  version  of  this  ballad  called  "Henry  Martyn, "  but 
the  conventional  title  is  "Sir  Henry  Barton.  "  See  the  following;: 

Primary  References  '  .  Second ary  References • 

•,  Child,  Nos.  167  &  250  Mackenzie,  p.  61 

Gardner  &  Chickering,  No.  81  Barry,  pp.  248-258 

Sddy,  No.  24,  p.  78  Cox,  No.  26,  p.  150 

♦♦Numerous  references,  both  ancient  and  modern,  testify  to  the  poou- 
laritv  of  this  ballad.  Child  discusses  its  origin  in  his  consis¬ 
tently  scholarly  fashion.  It  seems  thai^  in  actual  history,  one, 
Andrew  Bartoiyp  received  letters  ,  of  reprisal  against  the  Portuguese,, 
from  the  king  of  Scotland,  because  they  had  seized  a  ship  comman¬ 
ded  by  his  father.  He,  however,  abased  this  nrivilege,  and ,'  in 
1511 ,< Sir  Thomas  and  Sir  bdward  Howard,  with  the  consent  of  Henry 
VIII,  set  out  to  destroy  him.  Barton  was  killed  in  a  furious  sea 
battle,  and  his  shin,  the  lion,  was  captured.  The  subsequent  de¬ 
mands  of  the  king  of  Scotland  for  redress  were  refused  on  the 
grounds  that  Barton  ms  a  pirate.  This  balled,  ’which  commemorates 
the  story,  has  had  wid«  circulation,  not  only  in  an? land  and  Scot¬ 
land,  but  in  America  as  well. 

♦♦♦The  life  of  a  sheepherder  is  a  lonely  one.  At  best,  he  has  but  one 
companion,  and  often  he  is  alone  save  for  the  infrequent  visits  of 
the  camp-tender.  He  cooks  his  own  meals  and  sloops  in  the  wagon 
camp  or  on  the  ground.  Around  him  are  great  smoanses  or  the  clos¬ 
ing  in  hills.  He  must,  of  course,  guard  his  flock  night  and  day, 
lest  they  stray,  find  quicksand,  or  noisonous  nlants ,  or  fall  victim 
to  the  ever  watchful  covote.  At  ri: ght  he  has  the  stars  for  com- 
po an^  it  is  th/^n  he  r-' sorts  to  Ms  vu ^ tnr  # 


$iamorous  Ballad 


Eddy*  No*  87* 


12. 

THREE  MSN  * 

(Secured  from  Elmer  Mar  ley*  of  McCammon,  Idaho,  in  the  spring  of  1933) 

This  folk-song;  is  not  as  widespread  as  many.  I  found  it  in  only 
four  collections,  though  it  may  be  in  others,  fey  manner  of  acquiring 
this  version,  which  differs  -  somewhat  from  those  in  print,  is  identical 
with  pup  already  discussed,  "The  Rowlands  Low.”  (See  Ho.  9.)  Elmer 
Mar  ley,  one  of  my  high  school  students,  brought  it  to  class,  at  my  re¬ 
quest,  to  fill  the  requirement  for  a  theme* 


Three  men  went  out  a-hunting. 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  windmill. 

And  that  they’  left  behind* 

The  Irishman  says,  Windmill;" 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  "Nay;” 

The  Dutchman  says,  UlTis  a  mighty  fine  thing 
To  keep  the  birds  away.1  ” 

Three  men  went  out  a-hunting. 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  bull-frog. 

And  that  they  left  behind • 

The  Irishman  says,  "Bullfrog;” 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  "Nay;  " 

The  Dutchman  says,  "Looks  like  a  turtle-dove 
With  his  feathers  all  blown  away!  ” 

Three  men  went  out  a -hunting. 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  porcupine. 

And  that  they  left  behind; 

The  Irishman  says  ,  "Porcupine ;  " 

The  Scotchman' he  says,  "Nay;" 

The  Dutchman  says,  "Looks  like  a  pin-cushion 
With  the  pins  stuck  in  the  wrong  wayi  " 

Three  men  went  out  a-hunting, 

AUd  nothing  did  them  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  1ack~ass, 

And  that  they  left  behind; 

The  Irishman  says,  "Jackass; " 

The  Scotchman  he  says ,  irNav;  ” 

The  Dutchman  says,  "It’s  Frenklin  D.  Roosevelt : 
I  can  tell  him  by  his  brayl " 

Three  men  went  out  a-hunting. 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  Idaho, 

And  that  th°y  left  behind; 

The  Irishman  says,  "Ikewo;  n 

The  "Scotchman  be  savs,  "Twv;f: 

The  Dutchman  says,  "*Tis  *■>  mighty  fine  place 
To  keep  the  bums  away]  ” 


Outlaw  Ballad  Lomax,  No.  81 

13. 

SAM  BASS 

(Secured  from  Elmer  Mar  ley,  of  McCammnn,  Idaho,  in  the  spring:  of  1953) 

I  acquired  this  song,  also,  from  Elmer  Mar  Lev,  one  of  my  students 
at  Me C amnion  High  School.  But  he  did  not  know*  the.  music.  John  A.  Lomax 
in  his  Folk  Song  U.S.A. ,  gives  a  detailed  account  of  train  and  bank  rob 
ber,  Sam  Bass,  who,  betrayed  by  Jim  Mhrphy  in  1878,  was  killed  by  offi¬ 
cers  of  the  law*  His  life  was  somewhat  like  that  of  Jesse  James. 

Sam  Bass  was  born  out  in  Indiana* 

That  was  his  native  home; 

And  at  the  age  of  seventeen  young, 

Sam  began  to  roam. 

He  first  wrent  out  to  Texas, 

A  coivboy  for  to  be; 

And  a  more  tender-hearted  fellow 
You  hardly  ever  see* 

Ha  used  to  coin  the  money, 

AAd  you  bet  he  spent  her  free; 

He  always  drank  good  whiskey 
TOierever  he  chanced  to  be. 

Sam  once  dealt  in  race-stock; 

She  w&s  called  the  Dalton  mare; 

Matched  her  at  the  scrub  races 
And' took  her  to  the -fair. 

Sam  left  the  Dalton  ranch 
•  ;  In  the  merry  month  of  May 

With  a  herd  of  Texas  cattle. 

The  Black  Hills  for  to  see. 

Sold  out  in  Custer  City, 

And  then  go-  on  a  spree; 

And  a  tougher  set  of  cowboys 
You  hardly  ever  see. 

On.  their  way  back  to  Texas 
They,  robbed  a  U.P.  train. 

Split  up  in  couples. 

And  started  out  again. 

Sam  was  hiding  in  the  bushes, 

A-trying  to  get  away; 

Tom  borrowed  Sam’s  good  gold. 

And  then  he  refused  to  pay. 

Sam  Bass,  as  well  as  his  partner, 

.  Was  overtaken  soon; 

And  with  all  their  hard  cash -money. 

They  had  to  meet  their  doom. 

They  were  carried  to  -Lhe  eit^. 

And  there  locked  up. in  deil; 

With'  all  their  gold  and  silver. 

They  couldn*t  get  out  on  bail. 

It  was  on  a  Sur^av  morning, 

Tney  w^re  hanged  ot  break  of 

And  that  was  the  end  of  vour ^  S^m  s s ; 

Thepe  *  s  noth  in  more  t  o  s  ay  • 


Unhappy  Love  Ballad 


Sardner  &  Chickering  ,  No.  45* 

14. 

LAKE  OP  PONG  A  TP.  AIN 
(Se  cured  from  Murray  Hale,  of  Me  Gammon,  Idaho-,  in  the  spring  of  1933) 

This  balladp according  to  Gardner  and-  Chic-V^r4n^  -is-  -at  -least;  -as- 
old  as  1 890*  Murray  Hale,  one  of  my  high  school  students,  came  up 
with  this  version,  -which  . he  claimed  -was  dictated  . to  him  by  his  parents. 
His  father  was  a  railroad  man  from  pioneer  stock# 

*Twas  on  a  bright  May  morning 
I  bid  Orleans  adieu 

And  started  out  for  Jackson, 

?Jhere  I  vras  forced  to  go. 

•  ‘  Through  'swamps  and  alligators 

I  was  on  my  weary  way; 

Over  railroad,  ties  and  crossings 
My  weary  feet  did  stray.# 

Till  1  long  toward  shades  of  evening. 

The  h igh er  gr ound  I  ga ined • 

*Twas  there  I  met  the  Creo  girl. 

On  the  Lake  of  Pongatrain. 

”It ’s  good  eve  to  you,  fair  maiden; 

My  money  does  me  no  good; 

If  it  wasn’t  for  the  alligators. 

I’d.  sleep  out  in  the  wood.” 

,TIt’s  welcome,  welcome,  stranger; 

Our  cottage  is  but  plain; 

But  we  never  turn  a  stranger  out, 

!  On  the  Lake  of  Pongatrain.  ” 

! 

She  took  me  to  her  mother’s  house 
And  treated  me  nuite  well; 

Her  hair  in  golden  ringlets 
Around  her  shoulders  fell. 

I  tried  to  paint  her  beauty. 

But  I  found  it  was  in  vain. 

So  handsome  was  the  Creo  girl 
On  the  Lake  of  Pongatrain. 

I  asked  her  if  she’d  mar r 77  me; 

She  said  that  never  could  be; 

She  said  she  had  a  lover 

That  was  out  upon  the  sea. 

She  said  she  had  a  lover, 

]  And  ture  she  would  remain 

Till  he  came  bcck  to  th^  Creo  girl 
On  the  Lake  of  Forgatrain# 

”Then  it’s  farewell  to  you,  fair  maiden; 

I  never  shall  see  you  ^ore; 

But  I’ll  never  forget  your  kindness, 

Hor  the  cottage  bv  the  shore. 

And  whmn  In  single  blessedness 

... ..  .  The  flowing  bowl  .1  drain. 

I’ll  drink  my  health  to  the  Cr^o  girl 
0 n  th e  Lake  of  P n r 1  a tre  i n l ’ 


Outlaw  Ballad 


Eddy,  No.  85 


15. 

THE  BOSTON  BURGLAR 

(Secured  from  Claude  Bullock,  McCammon,  Idaho,  in  the  spring  of  1953) 

Claude  Bullock  was  another  of  my  high  school  students.  His  home 
was  at  Readyville,  }%e¥?ev«r,  a  small  place  near  McCammon  but  off  the 
main  highway.  L_  think- h.e  learned  this  version  .of  *The  Boston  Burglar Tt 
from  his  family.  Cox  says  this  ballad,  a  version  of  the  English  one^ 
"Botany  Bay,”  was  published  in  the  U.,S.  as  a  Tfehman  broadside. 

I  was  born  in  Boston  City, 

A  city  you  all  know  well; 

Brought  up  by  honest  parents; 

And  the  truth  to  you  I'll  tell. 

Brought  up  by  honest  parents. 

But  my  friends  they  dragged  me  down* 

For  the  robbing  of  the  Boston  Bank 
I'm  here  in  Charlestown. 

I  started  out  night -walking. 

And  also  drinking  rum. 

Paying  calls  at  the  whorehouse. 

And  robbing  just  for  fun. 

The  judge  he  gave  me  a  sentence. 

And  a  long  time  I  will  be 
A-serving  out  those  twenty- one  years 
In  the  penitentiary* 

They  put  me  on  an  east-bound  train 
One^  cold  November  day; 

1  And  at  every  station  we  would  pass, 

I'd  hear  the  people  say: 

"There  goes  a  noted  burglar; 

In  irons  he1 11  be  bound.’ I 
For  the  robbing  of  the  Boston  Bank 
He*s  headed  for  Char le stownl  ” 

Ifve  got  a  girl  in  Boston, 

And  I  know  she  loves  me  well; 

If  I  ever  get  out  of  this  lousy  jail. 

Along  with  her  I1 11  dwell. 

My  father  is  a  drunkard, 

'Wasting  his  time  away; 

My  mother's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground; 

They  buried  her  the  other  dayJ 

My  sister’s  in  a  whorehouse; 

The  f ami ly ' s  b r  o ke n  d  own ; 

For  the  robbing  of  the  Boston  Bank 
I'm  here  in  Charlestown: 


*3ee  the  following  primary  and  secondary  references* 

Gardner  J;  .Chiekering,  No.  137  Flankers  «  Brown,  pp.  53-54 

Eddy,  No.  85,  p.  204  .  Scarborough,  pp.  289-296 

Cox,  No.  29,  p.  89  Cambiare,  p.  69 


Cowboy  Ballad  ■  •  Lomax,  TTo . 

.  16. 

YIPPIE  YAY 

I  found  these  two  versions  under  different  circumstances .  The 
first  came  from  rhenoi  DPschamps,  an  adolescent  of  St.  John,  Idaho, 
who,  being ' a  local  comedian,  had  nuite  a  repertoire,  chiefly  of  vulvar 
songs.  The  sepond -was  recited  to  me  by  my.  student,  Ber  Infanger,  at 
McCammon.  The  latter  told  me  that  his  father,  the-  s^urce ,  who  was  an 
early-day  freighter  between  Utah  and  Montana ,  learned  the  song  at  a 
Soda  Springs  round-up.  ±he  cowboys,  who  knew  little  of  it,  improvised 
freely  as  they  worked,  -various  ones  contributing  lines'.  Both  versions 
are  sung  to  the  tune  of  Lomax's  familiar  "Chisholm  Trail."* 

A. 

(Secured  from  Phenoi  Deschamps,  of  Malad,  Idaho,  in  the  fall  of  1932) 

I  was  coming  down  the  mountain  by  the  old  cow-trail. 

With  my  rope  in  my  hand  and  a  heifer  by  the  tail.' 
i  Come  a  ti-vi-yippie,  yropie -eye ,  yirrpie-yay; 

Corns  a.  ti-yi-yippie  ,  yitmie  -yayi 

Saddled  old  Bollie  and  started  down.  the  trail; 

He  threw  me  off  in  a  fresh  cow-pile J 

Come  %  ti-yi-yippie,  vionie-eye,  vinpie-y&yj 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie ,  yippie-vayj 

Last  time  I  saw  the  boss  (I  haven't  seen  him  sincei). 

He  was  branding**  a  heifer  through  a  barb-wire  fence  1 
•  -  Etc. 

I  jumped  in  a  wagon,  and  I  gave  a  big  yell; 

The  team  ran  away  and  broke  it  all  to  hell J 
Etc. 

j 

And  now  my  song  is  ended;  I  can  sing  you  no  more; 

'There* s  an  apple  in  my  butt,  and  you  can  have  the  corei 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay> 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie ,  yippie-yayJ 

B. 

(Secured  from  Ben  Inf  anger,  of  McCammon,  Idaho,  in  the  spring  of  1933} 

Way  up  north  among  the  bear  and  lyon; 

Come  dovm  south  a-shoutin*  and  a-cryinj 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie  yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yipoie,  yippie-yayi 

Feet  in  the  stirrup  and  my  butt  in  the  saddle, 

A-singing  all  day  to  your^God  damned  cattle i 
Etc  • 

I  went  to  the  boss  to  draw  my  roll 

To  go  down  South  and  find  a  shady  knoll  J 

Etc* 

The  boss  c-ame  out  with  a  gun  in  his  hand, 

A-saying:  ,?Set  to  vrork  and  be  God  damned;  TT 
Etc* 

Well,  I  horned  on  the  stage,  and  I  crave  a  little  yell; 

The  1^  ad. -bars  broke,  and  the  ka^krs  vent  to  belli 
C  one  a  t i -yi - yip p i e ,  vipp i e - a ve  9  vipp i e - vav ; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yipr ie ,  yi-rie-yayi 


Bible  Ballad  '  Scarborough,  p.  180* 

17. 

CREATION 

This  ballad,  too,  comes  from  various  sources.  Jted  Dorothy  Scar¬ 
borough  attributes  its  origin^ to  the  lie  gross  of  :  the 

South,  -where  it  is  widespread  and  popular.  It'so  ems ^-.as-^'we-l-X^  to  have 
been  an  early-day  favorite  in  Malad  Yallev,  if  not  in  all  eastern  Ida¬ 
ho.  My  first  version  was'  contributed  by  Lenore  Morris,  a  high  school 
student  at  McCammon,  who  learned,  it  from  her  family.  My  second  was  ob¬ 
tained  from  Johnnie  De schemes  and  Mr,  and  M^s.  Dave  Edwards,  all  born 
.of  pioneer  parents,  in  the  Malad  region.  My  father,  Leff  Larson, 
claims  that  he  also  knew  this  ver s. i 05,^?. s_.^jyput h .  It  was  sung  fre¬ 
quently  by  his  brother-in-law,  David  S.  Thomas^  of  St.  John,  who  a/as  a 
lively  entertainer  in  early  pioneer  days,  and  used  to  charm  the  crowd 
with  it  at  parties,  dances,  and  local  celebrations .  At  one  time,  every¬ 
body  in  St.  John  knew  the  song.  The  third  version  was  a  favorite  of  my 
room-mate p  Lester  Bush^^isv)  of  Malady  when  we  were  at  school  together 
at  *£he  Southern  Branch,  Pocatello,  Idaho,  in  the  winter  of  1927-28. 

Only  he,  of  all  those  contacted,  gave  me  a  tune.** 

A. 

(Secured  from  Lenore  Morris,  of  McCejnmon,  Idaho,  in  the  spring  of  1933} 

Adam  was  the  first  man; 

Eve  was  his  spouse; 

They  got  married 

And  went  to  keeping  house. 

Eve  took  an  apple; 

Adam  did  the  same; 

They  got  kicked  out  of  Eden, 

‘And  they  went  to  raising  Cain. 

Samson  was  a  boxer 

In  the  pugilistic  school; 

He  killed  a  thousand  Phillistines 
With  the  fragments  of  a  mule. 

Along  came  Delilah, 

And  she  filled  him  up  with  gin; 

She  cut  off  his  whiskers. 

And  the  cops  they  ran  him  in. 

Daniel  was  a  Hebrew, 

And  he-  wouldn't  mind  the  king; 

Tile  king  he  said  he  wouldn't  stand 
For  any  such  a  thing. 

They  threw  him  in  a  lion's  den. 

With  lions  do wn  beneath; 

But  Daniel  v/as  a  dentist. 

And  he  pulled  the  lion's  teeth  I 

Jonah  was  a  jailbird 

Until  he  jumped  his  bail; 

He  took  a  steerage  passage 
In  a  trans-Atlantic  whale. 

But  in  the  whale Ts  belly, 

Tvhere  Jonah  got  depressed, 

Jonah  pushed  a  button  -- 

And.  the  whale  did  the  rest] 


(17,  Creation) 

B, 

Talking  in  the  Far 1 nr 

(Contributed,  1932,  by  John  Deschamps  &  Dave  Edwards,  of  Malad,  Idaho) 

Adam  was  the  first  man* 

Eve  was  the  tother; 

Cain  he  walked  the  treadmill 

Because  he  killed  his  brother,1 

Chorus ; 

It’s  -Abalkins:,  then,  it5s  walking, 

•  .  ■  Walking,  I  say; 

talking  through  the  parlor 
For  to  hear  the  banjo  play; 

Walking  through  the  parlor 

For  to  hear  the  banjo  ring. 

And  to  watch  the  darkie's  f infers 
As  he  plays  uoon  the  strings! 

The  world  was  made  in  six  days. 

And  then  they  made  the  sky; 

They  finally  hun£  it  overhead 
And  left  it  there  to  dry! 

All  the  other  animals 

Were  molded  one  by  one 

And  set  a^a^nst  the  fence  to  dry 
As  fast  as  they  were  done! 

But  old  Mother  Eve  couldn*t 
Sleeu  without  a  oilier; 

And  the  greatest  man  that  ever  lived 
Was  Jack  the  Giant  Killer! 


C. 

Alimony 

(Secured  from .Lester  Bush,  at  tocatello,  in  the  winter  of  1927-28) 


Oh,  Ad  am  was  the  first  muy  that  ever  was  invented; 
lie  wandered  all  around.,  and  he  never  was  contented; 
They  malm'  him  out  of  clay  in  J~he  d avs  rone  b^r. 

And  they  hung  him  out  in  the  sun  to  dry! 

Oh,  alimony,  I  vanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

And  then  came  Eve,  and  they  had  an  awful  battle; 

She  chased  Adam  ur>  a  fr^e  to  mot  an  arrole; 

Adam  ate  two,  and  he  rave  Eve  one, 

And  th at  is  h ow  all  the  t r o ub 1 e  b e gun ! 

Oh,  alimony,  I  want  a  live,  anyway,  till  1  die! 


(17,  Creation) 

And  then  came  Cain,  and  &ve  was  his  mother; 

He  stumbled  all  around  till  he  found  himself  a  brother; 
The  good  Book  says  that  Cain  killed  Abel? 

He  hit  him  in  the  head  with  the  lee;  of  a  tab  lei 
Oh,  alimony,  I.  want  a  live,  any way,  till  I  die! 

And  then  came  Noah  a- stumbling  in  the  dark;*** 

He  found  a  saw  and  hatchet,  a.nd  he  built  himself  an  Ark; 
Then  came  the  animals,  two  by  two. 

The  hippo-hippopotamus  and  kangaroo/ 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die/ 

Then  it  rained  for  forty  days  and  forty  nigh  tv  without 
a-stopping; 

The  damned  old  boat  began  a- leaking  and  a -rocking; 

Ihe-  ocean  got  rude,  _and  the  waves  got  rank. 

And  the  whale'  threw  Jonah  on  the  sandy  bank.1 
Oh,  alimony,  I  want  a  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 


And  then  came  Roosevelt  a-looking  for  a  bear; 

He  searched  the  Mississippi ,  and  he  couldn’t  find  him  there; 
He  went  to  South  Africa,  so  Ifve  heard. 

And  killed  them  with  a  fountain-pen  at  forty  cents  a  word/ 
Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die/ 

I  once  knew  a  doctor  by  the  name  of  Feck; 

He  fell  into  a  well,  and  he  broke  his  damned  neck; 

It  served  him  right  --  he  should  have  stayed  at  home. 

Tended  to  the  sick,  and  left  the  well  alone/ 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die/ 

I  bought  myself  a  pair  of  combination  underwear 
Just  to  keep  out  the  damp  and  the  cold  and  chilly  air; 

I  wore  them  six  months,  without  exaggeration. 

And  when  I  went  to  take  them  off  I  found  I’d  lost  the  com¬ 
bination/ 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  any?,ay,  till  I  die  2 

I  went  down  town  for  to  see  my  gal  Bess; 

She  said,  ”My  honey,  I  am  all  undressed/” 

"Then  slip  on  something  and  come  down  here/  ” 

So  she  slipped  oh  a  cake  of  soap  and  came  down  on  her  ear/ i 
Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die/ 

A  horse  and  a  flea  and  three  blind  mice 
Were  out  in  the  barnyard  a-p laying  dice; 

The  horse  he  slipped,  and  he  fell  on'  the  flea; 

And  the  flea  said,  "Golly,  that’s  a  horse  on  me/” 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  an  way,  till  1 


♦Variants  are  also  known  as  ”Noah,”  "Old,  uncle  Noah,”  and  "The  Story 
of  Creation*”  However,  in  the  beginning,  there  were  probably  two 
separate  Negro  songs,  nNoah^,T  and  "Creation,”  which,  in  the  course 
of  time ,  have  been  fused  and  confused.  I  have  no  words  which  seem 
to  fit  the  extant  versions  of  ”Noah"  as  such.  See  the  f olloxving: 

Scarborough,  pp.  180-182 
Faskman  &  Spaeth,  p.  202 

♦♦Idaho  versions  seem  to  go  back  at  least  to  1890  and  probably  earlier 
But  the  origin  of  "Alimony”  is  doubtful.  It  is  probably  much  later, 
and  may  actually  be  a  phonograph. record . 
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(Original  from  which  these 
copied  in  Folklore  Dept., 
Indiana  University) 


DANIEL  IN  THE  LION'S  DEN 
A 

(Lester  Bush) 

It  was  in  the  days  of  the  royal  castration. 

And  the  king  was  giving  his  last  ball. 

In  the  courtyard  the  courtiers  could  be  seen. 

Merrily  throwing  camel  shit  at  each  other: 

Horse  shit  was  unknown  in  those  good  old  days! 

Suddenly,  who  should  appear  upon  the  scene  but  Daniel 
Holding  his  left  nut  in  his  hand! 

"What  hot"  cried  the  king. 

"Ass  hole!”  cried  Daniel,  thereby  scoring  a  hit. 

"Kiss  it!"  cried  the  king,  thus  doing  him  one  better. 

"After  you,  you  son-of-a-bitchl"  cried  Daniel, 

And  the  laughs  were  on  the  king. 

Now,  in  those  days,  it  was  considered  a  mean  thing 
To  call  a  king  a  son-of-a-bitch. 

So  Daniel  was  thrown  into  the  lions'  den. 

He  could  be  recognized  only  by  the  green  umbrella 
Which  he  carried  under  his  left  arm. 

Suddenly,  a  lion  walked  up  to  Daniel 
And  seized  him  by  the  left  nut. 

"Ouch,  that  tickles!"  cried  Daniel. 

"What  tickles?”  cried  the  king. 

"Testicles'.”  cried  Daniel, 

And  for  the  second  time  that  day 
The  laughs  were  on  the  king. 

"Oh,  fart!”  cried  the  king, 

And  a  gentle  mist  settled  over  the  whole  of  his  realm 

"Oh,  shit!"  cried  the  king. 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
Squatted  and  did  their  utmost. 

For  the  king's  word  was  law  in  those  good  old  daysl 

"Come  forth!"  cried  the  king; 

But  Daniel  slipped  on  a  fresh  lion  tird 
And  came  second. 

"What  about  the  princess?"  comebody  shouted. 

"Fuck  her!"  cried  the  king. 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
Were  trampled  to  death  in  the  rush. 

For  the  king's  word  was  law  in  those  good  old  days! 


DANIEL  IN  THE  LIONS*  DEN 
B 

(Terrell  Lish) 

How,  the  sun  shined  down  with  an  awful  heat 
On  a  poor  young  man  with  right  sore  feet, 

Who  had  traveled  from  dawn  to  where  he  was  at; 

And  the  shade  of  some  trees  that  were  by  the  road 
Was  more  than  he  could  bear; 

And,  throwing  his  kit  with  a  earless  air. 

He  prepared  himself  to  have  luncheon  there t 

But  as  he  went  to  the  creek  to  wash. 

He  heard  an  awful  noise. 

As  if  hhe  holiday  were  enjoyed  by  boys; 

So  he  sneaked  right  down  to  the  water* s  edge. 

And  there  upon  the  grass y  bank 
Was  a  sight  for  weary  men: 

A  lonely  boy  was  sitting  down. 

As  bare  as  bare  could  be; 

So  Daniel — ah,  that  naughty  mant 
Had  thoughts  that  aren*t  right; 

The  little  jar  he  had  carried  far 
Was  for  such  things  as  this; 

He  grabbed  the  boy  and  threw  him  down. 

And  rubbed  his  bunghole  well; 

Then  he  enjoyed  himself  as  only  the  bards  can  tell l 

The  soldiers  of  the  king  were  abroad  that  day. 
Hunting  far  and  wide 

For  Tuttle-too,  the  king*  s  royal  boy — 

They  knew  not  where  he*d  hide. 

They  hunted  vales,  they  hunted  nooks. 

They  looked  down  all  the  wells. 

They  called  and  blew  their  horns; 

Then  far  off  in  the  distance 
They  heard  a  feeble  yell. 

Then  on  their  chargers,  fast  as  light, 

They  hied  their  steeds  with  haste. 

The  troop  drove  up;  and  there  they  were. 

The  boy  and  Daniel  hard  at  work l 

The  troop  was  stumped  —  and  so  was  the  boy — 

For  if  the  king  should  hear, 

The  palace  would  be  he lit 

But  some  one  told  on  Daniel  bold; 

And  as  the  city  he  did  near. 

He  knew  that  he  was  lost l 

So  when  Daniel  to  the  royal  court  came. 

He  felt  that  all  the  world  was  wise. 

Else  why  did  all  the  courtiers  hold 
Their  noses  and  wind  their  eyes? 

The  king  said  to  Daniel  bold, 
r,Why  hast  thou  fouled  the  only  boy 
I*d  swim  a  river  for  or  die? 

In-  other  words,  my  cocky  man. 

What  hast  thou  done?’* 


DANIEL  IN  THE  LIONS  DEN 
B 

(contTd) 


Said  Daniel  to  the  king, 

"Sir,  I  have  f - ed  your  boy 

And  f - ed  him  we lit” 

Whereupon  the  king,  in  his  great  rage. 

Had  Daniel  placed  in  the  Lions*  Den; 

And  the  very  next  day  he  went  forth 
To  see  Daniel* s  bones, 

Which  he  expected  to  be 
Lying  out  in  the  sun; 

But  to  his  great  surprise 

He  saw  Daniel  sitting  on  the  largest  lion. 

Wiping  his  ass 

With  the  next  to  the  largest  lion*s  tailt 
**What  hot"  cried  the  king. 

"Ass  hole*.”  replied  Daniel. 

Whereupon  the  queen  dashed  madly  through  the  court 
With  her  drawers  at  half-mast. 

And  her  ass  shining  like  a  looking  glass 
In  the  moonlight. 

Then  the  king,  in  a  terrible  rage. 

Cried  out,  "where  is  the  queen?" 

,rWhy,  she  is  out  in  the  garden  drinking  teal" 

'mat  kind  of  tea?" 

"S — H — I — Tl" 

"Is  she  occupied?" 

"Yea,  verilyt" 

"What  is  she  doing?" 

"Why,  she  is  wiping  her  ass  on  fifty  skeins 
Of  the  finest  silk  in  the  worldl" 

Whereupon  somebody  shouted,  "F -  the  queenl" 

And  forty  brave  young  knights  were  killed  in  the  rushl 


BUCKAEOO 

(George  Goodnough,  McCammon) 

Oh,  to  hell  with  the  ranch 
And  the  shitty-eyed  cattle; 

If  the  boss  contradicts  me. 

There ’ 11  be  a  bloody  battle l 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 

Oh,  I  went  to  the  farmer, 

And  I  asked  him  for  my  roll; 

He  said,  "My  God,  man. 

You’re  twenty  in  the  hole l” 

Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 

I  passed  around  the  corner, . 

And  I  met  the  farmer’s  daughter; 

I  asked  her  for  a  screw 
For  a  dollar  and  a  qu&rterl 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 

The  next  time  I  seen  her 
She  was  standing  in  the  door, 

Shoes  and  stockings  off, 

A-dancing  like  a  whore l 

Sine  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 

The  next  time  I  seen  her 
She  was  lying  in  the  grass, 

A-^holding  of  her  belly 

Like  a  monkey’s  assl 

Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 

The  next  time  I  seen  her 

She  was  floating  down  the  stream; 

Her  c - was  open  wide  enough 

To  drive  in  a  teaml 

Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 


(O 


THE  WASHERWOMAN 
(Rufus  Toponce) 

Two  men  and  a  mule 

Were  taking  a  stroll 

Down  a  country  lane  one  day, 

When  what  should  they  spy  but  a  nigger  wench, 
A-washing  the  dirt  awayt 

Two  men  and  a  mule 

They  stood  on  a  knoll 

By  a  country  stream  one  day. 

To  watch  a  nigger  wench  at  her  tub, 

A-washing  the  dirt  awayt 

Two  men  and  a  mule 
Decided  to  fool 

With  the  nigger  wench  that  day; 

They  asked  her  price,  but  she  didn’t  reply — 

She  was  washing  the  dirt  awayt 

Two  men  and  a  mule 

Took  turns  with  their  tools 

On  the  nigger  wench  that  day; 

They  threw  up  her  dress  and  took  a  crack  at  her 
As  she  washed  the  dirt  awayt 

Two  men  and  a  mule 

Pumped  away  like  fools 

On  the  nigger  wench  that  day; 

And  when  they  were  through  they  asked  the  price- 
For  they  were  willing  to  payt 

Two  men  and  a  mule 

Were  very  much  fooled 

By  the  nigger  wench  that  day: 

"lust  gimme  the  name  of  that  last  ge-’leman, 

And  I’ll  not  take  yo’  paytn 


MART  JANE 
(Timmie  Smith) 


She  told  me  she’d  fuck  me 
When  the  clock  struck  seventeen, 

At  the  slaughterhouse  just  four  miles  out  of  town l 
Where  the  pig’s  eyes,  arid  the  pig’s  ears. 

And  the  tough  old  Texas  steers. 

Sell  for  beefsteak  at  fifteen  cents  a  pound! 

She’s  ray  honey,  she’s  ray  daisy. 

She’s  knock-kneed  and  crazy. 

She’s  cross-eyed,  pigeon-toed,  and  blind; 

And  they  say  her  teeth  are  foamy 
From  sucking  my  baloney! 

She’s  my  freckle-faced,  consumptive  Mary  Jane! 


THE  ALPHABET  OF  LIFE 
(Larry  Martin ) 

”An  is  for  ass  upon  which  we  sit. 

The  external  end  and  the  passage  for  shitt 

nB,f  is  for  bolls,  each  man  has  a  pair 

In  a  wrinkled  old  sack  all  covered  with  hair l 

ttQtmis  for  cunt,  all  juicy  and  slick; 

It’s  home-sweet-home  for  a  seven- inch  prickt 

”DM  is  for  dittaling,  which  never  grows  stale; 

There1 s  nothing  so  good  as  a  nice  piece  of  taill 

nEn  is  for  egg  that  is  laid  in  the  grass. 

The  object  which  comes  from  a  speckled  henTs  ass l 

MFtf  if  for  fart,  that  odorous  breeze; 

It’s  fully  as  bad  as  limberger  cheese l 

”GM  is  for  guts,  that  tangled  up  mass 

That  connects  your  belly  with  the  hole  in  your  asst'”' 

"Hn  is  for  hair  that  surrounds  her  cunt; 

To  find  the  opening  is  a  man’s  nightly  hunt l 

”1”  is  for  inch  (now,  don’t  make  me  smilet); 

When  she  gives  you  an  inch,  you  take  half  a  milet 

UJH  is  for  jissem  that’s  sticky  like  cream; , 

It  spots  up  the  sheets  when  you  have  a  wet  dreamt 

"K”  is  for  king,  who  wears  a  crown  on  his  bean; 

His  favorite  sport  is  fucking  the  queen t 

"L”  is  for  love  that  fails  to  stick: 

It  starts  in  youiL  head  and  ends  in  your  prickt 

"M”  is  for  marriage,  when  a  man  gets  a  wife  ’ 

And  lives  in  misery  the  rest  of  his  life! 

’’N”  is  for  nuts  that  furnish  the  sap. 

And  sometimes  the  making  of  a  good  dose  of  claptt 

"0”  is  for  old,  or  rather  the  time. 

When  a  man’s  prick  won’t  stand  up  as  in  his  prime l 

”P”  is  for  prick,  that  petrified  prong: 

It  ranges  from  four  to  twelve  inches  longl 

”Q”  is  for  quiwer  that  comes  with  a  thump; 

It’s  a  funny  sensation  when  you  shoot  off  your  lumpj 


THE  ALPHABET  OF  LIFE 
( cont ) 

”R”  is  for  rags,  that  are  used,  I  presume. 

To  wrap  up  a  pussy  that  is  in  full  bloom! 

nS,f  is  for  safety,  made  of  fish  skin; 

To  do  a  job  with  one  is  surely  a  sin! 

,TTn  is  for  tits,  supposed  to  be  sucked; 

They  never  come  fresh  till  a  woman*  s  been  fucked! 

"IF  is  for  urine,  a  pot  full  of  piss; 

Ain’t  it  just  awful  to  use  language  like  this? 

”Vn  is  for  vermin  that  wiggle  and  twist 
And  hide  in  the  hair  when  you  go  out  to  piss! 

”W”  is  for  woman,  cradle  of  sin. 

That’s  split  half  way  from  her  ass  to  her  chin! 

"X”  is  for  x-ray,  a  magnifying  glass. 

Used  by  a  doctor  to  look  up  your  ass! 

',Y,t  is  for  yes;  when  a  woman  gets  hot. 

There’s  nothing  but  a  prick  to  cool  her  twat! 

,tZ”  is  for  zero,  supposed  to  be  cold: 

The  temperature  of  a  man’ s  bolls  at  ninety-years  old! 

*That  separates  your  belly  from  the  hole  in  your  ass. 


MY  PRETTY  FAIR  MID 
(Ben  Inf  anger) 

A  soldier  walked  into  a  candle  shop, 

Some  candles  for  to  buy, 

And  to  the  soldier1 s  great  surprise. 

The  devil,  he  saw,  was  nigh. 

He  hollered,  he  hollered,  he  loudly  called. 
Unto  his  master  cried: 

"You  can  have  a  bit  of  my  pecker. 

Whenever  you  are  minet*’ 

”0h,  no;  oh,  no,  my  pretty  fair  maid, 

ITve  never  had  such  fun; 

To  lie  beside  a  pretty  fair  maid. 

Of  such  I*ve  never  done l ’* 

nBut  I  will  call  on  master. 

For  he  is  near  at  hand; 

And  he*  11  take  a  bit  of  your  pecker: 

He  does  it,  I  under standi” 

He  took  her  round  her  middle  so  small. 

And  gazed  in  her  jet-black  eyes, 

And  shoved  the  point  of  his  do-take-care 
Between  her  lili-white  thighs. 

And  after  he  was  done  and  gone. 

He  swore  she  was  no  whore; 

He  could  tell  by  the  blood  on  his  pecker 
That  she  never  done  it  before . 

Come,  all  you  men  with  pretty  young  wives, 

You  better  be  on  the  lookout. 

And  lock  them  up  in  a  room  at  night 
Whenever  you  go  out. 

They* 11  tell  you  how  kind  and  true  they* 11  be. 
They* 11  tell  you  so  and  so; 

But  they  will  take  a  bit  of  your  pecker: 

They  all  do  love  it,  you  know! 


I  NEVER 

(Rufus  Toponce) 

I  walked  into  the  hallway. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be ; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  an  overcoat 
Where  my  coat  ought  to  be. 

"What’s  this,  my  darling  wife. 

Where  my  coat  ou^ht  to  be?” 

"Oh,  it's  nothing  but  a  blanket 
My  grandmother  gave  to  met” 

I’ve  roamed  the  wide  "world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  blanket 
With  pockets  in  it  beforet 

b 

I  walked  into  the  bedroom. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  somebody’ s  hat 
Where  my  hat  ought  to  be. 

”What’s  this,  my  darling  wife. 

Where  my  hat  ought  to  be?” 

”0h,  it's  nothing  but  a  pisspot 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me’ .” 

I’ve  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  sa ,w  a  pisspot 
With  a  lining  in  it  be fore 1 

c* 

I  looked  into  the  trundle-bed 
Where  my  baby  ought  to  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  two  babies  there — 
I  was  drunk  as  I  could  be. 

"What’s  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  my  baby  ought  to  be?" 

"Oh,  it’s  nothing  but  a  little  rabbit 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me l" 

I’ve  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  little  rabbit 
With  a  diaper  on  it  beforet 


I  NEVER 
( cont ) 


d 

I  felt  beneath  the  covers. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  felt  a  pecker 
Where  my  prick  ought  to  be. 

"What’s  this,  my  darling  wife. 
Where  my  prick  ought  to  be?" 

"Oh,  it’s  nothing  but  a  rollingpin 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me!" 

I’ve  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more; 

But  I  never  saw  a  rollingpin 
With  hair  growing  on  it  before t 

e 

I  looked  beneath  the  covers, 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  a  man  asleep 
Where  I  was  supposed  to  be. 

"What’s  this,  my  darling  wife. 
Where  I’m  supposed  to  be?" 

"Oh,  it’s  nothing  but  a  monkey 
My  grandmother  gave  to  met'’ 

I’ve  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A --thousand  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  monkey 
With  pajamas  on  it  before l 

_v/_ 

C'' 


I  looked  into  the  cradle. 

Where  my  kid  ought  to  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  a  stranger; 
I  was  drunk  as  I  could  be! 

"What’s  this,  my  darling  wife. 
Where  my  kid  ought  to  be?” 

"Oh,  it’s  nothing  but  a  monkey 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me . ” 

I’ve  roamed  the  wide  wold  over 
A  million  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  monkey 
With  a  diaper  on  before! 


OF  ALL  THE  BEASTS 


Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  cow — 

I’d  stand  upon  my  two  hind  legs 
And  show  the  old  bull  howl 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  bull — 

I’d  stand  upon  my  two  hind  legs 
And  fill  the  old  cow  full 1*1 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  duck — 

I’d  swim  around  upon  the  pond 
And  fuck  aid  fuck  and  fuck l 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  dog — 

I’d  lift  my  hind-leg  in  the  air 
And  piss  on  every  logl 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  cat — 

I’d  shit  in  every  pile  of  dirt 
And  smooth  the  place  out  flat l 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  fish — 

I’d  swim  around  beneath  the  ice 
And  watch  the  skaters  pissl 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  goat — 

I’d  steal  my  master’s  underwear 
And  cram  them  down  my  throat! 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  whale — 

I’d  swim  the  whole  world  over 
To  find  a  piece  of  tail! 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  bird — 

I’d  light  upon  some  woman’s  hat 
And  shit  a  juicy  tirdl 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  buck — 

I*  d  climb  upon  the  old  ewe ’ s  back 
And  show  her  how  to  fuck l  *2 

*1  And  pump  the  old  cow  full! 

*2  And  fuck  and  fuck  and  fuck l 


(cont’d) 


OF  ALL  THE  BEASTS 

(cont’  d) 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  mare — 

Pd  back  right  up  and  lift  my  tail 
To  show  the  old  stud  where 1 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
Pd  rather  be  the  hen — 

I*d  snuggle  down  and  spread  my  wings 
To  show  the  old  cock  whenl 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
Pd  rather  be  the  sow — 

I’d  stretch  my  belly  on  the  grass 
To  show  the  old  boar  howl  *3 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  skunk — 

I’d  piss  on  every  passer-by 
To  show  him  how  I  stunk t 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  man — 

I’d  always  get  it  oftener  *4 
Than  the  other  animals  canli 


*3  And  let  the  old  boar  plowl 

-”-4  And  then  I’d  get  it  a  whole  lot  oftene 


IN  BOMBAY 
(Lester  Bush) 

The  geese  they  fly  high 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  shit  upon  the  fly, 

In  Bombayt 

The  roosters  they  grow  tall 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

An  d  they  shit  upon  the  wall. 

In  Bombayt 

The  whiskers  they  grow  long 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  tickle  you  on  the  done ,  * ** 
In  Bombayt 

The  curly  hair  grows  red#* 

In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

But  it  don’t  grow  on  your  head. 

In  Bombayt 

They  chew  tobacco  thin 
in  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  it  drizzles  down  their  chin. 

In  Bombayt 

The  children  they  go  bare 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

For  they  have  no  underwear. 

In  Bombayt 

They  swim  naked  in  the  river 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

All  the  guys  and  gals  together,##* 
In  Bombayt 

Dead  dogs  lie  in  the  street 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  serve  the  poor  for  meat. 
In  Bombayt 

They  women  they  grow  fat 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

Every  year  they  have  a  brat. 

In  Bombayt 

There  are  maidens  young  and  sweet 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  diddle  you  on  the  street. 
In  Bombayt 

You  can  soak  your  cock  in  blood 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  Godt  does  it  feel  good. 

In  Bombayt 

*And  they  drag  upon  the  ground 

**The  hair  grows  long  and  red 
*#*A11  the  boys  and  girls  together 


AN  INDIAN  MID 

(Ben  Edwards  and  Phenoi  Des champs) 


I  once  knew  an  Indian  maid 

Who  was  very  very  much  afraid 

That  some  buckaroo 

Would  shove  it  up  her  slough 

While  she  lay  sleeping  in  the  shade t 

She  took  her  little  brown  hand 
And  filled  it  full  of  sand; 

And  then  she  knew 
That  no  buckaroo 

Would  monkey  with  the  promised  land! 

But  one  buckaroo  got  wise. 

And  he  shoved  it  between  her  thighs; 
With  an  old  gum-boot 
On  the  end  of  his  root, 

He  opened  Redwing* s  eyesl 

And  then  to  her  great  surprise. 

Her  belly  began  to  rise; 

And  then  she  knew 
That  some  buckaroo. 

Had  slipped  it  between  her  t highs t* 

*Had  diddled  between  her  thighs t 


(Sung  to  tune  of  Redwings) 


AN  INCH  ABOVE  YOUR  KNEE 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 

When  I  was  young  and  pretty, 

It  was  ray  chief  delight 
To  go  to  balls  and  dances 
And  stay  out  late  at  night. 

It  was  at  a  ball  I  met  him. 

And  he  asked  me  for  a  dance; 

I  could  tell  he  was  a  sailor 
By  the  buttons  on  his  pants. 

His  shoes  were  neatly  polished. 
His  hair  was  nicely  combed; 

And  when  the  dance  was  over. 

He  asked  to  take  me  home. 

*Twas  in  ray  father *s  hallway 
That  I  was  led  astray; 

*Twas  in  my  mother* s  bedroom 
That  I  was  forced  to  lay. 

He  spread  ray  legs  so  gently; 

He  raised  ray  dress  so  high; 

He  said,  ,rNow,  Mary  darling, 

You*  11  do  it  now  or  diet'1 

Now,  you  young  girls  take  warning. 
And  take  a  tip  from  me: 

And  never  let  a  sailor 
An  inch  above  your  kneel 

For  if  you  do  he *11  love  you, 

Love  you  kind  and  true; 

Then  when  he  picks  your  cherry, 

He *11  say,  "To  hell  with  youl" 


AN  INCH  ABOVE  YOUR  KNEE 
(Murray  Hale  of  McCammon) 

I  met  her  in  a  ballroom. 

And  I  asked  her  for  a  dance; 

She  could  tell  I  was  a  sailor 
By  the  buttons  on  my  pants. 

My  shoes  were  brightly  polished; 

My  hair  was  neatly  combed. 

I  danced  with  her  all  evening; 

At  night  I  took  her  home. 

And  as  I  left  the  ballroom, 

I  heard  some  old  dame  say: 

'’There  goes  a  fair  young  maiden 
"Who  is  being  led  astrayl” 

’Twas  at  her  father’s  gateway 
That  she  was  led  astray; 

’Twas  in  her  mother%  bedroom 
That  she  was  forced  to  lay. 

I  laid  her  down  so  gently; 

Her  dresses  I  raised  high; 

’We’ll  do  it  now,  my  Nellie; 

Me ’ll  do  it  now  or  die!” 

I  offered  her  a  silver  necklace; 

I  offered  her  a  golden  pin; 

I  offered  her  a  wooden  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

She  wouldn’t  accept  the  necklace; 

She  wouldn’t  accept  the  pin; 

But  she  did  accept  the  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

Now,  all  you  fair  young  maidens, 

Just  take  q  tip  from  me: 

Never  let  a  sailor 

Get  an  inch  above  your  kneel 

He’ll  love  you  and  caress  you; 

He’ll  promise  to  be  true; 

But  when  he  gets  your  cherry. 

It’s  off  to  hell  with  you’ . 


THROUGH  THE  KEYHOLE 
(A  version  of  "Keyhole  in  Door") 

We  left  the  party  early, 

I  think  at  scarcely  nine. 

And  as  good  luck  would  have  it. 

Her  room  was  next  to  mine. 

As  eager  as  old  Columbus, 

New  regions  to  explore, 

I  took  a  snug  position 
By  the  keyhole  in  the  door l 

She  first  took  off  her  collar; 

It  fell  upon  the  floor; 

Ye  Godsl  I  saw  her  stoop  for  it. 
Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door  l 

Then  came  her  dress  and  underclothes. 
Fifty,  less  or  more; 

I  couldn,t  count  correctly 
Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door l 

She  sat  dol'd  on  the  carpet; 

She  rested  gracefully; 

She  pulled  her  spotless  linen 
Above  her  snow-white  kneel 

Then  she  took  down  her  tresses 
Of  pretty  golden  hair; 

They  fell  in  torrents 
About  her  shoulders  bare. 

She  sat  before  the  fire. 

Her  tiny  feet  to  warm. 

With  nothing  but  a  shimmy 
To  conceal  her  naked  form. 

If  she  would  only  drop  it, 

I  would  ask  no  more; 

Ye  Godsl  I  seen  her  drop  it 
Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door l 

If  I  was  strong  as  Sampson, 

I*d  break  that  door  down; 

Ifd  have  a  little  booty 

If  I  woke  up  the  whole  damn  town l 

But  Pm  not  as  strong  as  Sampson, 

And  I  can  do  no  more 

Than  jack  off  and  take  straight  aim 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door l 


THE  KEYHOLE  IN  THE  DOOR 
(Larry  Martin) 

She  left  the  party  early — 

I  think  at  scarcely  nine; 

And  by  some  ’’masher’1  fortune, 

Her  room  was  next  to  mine. 

And  I,  like  old  Columbus, 

New  regions  to  explore — 

I  took  a  snug  position 
By  the  keyhole  in  the  door l 

While  I  waited  there  in  silence. 
Upon  my  bended  knees, 

I  waited  there  impatiently 
To  see  what  I  could  see. 

She  first  took  off  her  collar — 

It  fell  upon  the  floor; 

I  saw  her  stoop  to  get  it 
Through  the  keyhole  in  the  doort 

She  then  proceeded  further, 
took  off  her  pretty  dress, 

And  then  her  undergarments — 

There  were  fifty,  more  or  less. 

To  tell  the  truth  sincerely, 

I  think  it  was  a  score: 

I  couldnTt  count  correctly 
Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door l 

She  sat  down  upon  the  carpet; 

She  rested  gracefully; 

She  pulled  her  spotless  linen 
Above  her  snow-white  knee. 

And  her  scarlet-colored  garters 
On  either  leg  she  wore: 

It  was  a  lovely  picture 
Through  thekeyhole  in  the  door l 

You  mighty  man  of  science. 

Who  strain  your  eager  eyes. 

Viewing  all  the  planets 
Whirling  in  the  skies. 

You  may  search  the  wide  world  over 
Ten  thousand  times  or  more. 

But  your  telescopes  are  nothing 
To  the  keyhole  in  the  doort 


THE  LITTLE  BALL  OF  TARN 
(Murray  Hale  and  Alden  Blaisdell) 

It  was  in  the  month  of  May, 

When  the  jacks  begin  to  bray 

And  the  jennies  come  prancing  around  the  barn; 

Said  the  jennie  to  the  jack; 

,rWill  you  climb  upon  my  back? 

You  can  wind  up  my  little  ball  of  yamtM 

It  was  in  the  month  of  June, 

When  the  roses  were  in  bloom 

And  the  jennies  were  loose  around  the  barn; 

There  I  met  a  little  Miss, 

And  I  simply  asked  her  this: 

"May  I  wind  up  your  little  ball  of  yarn?" 

She  said,"Why  donrt  you  go  to  those 
Who  have  money  and  fine  clothes; 

Why  don*t  you  go  to  them  with  your  charms?" 

But  she  finally  gave  consent. 

And  through  the  fields  we  went: 

And  we  wound  up  her  little  ball  of  yarn!* 

After  getting  her  consent. 

Just  around  the  stump  we  went. 

And  I  asked  her  where  she  kept  her  little  charm; 

She  said  beneath  her  gown, 

So  I  gently  laid  her  down: 

And  I  wouM  up  her  little  ball  of  yam! 

It  was  nine  days  after  this. 

When  I  went  to  take  a  piss, 

I  found  my  cock  all  mattery  and  warm; 

Then  I  knew  that  by  mishap 
She  had  given  me  the  clapp 
As  I  XTOund  up  her  little  ball  of  yam! 

It  was  nine  months  after  that: 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat. 

Wondering  if  I*d  done  her  any  harm; 

There  appeared  before  the  door 
Her  father  and  several  more: 

"Marry  my  daughter,  since  you* ve  got  her  ball  of  yam! 

It  was  nine  days  after  that: 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat, 

Wondering  if  I*d  done  her  any  harm; 

Then  there  came  a  gentle  tapping, 

And  the  doctor  stood  there  laughing: 

"You* re  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball  of  yam!" 


THE  LITTLE  BALL  OF  YARN 
(contfd) 


It  was  nine  days  after  that: 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat, 

Wondering  if  If  d  done  her  any  harm; 

Then  an  officer  in  blue 

Said,  "Young  man,  ITm  after  yout 

You1  re  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball  of  yarnt,,*-*->:- 


-"-To  wind  up  her  little  ball  of  yarn! 

x-x-’Tou1  re  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball  of  yam l" 

-jHHfGome  and  marry  your  little  ball  of  yamt” 


ROSEBERRY 
(Niah  Davis) 

As  I  rode  out  on  Roseberry, 

All  on  a  market  day, 

^viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid, 

Her  business  going  this  way — 

Her  business  going  to  market 
Were  butter  and  eggs  and  cream. 

And  we  jogged  along  together. 

I  derry  down  a-dayt 

We  jogged  along  together. 

We  jogged  side  by  side; 

Akviewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid. 

Her  garter  came  untied. 

For  fear  that  she  may  lose  it. 

These  words  to  her  I  said, 

”Your  garter  is  hanging  down,  my  deart” 

I  derry  down  a-dayl 

”0h,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man? 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  free? 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man. 

As  to  tie  it  up  for  me?” 

”Kes,  I  will,  yes,  I  will. 

When  we  get  to  yonder  hillt” 

And  we  jogged  along  together. 

I  derry  down  a-dayt 

As  we  arrived  at  yonder1 s  hill, 

So  happy  and  so  free; 

As  we  arrived  at  yonder* s  hill. 

Such  sights  I  never  did  see; 

For  she  rolled  up  her  lily-white  clothes. 

And  I  rolled  in  between l 
And  we  jogged  along  together. 

I  derry  do™  a-dayt 

’blow,  since  you  have  your  mil  with  me. 

Kind  sir,  tell  me  your  name, 

Likewise  your  occupation 

And  the  city  from  which  you  carnet” 

”My  name  *tis  Johnnie  the  Rover, 

And  from  Baltimore  City  am  I, 

And  I  live  by  the  side  of  the  Ups  and  Downsl” 

I  derry  down  a-dayl 

Now,  she  returned  from  market, 

Her  butter  and  eggs  being  sold; 

Bit  the  losing  of  her  maidenhead 
It  made  her  blood  run  coldt 
”But  it  is  gone;  let  it  got 
He*s  the  lad  I  lovet”  said  she; 

’’And  he  lives  by  the  side  of  the  Ups  and  Downs! 
I  derry  down  a-dayl 


THE  JOLLY  SHEPHERD 
(Lafayette  Larson) 


There  was  a  jolly  shepherd. 

And  he  lived  upon  a  hill; 

He  went  out  hunting  one  fine  day 
To  see  what  he  could  kill. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  day! 

He  looked  to  the  east  and  then  to  the  west. 
And  then  he  took  another  look; 

And  there  he  spied  a  maiden  fair 
A-swimming  in  the  brook. 

Chorus 

He  sneaked  down  through  the  clover 
To  get  a  closer  look, 

And  gazed  upon  the  maiden  fair 
A-swimming  in  the  brook. 

Chorus 

She  said,  ’•Oh,  jolly  shepher, 

Won*t  you  take  a  closer  look?” 

Then  shaking  out  her  long  black  hair. 

She  climbed  out  of  the  brook. 

Chorus 

They  traveled  along  together 
Till  they  came  to  a  stack  of  hay; 

She  said,  "It1!  be  a  pretty  place* 

For  you  and  me  to  play!” 

Chorus 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  a  patch  of  clover; 

Said  she,  ”It*d  be  a  pretty  place* 

For  you  to  roll  me  over!” 

Chorus 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  her  father*  s  house ; 

And  then  said  she,  ”I*m  a  maiden  within. 
And  you* re  a  fool  without!” 

Chorus 


*”0h,  mister,  that*s  a  pretty  place 


I  JUST  COULDN’T 
(Phenoi  Des champs) 


D-5 

I  wandered  down  the  street. 

And  I  knocked  at  every  door; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn’t  find  a  whore l 

At  last  I  found  a  whore — 

She  was  sitting  on  a  rock; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn’t  find  rry  cock  l 

At  last  I  found  my  cock 
In  the  center  of  my  hand; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn’t  make  it  standi 

At  last  I  made  it  stand 
As  stiff  as  any  pin; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn’t  get  it  ini 

At  last  I  got  it  in 
And  wiggled  it  about; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn’t  get  it  out l 

At  last  I  got  it  out. 

All  mattery  and  sore; 

To  save  your  life  from  hell,  boys. 

Never  fuck  a  whore l 


OLD  MCCLELLAND 

(Secured  from  Larry  Martin  of  Eden,  Idaho, 
Sept.  10,  1932); 

Old  MacLelland  was  a  cowboy 
Of  the  wild  and  wooly  west; 

His  horses  and  his  toggery 
Were  of  the  very  best. 

He  had  a  pretty  good  education; 

That  is,  he  was  no  fool. 

The  only  fault  MacLelland  had: 

He  was  handy  with  his  tool! 

MacLelland  left  that  cow-camp; 

”Twas  on  a  Friday  night. 

He  spied  a  pretty  schoolman 
In  a  schoolhouse  painted  white. 

He  sprang  into  the  atmosphere. 

Stampeded  dogs  and  cats; 

And  he  hit  the  trail  a-rolling 
With  the  shoolmam  on  the  flats. 

He  reined  his  horse  into  the  gate; 

He  said,  "May  I  come  in?” 

"You  may!”  said  the  schoolman 
With  a  kind  of  saucy  grin. 

He  kicked  the  cowshit  from  off  his  boots. 
And  straightened  his  cravat; 

And  he  entered  through  the  doorway 
With  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats. 

They  talked  about  the  weather; 

They  talked  of  this  and  that. 

They  kept  a-drifting  onward — 

They  knew  not  just  where  at! 

They  kept  a-drifting  onward 
Until  he  reached  her  chair. 

And  he  put  the  proposition 
To  the  schoolmam  then  and  there. 

He  laid  her  on  the  bench - 

The  best  that  he  couLd  do; 

He  unwrapped  his  coil  from  around  his  horn 
And  opened  his  hondool 

Then  bringing  forth  his  roller. 

He  stabbed  her  in  the  fat; 

He  stopped  the  wind  from  blowing 
Through  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats! 

He  said,  ”ITve  diddled  maids  and  maidens. 
And  negro  wenches,  and  all  that; 

But  the  best  I  ever  tackled 
Was  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats!” 


OLD  MCCLELLAND 
(contTd) 
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But  when  he  drained  his  roller. 
Just  nine  days  after  that, 

He  found  he  had  the  shankers 
From  the  schoolmam  on  the  flatsi 

Come,  all  you  jolly  rounders. 

And  listen  to  my  sone; 

Keep  old  John  Henry  in  his  chaps, 
And  keep  him  fogging  on. 

And  if  he  gets  unruly. 

Just  fan  him  with  your  hat l 

Remember  old  MacLelland 

Aid  the  schoolmam  on  the  flatst 


JOHNNIE 

( Vernon  Peterson) 

Oh,  there  was  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  town l 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day!"' 

Oh,  there  was  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  town. 

And  he  claimed  he  had  the  biggest  prick  of  any  guy  around!! 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayl*- 

Now,  Johnnie  and  his  master  got  in  a  dispute l 
Now,  Johnnie  and  his  master  got  in  a  dispute; 

Said  Johnnie  to  his  master,  "I’ve  got  the  biggest  toot l” 

Johnnie  and  his  master  went  on  the  hill  to  plow! 

Johnnie  and  his  master  went  on  the  hill  to  plow; 

Said  Johnnie  to  his  master,  "I’ll  measure  with  you  now! 

So  they  measured  around  and  they  measured  about! 

So  they  measured  around  and  they  measured  about; 

And  Johnnie  had  him  beat  six  inches  on  the  spout t 

Now,  there  lived  a  little  girl  just  a  little  out  of  town! 

Now,  there  lived  a  little  girl  just  a  little  out  of  town. 

And  she  liked  Johnnie  better  than  any  guy  around! 

He  picked  her  up  gently  and  laid  her  on  the  grass! 

He  picked  her  up  gently  and  laid  her  on  the  grass. 

And  rolled  her  over  onto  her  ass! 

Now,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begin! 

Now,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begin. 

For  it  hurts  just  a  little  when  you  first  put  it  in! 

Now,  go  a  little  faster,  and  don’t  be  so  slow! 

Now,  go  a  little  faster,  and  don’t  be  so  slow; 

For  it  don’t  hurt  now  like  it  did  awhile  ago! 

n0h,  I  wish  it  was  longer  and  half  as  big  again! 

Oh,  I  wish  it  was  longer  and  half  as  big  again. 

And  I  had  a  bull’s  ass  to  help  push  it  in! 

Oh,  now  my  song  is  ended!  I’ll  sing  you  no  more! 

Oh,  now  my  song  is  ended!  I’ll  sing  you  no  more! 

There’s  an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have  the  core! 

^•Repeat  in  each  verse  in  same  order. 


THE  BONNY  BROWN  HARE 
(From  Bobby  Grant  of  Eden) 

One  morning  in  April, 

At  the  dawn  of  the  day, 

With  my  gun  on  my  shoulder, 

To  the  woods  I  did  stray, 

I  met  a  fair  maiden, 

Whose  cheeks  were  of  rase, 

Whose  hair  hung  in  ringlets. 

And  whose  eyes  black  as  coal, 

I  asked  the  fair  maiden, 

’•Oh,  maiden  so  fair. 

Could  you  tell  me,  oh,  where,  oh,  where 
Could  I  find  the  brown  hare?” 

She  answered  me  slowly; 

She  answered  me  low; 

’’Beneath  my  white  petty 
The  brown  hair  doth  growl” 

I  laid  her  down  gently 
Beneath  the  shade  of  a  tree. 

And  I  cocked  my  big  rifle 
Above  her  white  kneel 

She  swooned  and  she  fainted; 

Her  color  all  fled. 

I  stooped  and  I  kissed  her. 

For  I  thought  she  were  dead. 

Then  she  opened  her  eyes 
Gently  and  said; 

”Your  aim  is  so  true,  Sir, 

Your  bullets  so  fair — 

Won’t  you  fire  once  more 
At  my  bonny  brown  hair?” 

”0h,  no,  my  fair  maiden; 

My  powder  is  spent, 

My  bullets  are  gone. 

And  my  ramrod  is  bent; 

And  I  cannot  fire  on l 

’’But  meet  me  tomorrow 
Beneath  the  shade  of  the  tree. 

And  if  the  weather  proves  fair. 

I’ll  fire  once  more, 

At  your  bonny  brown  hair l” 

(Probably  an  imperfect  version.) 


THE  DENVER  HOME 

.  (Terrell  Lish  and  Alden  Blasdell) 

The  very  first  time  I  was  in  Denver, 

The  very  first  time  I  was  away  fromhome, 

I  thought  Ifd  take  a  stroll  down  yonder; 

So  I  strolled  into  the  Denver  Home. 

The  minute  I  walked  through  the  doorway, 

A  big  fat  whore  stepped  up  to  me; 

"A  dollar  and  a  half  for  the  first  few  punches V* 
And  she  slapped  her  ass  upon  my  kneel 

A  dollar  and  a  half  was  her  proposition; 

A  dollar  and  a  half,  and  I  pay  no  more; 

And  she  parked  her  ass  upon  my  knee. 

And  I  felt  like  falling  through  the  floor l 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  doing; 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

I  went  to  all  the  balls  and  dances,'"' 

And  threw  my  money  all  about. 

The  pimps  and  whores  came  crowding  round  me; 
There  must  have  been  a  hundred  and  two 
They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  and  silver; 

They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  watch,  too. 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  doing; 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

But  when  they  stole  my  gold  and  silver. 

Then  bloody  murder  I  cried  outl 

Then  all  the  whores  came  crowding  round  me 
(I  thought  there  were  a  million  or  more). 

And  you*d  shit  your  pants  and  die  a-laughing. 

To  see  my  ass  sha  g  out  the  doorl 


*1  stepped  to  all  the  balls  and  dances, 

"■^There  seemed  like  a  hundred  and  thirty  two — 


YIPPIE-YAY 

(Versions  of  "Chisholm  Trail”) 

A 

(Phenoi  Des champs) 

Saddled  old  Bollie  and  started  for  the  herd; 

He  threw  me  off  in  a  fresh  cow-tirdt 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yqy 

I  was  coming  down  the  mountain  by  the  old  cow-trail. 

With  my  pecker  in  my  hand  and  a  heifer  by  the  tail! 

Chorus 

I  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  threw  her  in  the  grass. 

And  showed  her  the  wiggle  of  a  cowboyTs  asst 

Chorus 

I  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  threw  her  in  the  grass. 

And  pumped  salvation  up  her  dirty  rotten  asst 

Chorus 

I  jumped  in  a  wagon,  and  I  gave  a  big  yell; 

The  team  ran  away  and  broke  it  all  to  hell l 

Chorus 

Last  time  I  saw  the  boss — I  haven*t  seen  him  since — 

He  was  screwing  a  cow  through  a  barb-wire  fence t 

Chorus 

And  now  my  song  is  ended— —I  can  sing  you  no  more; 

There* s  an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have  the  core 

Chorus 


B 

(Ben  Inf anger) 


Way  up  north  among  the  bear  and  lion; 

Come  down  south  a  -shittin*  and  a  flyin’t 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 
Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yayl 


Feet  in  the  stirrups  and  my  butt  in  the  saddle, * 
A-singinf  all  day  to  your  damned  old  cattle t 

Chorus 


I  went  to  the  boss  to  draw  my  roll. 

To  go  down  south  and  find  a  shady  knoll t 

Chorus 


The  boss  come  out  with  a  gun  in  his  hand, 
say  in  ,  ."Get  to  work  and  be  God  damnedt" 
Chorus 


Th^l«LhwPPedv0n  the  sta§e>  1  Gave  a  little  ye] 
me  lead  bars  broke,  and  the  leaders  went  to  hellt 

Chorus 

A-sineinT^a?! and  my  ass  in  the  saddle; 

all  day  to  your  shitty  assed  cattle  t 


HI  EEO  DANDY  Ot 
A 

(Larry  Martin) 

As  I  was  going  down  the  street. 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 

Two  whores  I  chanced  to  meet. 

Hi  reo  dandy  Ot 

One  called  me  "stud,”  and  I  called  her  ’’Mare,” 
Hi  reo  dandy  Ot 

I  fucked  the  one  with  the  little  brown  hair. 

Hi  reo  dandy  Ot 

All  the  next  nine  days  to  the  Doc  I  went. 

To  get  my  cock  sucked  out  at  the  endt 

In  came  a  nurse  with  an  old  greasy  rag; 

She  washed  my  cock  and  squeezed  my  bagt 

In  came  a  doctor  with  a  knife  and  block; 

At  one  whack  off  came  my  cockt 

All  the  next  two  weeks  I  spent  in  bed. 

With  a  stub  of  a  cock  without  any  head! 

It*s  all  over  now — wish  I  had  it  to  do  again t 
A  nine-inch  cock  and  a  head  as  big  againt 

Come,  all  you  young  men,  take  warning  by  me; 
Never  fuck  the  first  whore  you  seel 

B 

(Ben  Infanger) 

As  I  was  going  down  the  street. 

Two  pretty  maidens  I  chanced  to  meetl 

One  was  fair,  very  fair; 

She  called  me  "stud,"  and  I  called  her  ”maretn 

^he  other  was  dark,  with  curly  locks; 

She  gave  me  the  clap,  and  I  gave  her  the  cockl 

Now,  before  the  doctor  I  did  stand. 

My  rotten  pecker  in  my  hand! 

He  had  a  hatchet  and  a  block; 

With  one  whack  he  cut  off  my  cockt 

And  now  that  I*m  well  and  free  from  pain, 

1*11  go  back  to  the  stump  and  try  it  again! 


DOWN  IN  THE  LEHI  VALLEY 
(Jack  Harkness) 

Now,  don’t  get  sore.  Stranger t 
1*11  never  shit  in  your  hat l 
I’ve  got  a  sad,  sad  story. 

And  a  long  one  at  that. 

Iti  was  down  in  the  Lehi  Valley; 

Me  and  my  pardner,  Lou, 

We  had  a  ranch,  a  dandy — 

Paid  us  better  than  forty-two. 

We  were  happy  down  in  the  valley. 

Me  and  my  pardner,  Lou, 

Till  along  came  a  girl  names  Sally — 

But  we  called  her  Sue. 

She  had  an  ass  like  a  country  shithouse, 
And  her  cunt  was  full  of  fire; 

I  had  a  full  six  inches. 

And  I  couldn’t  half  supply  her. 

Along  came  a  Texas  ranger 
With  a  prick  nine  inches  long; 

He  stuck  it  into  Sally, 

And  he  carried  her  right  along. 

So  roll  me  another  pill,  Bill, 

And  I’ll  be  on  my  way; 

I’ll  catch  that  runt  that  stole  my  cunt 
If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Day l 

B 

(Alden  Blaisdell) 

It  was  down  in  the  Lehi  Valley 
Where  me  and  my  brother,  Lou, 

We  met  a  girl  from  the  whorehouse. 

And  a  damned  fast  one,  tool 

Her  ass  was  like  a  goldmine; 

Her  cunt  was  hot  as  fire; 

My  eight-and-a-half  inches 
Couldn’t  half  supply  herl 

Along  came  a  soldier  boy 
With  a  cok  ten  inches  long; 

He  f - ed  my  girl  from  the  whorehouse. 

And  took  her  right  along l 

So  roll  me  another  pill.  Bill, 

And  I’ll  be  on  my  way 

$o  hunt  the  runt  that  stole  my  cunt. 

If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Dayl 


31 


THE  ONE-EYED  RILEY 
A 

(Lester  Bush) 

We  were  sitting  around  old  Riley* s  campfire  one  night. 
Telling  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

When  a  thought  came  suddenly  into  my  mind. 

Of  how  I*d  like  to  shag  his  daughter! 

Chorus 

Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all; 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley! 

That  night  when  she  had  gone  to  her  hayloft. 

Where  she  slept  among  the  straw  and  clover, 

I  crawled  into  the  hay  beside  her. 

And  shagged  and  shagged  till  the  fun  was  over! 

Chorus 

I  heard  two  footsteps  on  the  stairs. 

And  who  should  it  be  but  her  damned  old  father; 

He  had  two  pistols  in  his  hands. 

And  was  looking  for  the  guy  that  shagged  his  daughter! 

Chorus 

I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  balls. 

And  shoved  them  in  a  pail  of  water; 

And  I  shoved  them  pistols  up  his  ass 
A  damned  sight  farther  than  I  shagged  his  daughter! 

Chorus 


B 

(Virgil  Jolley) 

As  I  was  walking  down  the  street, 

I  met  the  parson* s  daughter; 

The  very  first  thought  came  into  my  mind. 

That  I  could  finger  her  hind  quarter! 

Chorus 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  ho-re-Riley; 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley! 

As  soon  as  we  had  gone  to  bed. 

Who  shodd  come  in  but  her  damned  old  mother; 

I  was  shagging  away  with  all  my  might. 

When  she  spatted  my  ass  and  drove  it  in  farther! 

Chorus 

Then  with  two  pistols  in  his  hand, 

Who  should  come  in  but  her  damned  old  father, 

I  shoved  both  pistols  up  his  ass, 

Arid  slapped  his  wife,  and  shagged  his  daughter! 

Chorus 


( cont  next  page ) 


THE  ONE-EYED  RILEY 


B  (cont’d) 

Oh,  then  I  went  out  on  the  porch. 

And  shook  my  prick  at  old  dog  Towser; 

It  scared  the  fool  damned  near  to  death. 

And  he  turned  histail  and  ran  for  covert 

Chorus 

I’m  the  best  damned  man  was  ever  bom. 

And  never  a  maiden  could  resist  me; 

My  cock  and  balls  weigh  thirty  pounds. 

And  Pm  known  as  the  dangerous  one-eyed  Riley  V* 

Chorus 

*And  I’m  known  as  the  wonderful  one-eyed  Rileyt 


C 

(Harold  Rothstein) 

As  I  was  sitting  in  O’Reilly’s  tavern. 

Listening  to  his  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

There  came  a  thought  into  my  mind, 

That  I  should  shag  O’Reilly’s  daughter t 

Chorus 

Tiddle-eye-ee,  tiddle-eye-ee,  tiddle-eye-ee  for  the 
one -boll  ’Reilly; 

Rigga-dig-dig,  bolls  and  all,  rubba-dub-dub,  shag  on 

I  grabbed  that  old. witch  by  the  tit. 

And  threw  my  left  leg  up  and  over; 

Shagged  and  shagged,  and  I  shagged  some  more, 

Shagged  until  the  fun  was  over! 

Chorus 

There  came  a  knock  upon  my  door. 

And  who  should  it  be  but  her  goddam  father. 

Two  horse-pistols  in  his  hand. 

Looking  for  the  guy  sho  shagged  his  daughter t 

Chorus 

I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  bolls 
And  shoved  them  in  a  pail  of  water; 

I  shoved  those  pistols  up  his  ass 

Damned  sight  farther  than  I  shagged  his  daughtert 


Chorus 


OLD  AUHT  SALLIE 


One  dark  night  when  the  neighbors  were  in  bed, 

Old  Aunt  Sallie  sseaked  out  into  the  shed; 

Her  beau  pushed  her  over  among  the  straw  and  said: 
"There’ll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  tonight l" 

The  first  three  months  she  liked  it  very  well; 

The  second  three  months  her  belly  began  to  swell; 
The  third  three  months,  and  her  kid  began  to  yell: 
"There’ll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  tonight l" 


RING  DANG  DOO 


Z1 


A 

(Larry  Martin) 

Ring  dang  doo — what  is  that, 

All  black  and  hairy  like  a  pussycat? 

Got  hair  all  around,  and  split  in  two: 

That  is  what  we  call  a  ring  dang  doot 

A  black-eyed  maiden,  pretty  and  stout. 

Moved  into  town  and  hung  her  shingle  out: 
nCome,  all  you  men,  come  one,  come  two. 

And  take  a  crack  at  my  ring  dang  dool" 

I  read  the  sign  and  decided  to  try, 

To  see  if  I  could  qualify; 

For  she  liked  them  long  and  powerful  too. 

When  they  came  for  a  crack  at  her  ring  dang  dool 

She  took  me  down  to  her  house; 

We  slipped  in  like  a  little  mouse; 

We  barred  the  doors,  and  the  windows  too, 

That  I  might  play  with  her  ring  dang  doot 

She  took  me  down  to  her  cellar; 

She  called  me  a  damned  nice  feller; 

She  gave  me  win#,  and  whiskey  too. 

That  I  might  play  with  her  ring  dang  dool 

The  ring  dang  doo  is  a  wonder ful  thing; 

The  poor  man  gets  it,  as  well  as  the  king; 

All  black  and  hairy,  split  in  two — 

That  is  the  way  with  a  ring  dang  dool 

The  ring  dang  doo  is  a  curious  thing; 

It  suits  the  poor  as  well  as  the  king; 

From  sixteen  up  to  seventy  two. 

They  all  try  a  rattle  at  the  ring  dang  dool 


RING  DANG  DOO 
B 


(George  Goodnough) 

Down  on  the  farm. 

Where  I  met  Sue, 

I  used  to  play  with 
Her  ring  dang  dool 

She  moved-  to  town 
And  became  a  whore; 

And  she  painted  a  sign  and 
Put  above  her  door l 

"Come,  all  you  young. 

And  you  old  ones  too — 
Come,  take  a  pop  at 
My  ring  dang  dool" 

I  took  one  pop 
At  her  ring  dang  doo, 

And  that  is  why 
I  sing  to  you! 

My  cock  has  rotted 
Through  and  through 
Since  I  took  that  pop  at 
Her  ring  dang  dool 


RING  DANG  DOO  ZL 

C  ° 

(Phenoi  Des champs) 

Down  on  the  farm. 

Where  I  met  Sue, 

I  used  to  play  with 
Her  ring  dang  doot 

Her  father  came. 

And  her  mother,  too. 

And  caught  me  playing 
With  her  ring  dang  doot 

"Oh,  Mother,  oh.  Mother, 

Ifm  not  to  blame t 
When  you  were  young. 

You  did  the  samel 

You  left  your  home 
And  your  country,  too, 

And  followed  Dad 

With  your  ring  dang  doot1’ 

"Oh,  Father,  oh.  Father, 

I*  m  not  to  blame t 
When  you  were  young. 

You  did  the  samel 

You  left  your  home 
And  your  country,  too. 

To  diddle  Maw 

And  her  ring  dang  doot" 

"Oh,  Daughter,  oh.  Daughter, 

For  shame,  for  shame l 
When  you  are  old. 

You1 11  regret  the  samel 

But  since  youf£@  a  whore, 

And  a  good  one,  too, 

Make  him  pay  two  bucks  for 
Your  ring  dang  dool" 


THE  DAMMED  LITTLE  RUNT 
A 

(Leonard  Madsen) 

Oh,  the  damned  little  runt 

With  the  sunburnt  cunt 

And  an  ass  as  black  as  charcoal. 

She  can  skin  your  prick 
So  God  damned  quick 

That  the  spafcks  fly  out  of  your  ass  hole! 

Her  cheeks  are  pink 
Like  a  rooster’  s  dink. 

Her  lips  are  a  henshit  brown; 

Her  tits  hang  loose 
Like  the  balls  on  a  goose. 

And  her  ass  hole  drags  the  groundl* 

-”~Ahd  her  ass,  it  drags  the  ground* 

B 

(Larry  Martin) 

I  knew  it  was  her 

dBy  the  stockings  she  wore. 

Her  build,  and  the  color  of  her  hair; 

Her  nose  turned  up 
Like  the  handle  of  a  cup; 

She  was  pretty,  but  the  freckles  were  there* 

She’s  known  as  a  sport 
Of  the  paint  and  powder  sort; 

SheTs  always  got  a  hale  and  hearty  laugh; 
Once  a  year  when  it*  s  hot. 

Whether  she  needs  it  or  not, 

She  strips  to  tie  hide  and  takes  a  batht 

Her  tits  are  as  loose 
As  the  balls  on  a  goose. 

And  her  ass  it  wiggles  all  around;-* 

Her  lips  are  as  pink 

As  a  Leghorn  rooster’s  dink 

And  her  eyes  are  a  henshit  brown. 

She’s  one  of  those  whores 
You  diddle  out  of  doors. 

In  the  stockyards  or  down  in  the  weeds; 

So,  boys,  here’s  your  chance 
To  get  some  gooey  in  your  pants. 

For  it’s  damned  little  teasing  she  needs* 

-*And  her  ass  it  wobbles  all  around; 


COUSIN  NELLIE 
(Jack  Harkness) 

I  met  my  Cousin  Nellie 

In  the  shade  of  the  linden  tree; 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly. 

And  her  hair  waved  in  the  breeze. 

It  was  great  to  sit  beside  her 
With  the  cooling  shade  above; 

She  whispered,  "Cousin  Harry, 

Please  show  me  how  to  love t n 

I  tore  her  silken  wrapper 
Off  her  throbbing  breasts; 

And  to  warm  her  cooling  passions, 
Those  big  red  lips  I  pressed. 

I  took  my  hand  so  gently 

And  reached  between  her  thighs; 

And  I  found  the  cool  sweet  spot 
Where  true  love  lies. 

I  took  my  prong  so  gently. 

And  I  placed  it  in  her  hand; 

She  steered  it  straight  to  heaven — 
She  needed  no  command. 

Now  scarcely  a  day  goes  by 
But  Nellie  comes  to  me 
And  settles  down  beside  me 
In  the  shade  of  the  linden  treet 

B 

(Phenoi  Deschamps) 

I  often  sat  with  Nellie 
In  the  shade  of  the  linden  trees; 
Her  hair  was  combed  down  smoothly 
And  waved  gently  in  the  breeze. 

I  often  sat  with  Nellie 

When  the  skies  were  blue  above; 

Often  she  would  whisper, 

"Please  teach  me  how  to  lovet" 

Then  lying  down  beside  her. 

Put  my  hand  between  her  thighs; 

I  reached  that  cool  and  shady  spot 
Where  true  love  often  lies. 

Then  climbing  on  my  Nellie, 

I  gave  her  one  big  shove; 

And  then  she  whispered  to  me, 

"My  God,  that  must  be  lovet" 


LULU 

(Composite  from  Several) 

Oh,  Lulu  went  out  hunting. 

To  kill  herself  a  duck; 

But  along  came  a  farmer. 

And  he  asked  her  for  a  fuckt 

Chorus 

Oh,  bang  away  at  Lulu, 

Bang  her  good  and  long; 

What  you  going  to  do  for  your  banging 
When  Lulu’s  dead  and  gone? 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

It  was  born  at  four  o’  clock; 

It  wasn’t  like  most  other  boys — 

It  didn’t  have  a  cockt 

Chorus 

(Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  had  him  by  a  rock; 

She  couldn’t  name  him  Lulu 
Because  he  had  a  cockl) 

Chorus 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

He  was  born  on  a  rainy  day; 

She  stopped  his  ass  with  Denver  mud 
And  called  him  Henry  Clayt 

Chorus 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  called  him  little  Jim; 

She  threw  him  in  the  pis spot 
To  teach  him  how  to  swimt 

Chorus 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  use  vaseline; 
The  poor  girls  they  use  lard; 

But  Lulu  uses  wagon-dope. 

And  she  bangs  it  twice  as  hard! 

Chorus 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  wear  diamonds; 
The  poor  girls  they  wear  glass; 

But  the  only  ring  that  Lulu  wears 
Is  a  ring  around  her  as si 

Chorus 


TUMBLE  LINN 
(Mrs.  Frank  Grant) 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn 
Had  no  breeches  to  wear; 

He  bought  him  a  sheepskin 
And  made  him  a  pair: 

The  fleshy  side  out. 

And  the  wooly  side  in; 

”It  tickles  my  bollicks!" 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn 
Had  an  old  gray  raare; 

She  served  for  a  wife 
For  many  a  year. 

But  she  got  too  old. 

And  he  had  to  give  in: 
”SheTll  do  to  go  courting! !I 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Tumble  Lynn  stopped 
At  the  Dutchmans  hall; 

And  off  he  jumped 
Among  them  all; 

”You  fool!”  they  cried, 

”Why  did  you  come  in?” 

”Ive  come  a-courting!” 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

”Which  of  my  daughters 
Do  you  love  best? 

Take  your  pick. 

And  leave  the  rest!” 

”0h,  some  for  beauty. 

And  some  for  sin! 

I* 11  take  them  all!" 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  his  mother. 
They  all  slept 
In  one  bed  together; 

The  night  was  cold. 

And  the  blankets  were  thin: 
”1*11  sleep  double-decker tu 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  his  mother. 
They  all  went  out 
To  the  shit house  together; 
Some  shit  thick, 
dnd  some  shit  thin: 
nIt*ll  answer  for  soup!” 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 


u  ^ 


COLUMBO 
(Larry  Martin) 


Columbo  went  in  haste  to  the  queen 
And  asked  her  for  her  cargo; 

He  said,  "Pm  a  lying  son-of-a-bitch 
If  I  don’t  bring  back  Chicago!” 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights 
He  sailed  the  broad  Atlantic; 

Colunibo  knew  if  he  didn’t  screw 
He  surely  would  go  frantic! 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  cat; 

He  kept  it  in  his  cabin; 

He  rubbed  its  ass  with  axle-grease. 

And  started  in  a-jabbin’ . 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  mate — 

He  loved  him  like  a  brother; 

And  every  night  at  ten  o’clock 
They  sucked  off  one  another! 

A  one-eyed  maid  appeared  on  deck — 

Columbo  he  pursued  her; 

The  white  of  an  egg  rolled  down  her  leg — 
The  son-of-a-bitch  had  screwed  her! 

An  Indian  maid  appeared  on  shore — 

In  fact,  she  was  a  beauty; 

Columbo  said  to  all  his  men: 

”Come  on,  we’ll  have  a  little  booty!” 

Then  every  man  went  overboard. 

Shedding  coats  and  collars; 

And  in  ten  minutes  by  the  clock. 

She  had  earned  $10,000.* 

Columbo  went  in  haste  to  the  queen. 
Because  it  was  his  duty; 

He  gave  her  only  a  dose  of  claps — 

He  brought  no  other  booty! 

They  threw  him  in  a  stinking  jail. 

And  left  him  there  to  grumble; 

A  ball  and  chain  tied  to  his  balls — ■** 

Sb  ended  poor  Columbo! 


*She  had  $10,000! 

**A  log-chain  tied  to  his  cock  and  balls — 


THE  LITTLE  MARINE 
(A  Version  of  "Parle z  Vous") 


Oh,  Mademoiselle  of  Armentier, 

Parle z  vous; 

Oh,  Mademoiselle  of  Armentiers, 

Parle z  vous; 

Oh,  Mademoiselle  of  Armentiers, 

She  hadn’t  been  fucked  for  forty  years! 
Hinkey  dinkey!  Parle z  vous! 

Oh,  Madam,  have  you  a  daughter  fair. 

With  maiden  tits  and  golden  hair? 

Oh,  yes,  I  have  a  daughter  fair. 

With  maiden  tits  and  golden  hair! 

Up  the  stairs  and  into  bed, 

That*  s  where  I  broker  her  maidenhead! 

The  first  three  nights  all  went  well. 

And  then  my  pecker  began  to  swell! 

The  first  three  months  all  went  well. 

And  then  her  belly  began  to  swell! 

Nine  months  were  up:  she  gave  a  grunt; 

The  Little  Marine  came  out  of  her  cunt! 

The  Little  Marine  he  grew  to  be  gib; 

His  grandmother  caught  him  frigging  a  pig! 

The  Little  Marine  he  grew  and  grew. 

And  now  he’s  fucking  the  women  too! 

The  Little  Marine  he  went  to  France 
To  make  the  Germans  kiss  his  ass!  * 

The  generals  stay  behind  the  lines. 

And  fuck  the  women  and  drink  the  wines! 

The  Little  Marine  he  lay  in  a  trench. 
Screwing  hisnuts  with  a  monkey-wrench! 

The  Little  Marine  went  over  the  top. 

To  make  the  Kaiser  suck  his  cock! 

The  Little  Marine  he  went  to  hell. 

And  he  told  the  Devil  to  jump  in  the  well! 


*To  make  the  Germans  shit  their  pants! 


BARNACLE  BILL 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 


"Whofs  a-kno eking  at  my  door?” 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 

"Only  me  from  over  the  seat" 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"1*11  be  dawn  to  let  you  ini" 

Said  the  little  fair  maiden; 

"Hake  up  a  bed  for  twot" 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"You  may  lie  between  my  legst" 

Said  the  little  fair  maiden. 

"Just  what  I  intended  to  dot" 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"What  if  the  sheriff  comes  in?" 

Asked  the  little  fair  maiden; 

"Rape  the  damned  old  foolt" 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

'What»s  that  trickling  down  my  leg?” 
Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 

"It's  only  a  gob  from  off  my  knobt" 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

'What  if  a  baby  should  be  born?" 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 

"Hang  the  bastard  around  your  neckt" 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

'When  do  you  plan  to  come  again?" 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 

"Never,  no  more,  you  damned  old  whore t" 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 


THE  JAILER* S  SONG 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 


In  my  prison  cell  I  sit. 

With  my  fingers  dipped  in  shit. 

While  the  mice  shoot  craps  upon  the  floor l 
If  you  want  to  hear  them  fart. 

You  just  spread  their  legs  apart. 

And  they* 11  blow  you  through  the  keyhole 
in  the  door! 

In  the  prison  cell  I  sit. 

With  my  shirt-tail  soaked  with  shit. 

And  my  balls  a-hanging  loose  upon  the  floor t 
And  the  women,  as  they  pass. 

Shoot  peanuts  at  my  asst 
I  don*t  wanna  go  to  prison  any  moret 


THE  LITTLE  TINKER 
(Phenol  Deschamps,  Malad) 


Oh,  there  was  a  little  tinker. 

And  he  came  from  France; 

He  came  to  America 
To  fiddle,  f -  and  dance — 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
Hanging  to  his  kneest 

The  ship  that  he  came  over  on, 

The  women  were  but  few; 

So  first  he  f - ed  the  captain, 

And  then  he  f - ed  the  crew — 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  kneewt 

The  little  tinker  died. 

And  he  went  to  hell; 

He  swore  heT  d  f - the  Devil 

If  he  didnTt  treat  him  wellt 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  kneest 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Devil; 

God  bless  your  soult 
Let  me  exercise  my  pecker 
In  your  hairy  ass  holet" 

With  my  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  my  kneest 

Then  all  the  little  devils 
Went  shouting  through  the  hall: 

’We’d  better  get  him  out  of  here 
Before  he  f - s  us  allt" 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  kneest 


A  STOVEPIPE  EPISODE 
(Secured  from  Roscoe  Colton 
at  Kalad,  July  28,  1932) 


A  tramp  once  by  a  window  passed; 

He  heard  a  maiden*  s  voice  speak  fast 
To  a  man;  the  things  she  said 
Seemed  rather  dirty — so  he  stayed. 

trDon*t  push  so  hardl"  she  said  tohim; 

MDon*t  jab  around  that  wayl 
Get  them  together,  then 
Push  easy  when  I  sayl 

There,  it  is  out  again;  it  slipped — 

It  doesn*t  fit  just  right. 

You  see,  if  the  thing  goes  in  straight. 

It  will  fit  quite  snug  and  tight. 

But  the  end  seems  a  bit  too  large;  perhaps 
The  hole  is  a  little  small. 

But  if  you  push  the  thing  like  that. 

It  won*t  go  in  at  allt 

How,  let  me  fix  them  right  this  time. 

When  I  say,  *Easyt*  now,  you  press. 

Be  careful,  or  it *11  slip  again 
And  make  an  awful  mess.” 

The  tramp  could  stand  the  strain  no  longer; 
So  to  get  a  peep  he  strove. 

He  saw  a  maiden  and  her  father 
Putting  stovepipe  on  the  stove l 


SALLY  IN  THE  GARDEN 
(Carl  Ilium) 

Oh,  Sally  went  out  to  the  garden 
To  pick  some  sparrow-grass; 

A  bumblebee  it  came  along 
And  stung  her  on  the  assl 
Do  take  care  of  the  bfees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 

They* 11  be  sure  to  leave  a  stingl 


They  sent  for  the  doctor. 

And  the  doctor  came  at  last; 

The  only  thing  that  he  could  find 
Was  a  hold  in  Sally*  s  assl  * 

Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 
They’ll  be  sure  to  leave  a  stingl 


The  doctor  made  a  plaster 
Out  of  apple-sass; 

That  night  when  Sally  went  to  bed 
They  slapped  it  on  her  assl 
Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 
They’ll  be  sure  to  leave  a  stingl 


-"-Was  a  bee  sting  on  her  assl 


51 


JOHN  TAYLOR 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 


My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

Jfy  balls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 

If  you  see  any  ladies 
Who  want  to  have  babies, 

Just  tell  them  John  Taylor* s  in  townt 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

My  balls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 

1*11  catch  Mrs.  Hammer 

And  f - her,  God  damn  her. 

And  pin  her  old  ass  to  the  groundl 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

My  balls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 

I  say,  in  beginning. 

Look  out  for  your  women, 

When  they  hear  that  John  Taylor* s  in  townt 


PAIN  AND  SORROW 
(Nello  Deschamps) 


Beside  a  babbling  brook, 

A  shady  nook, 

A  girl  all  dressed  in  yellow; 
Two  ruby  lips. 

Two  snow-white  tits - 

Boy,  what  a  lucky  fellow! 

Nine  days  went  by; 

He  heaved  a  sigh 
Of  awful  pain  and  sorroxf; 

Two  spots  of  pink 
Were  on  his  dink. 

And  there1 11  be  more  tomorrow! 

Nine  months  went  by; 

She  heaved  a  sigh 
Of  awful  pain  and  sorrow; 

Two  little  mutts 
Up  in  her  guts, 

And  they*  11  be  out  tomorrow! 


TWO  TOMCATS 
(Bobby  Grant) 


I  dreamed  last  night  and  the  night  before 
That  two  old  tomcats  came  knocking  at  the  door 
I  went  down  stairs  tolet  them  in. 

And  they  knocked  me  down  with  a  rolling  pin; 
The  rolling  pin  was  made  of  brass; 

They  turned  me  up  and  spanked  my  ass! 

I  went  up  stairs  to  go  to  bed. 

And  I  fell  in  the  piss-pot  on  my  head; 

I  couldntt  swim,  and  I  couldnTt  float. 

And  a  big  fat  tLrd  slipped  down  my  throat; 

I  went  down  stairs  to  dry  my  sock. 

And  I  fell  in  the  fire  and  burned  my  cock; 

So  I  p4id  two  whores  a  penny  apiece 
To  paint  my  cock  with  axle  grease! 


BYE  BYE,  BOY  FRIEND 
(Nello  Des champs) 


Pack  up  all  my  underwear — 

I  don’t  care,  anywhereX 
Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend! 

He  taught  me  how  to  dance  and  sing; 

He  taught  me  how  to  shake  his  think! 

Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend! 

He  took  me  to  his  cottage  in  the  wildwood. 
And  there  he  took  advantage  of  my  childhood! 
He  went  once,  and  I  went  twice! 

Holy  jumping  Jesus  Christ! 

Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend! 


DICKEY  AND  MURPjjgy 
(Benj  Edwards) 

Dickey  and  Murphey  were  playing  in  the  ditch. 

When  Dickey  called  Murphey  a  dirty  son-of-a-  - 

Bring  all  your  children  and  let  them  play  with  sticks, 

Or  when  they  grow  older  they’ll  play  with  their  - 

Dickey  and  Murphey  had  a  little  doggie; 

They  lent  him  to  a  lady  to  keep  her  company; 

She  led  him  and  fed  him,  until  one  day  on  a  hunt. 

He  played  all  around  her  petticoats  and  - 

Country  lass  a-sitting  on  the  grass; 

A  fence-post  fell  over  and  ran  a  sliver  up  her  - 

Ask  me  no  questions  and  I’ll  tell  you  no  lies; 

And  if  I  finish  this  I  hope  I  die 
And  go  to  - 

Hello,  Central,  how’s  your  brownie  hair? 

And  if  you  have  no  whiskey,  I’ll  have  to  drink  your  beer  l 


THE  OLD  APPLE  TREE 
(An  Apple  Tree) 

(Larry  Martin) 


In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree. 
Through  a  hole  in  her  pants  I  could  see 
A  little  black  spot; 

She  called  it  her  t!Twat,n 
But  it  looked  like  her  ass  hole  to  me l 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree, 

I  got  what  was  coming  to  me: 

In  the  tall  green  grass 
I  got  some  fine  ass 

From  the  girl  that  was  so  loving  to  met 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree. 

She  handed  a  package  to  me: 

A  dose  of  the  claps. 

The  shankers  perhaps. 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  treet 


THE  SHEEPHERDER 
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A 

(Ivan  Peterson) 


A  sheepherder  lying  upon  the  grass 
Was  peacefully  resting  his  weary  ass. 

A  ewe  came  up  and  licked  his  balls 
Through  a  little  hole  in  his  overalls. 

The  sheepherder  woke  from  out  his  sleep 

In  time  to  catch  and  f -  that  sheept 

A  magpie  sitting  in  a  tree  nearby 
Watched  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 
Then  what  should  appear  but  an  angry  buck. 

Cheated  out  of  his  last  good  f - t 

He  rammed  so  hard  that  the  sheepherder’ s  nuts 
Got  tangled  up  in  the  old  ewe’s  guts. 

And  when  that  ewe  has  lambs  next  year. 

His  balls  will  be  hanging  out  of  their  ears! 


B 

(Larry  Martin) 


A  sheepherder  lay  in  the  tall  green  grass. 

His  faithful  dog  close  by  his  ass. 

A  magpie  sat  in  a  tree  nearby. 

Watching  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye . 
The  sheepherder  he  awoke 

And  started  f - ing  his  nanny-goat. 

The  nanny-goat  bled,  and  the  sheepherder  quit; 
The  dog  jacked  off,  and  the  magpie  shit l 


BARNYARD  FOLKLORE  OF  SOUTHEASTERN  IDAHO 


Compiled  by 
J.  Kenneth  Larson 


A  collection  of  vulgar  versos,  jokes,  and 
popular  .ballads,  all  of  them  unprintable, 
obtained  by  word-of-mouth  from  those  who 
entertained  by  them( mostly  farmers,  lab¬ 
orers,  and  students),  in  Mai ad.  Me Gammon, 
Moscow,  Pocatello,  Twin  Falls,  and  Idaho 
Falls,  old  localities  in  Southeastern  Ida¬ 
ho,  (and  a  for/  from  Salt  Lake  City),  dur¬ 
ing  the  years  from  1920  to  1952.  The  vir¬ 
tue  of  this  material  lies  not  in  its  snow- 
white  purity  but  in  its  uninhibited  frank¬ 
ness*  It  is  not  Sunday  school  test,  but, 
rather,  the  basis  for  a  highly  scientific 
look  into  the  workings  of  the  "human  mind, 
in  dealing  with  the  sexual  impulses  that- 
are  dammed  up  (threat  of  religious  damna¬ 
tion!)  by  .the  narrow,  frustrating  mores  of 
our  civilisation. 


168  L  St. 

Salt  Lake  City,  3?  Utah 
November  11,  1§52 


Viator  luge*  wArf ot #  in  the  wjtsi  ©f  |g&  JH$r 

erables .  tails  us  that  nothin*  ■which  exist®  is  unworthy  of 
m aoyv  law#  as  any  reader  of  Hugo  is  mmro,  "Argot  *  la  the 
harsh#  cruel  bastard  long mm  of 'hardened  Paris  criminals, 
dmleool  by  them  for  greater  oca#  la  talking  owr  tfecir  all* 
lainous  plena  without  dot  action#-  la  this  hook#  thou#  not 
condoning  the  filthy  language  of  the  ufedcrworld#  Hugo  turns  a 
scientific  eye  on  this  form  of  encash  and  trios  to  tail  us 
ho®1  end  why  it  originated# 

My  purpose  Is  similar  in  tasking  the  present  collection 
of  vulgar  verses#  stories#  and  ballads*  (I  would  fe©  a  liar# 
of  ©oar®#.  If  l  protended  that  I  did  not#  at  the  sea©  tiins# 
get  an  intense  satisfaction  out  of  the  work#  $mt  for  th# 
sake  of  the  si&^eet-mtter  itself*  for  it  did#  unguestlon- 
ably#  serve  as  a  release  fear  repressed  and  Inhibited  biologi¬ 
cal  needs#  is  ay  oat®#  Just  as  is  all  other#*  that#  certain- 
1  y#  is  the  very  reason  far  Its  existence! )  I  have  used  no 
other  source  than  that  of  oral  tradition#  by  which  all  folk 
literature  is  necessarily  scoured*  I  have  scorned  drawing 
m  th©  mtered-down  torsion®  currently  in  print.  And  1  oca 
hardly  make  th©  claim  that  all  the  sours  In  *-h©  collectl on 
&r©  true  ballad®  is  the  fullest  sense,  Isoms  t,  hewovsr# 
point  out  that  all  the  selections  heroin  presented  are  so  ex¬ 
tras*  ly  vulgar  a«  to  call  for  a  were!  of  explanation#  and  to 
that  purpose  I  devote  the  ronaindor  or  this  ©re face* 

I  have  (if  I  stay  say  sc)  gen#  to  considerable  trouble  to 
drag  oat  into  th©  light  of  day'  those  iraigarltles  which  gemi¬ 
nate  and  grow  under  cover  of  darkness#  mey  exist#  certain- 
lyl  They  serve  an  l-rortan*  n  tccsc  in  emt^mnornr^f  life# 

And  they  are  known  and  cherished  is  secret  by  schoolchildren 
everywhere#  by  members  of  th®  laboring  class©®#  and  by  snarly 
cvsry  marriageable  youth  in  the  country#  with  perhaps  a  vary" 
few  exceptions*  Only  the  so-o«llad  Vlf»si«*sr  sre  tew  to 
such  interest#  and  even  their  protestations  of  aversion  are 
often  quest io»ftMe«  ivory  normal  a®*  benest-al  ndod  rsorstn# 

In  ay  opinion#  passes  thro®#!  s  stage  in  his  early  youth  — 
which  ho  stay  aavor  outgrow  —  of  Intense  Interest  in  the  vul¬ 
gar  and  concealed  things  of  life*  Perhaps  it  is  ft  mturnl 
phase  of  a<4ol#so«3©«*  "It  grew?  out  of  th®  intense#  «©itad 
sacking#  the  hungering  for#  that  satisfaction  of  newly  swale- 
©nod  pass  lots  and  desires  which#  at  that  age#  spring  front  the 
sadden  ripening  of  the  gonads*  And  it  is  only  human  nature# 
after  all#  to  be  intrigued  by  life’s  mysteries# 

Vulgar  poetry  and  crude  .lobe®  about  mx  arc  youth  *s 
method  of  teaching  itself  the  things  it  wants  to  know  cfeisfe 
It  h«s  a  perfect  right  to  knew*  Usov  or®  th©  Id  fs  answer  to 
the  suppressing  forces  of  the  Super,  fee.  Ibev  arc  the  prtstl- 
tire  mauls  evasion  of  th®  stifling#  tbs  oonfo»ity-i#aB»a.i»g 
fores®  of  civilisation*  the  narroiwdwSsdneSa  of  cur  fore¬ 
fathers  in  condemning  natural  instincts  awl  in  oeaosaliag  un¬ 
der  ft  cloak  of  stinking  mystery  fact®  that  should  be  dealt 
with  fairly  and  in  tbs ''©pan  is  largely  responsible  for  the 
growth  and  continued  existence  of  the  large  body  of  filth  — 
it  can  hftrdly  bo  called  literature  —  which#  by  distorting 
sex#  fey  ©wpbasising  all  It®  worst  aspect®,  frm  feneration  to 
generation  corrupt#  the-  minds  of  our  youth* 
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Pm  centuries  medical  mMme,  we®  ignorant  awl  ®fh#a 
deadly  to  Its  patient®  because  It  ms  founded  m  a  false  mod¬ 
esty  which  forbad#  dissection.#  or  mm  a  simple 

study  of  the  hwan  body*  Today#  thank  Hoi  I  #  wo  arc  escaping 
at  last  from  such  prudery#  the  thoufht®  of  tw»  are  direct ly 
related  to  their  bodies#  since  they  arise  m %  of  the  func¬ 
tion®  of  the  body*  ¥®t#  even  bow#  in  this  age  of  ©»ltg^*#n* 
swat#  many  thoughts  oik!  #xpr@Siio««  ere  taboo  because  they 
haw  long  hmm  lab® lad  as  miliar*  w»  seemingly  ©an sot  escape 
tho  grim  shade*  of  the  past  I 

Modern  psychiatry#  perhaps#  is  doing  nor*  than  all  otter 
forces  combined#  in  our  tins#  to  break  down  old  prejudices 
and  fro®  tho  huaan  mind*  the  process  of  psychoanalysis#  «®rw» 
tslaiy  (to  which  I#  sjself#  hams  twice  submitted*  under  entir¬ 
ely  different  doctors  m&  entire ly  different  schools)#  Is  mm 
of  rcMag  alias  from  tho  Tory  bottom  of  tte  subconscious! 

Another  fore®  which  has,  of  late,  tended  to  free  tho 
world  from  prudery  and  false  rate**.  Is  the  revolt  of  wesson 
(made  possible  by  saffTagotte  victories#  by  job  ©quality#  sad 
by  the  development  of  scientific  methods  of  contraception) 
against  the  double-standard#  which.  for  so  many  oratories  tent 
half  the  mm  in  slavery  to  the  other  half,  ft®  automobile# 
too#  ha®  had  its  share  In  bringing  about  change*  it  he®  froed 
mankind  from  its  old  bondage  to  locality  and  to  the  public 
©pinion  of  the  little  community  with  its  la-grotas  hostility 
against  tho  ©ut-groi^p*  Ukwdie,  the  movement:  In  free  thought 
has  boon  farthered  by  such  Improved  methods  of  dissemination 
of  Idee®  as  radio  end  blwii'iro# 

Lite  Hugo#  1  have  littlw  nympmVtnr  for  prudery#  for  big* 
©try#  for  ft©  kind  of  mrrewwaiteedtr'ss  whics  taboo®  a  sub** 
$mt  and  mkes  it  unspeakable*  To  w»  it  s#«as  that  all 
things  which  exist  are  natural#  that  they  grow  out  of  deft** 
nit©  pause®  and.  fill  a  definite  need*  It  is  orIv  tho  arttflo* 
ial  standard®  of  seeled  that  mate  os©  thing  vulgar  »M  as* 
other  polite*  fte  wood  along  the  roadside  is  no  leas  natural 
than  the  bl  araing  rose!  he  cannot  shat  our  eyes  awi#  by  so 
doing#  fore#  It  out  of  existence# 

.If  the  youth  of  our  country  are  to  got  proper  oorspec- 
tlve  md  wholes© me  attitude®  (for#  In  suit©  of  all  pr '-gross, 
the  undercurrents  of  suppression  and  of  revolt  against’ it 
through  vulgarity  continue}#  the  so-called  vulgar  ballad  must 
be  dragged  oat  into  the  ores  s«d  examined  in  the  light  of  day* 
If  it  l»  truly  evil#  and  if  Its  eteoots  are  to  be  eliminated, 
then  it®  cause  must  bo  determined  and  remedied #  aw!  something 
more  useful  and  healthful  s^stitutod  in  Its  place*  ftolesor® 
substitution  nay  be  possible,  but  eradication  is  out  of  the 
question#  perhaps  nob  m*n  desirable*  the  fundamental  point 
to  be  considered#  no  doubt#  i®  that  vulgar  ballads  w©  have 
and  vulgar  ballads  we  shall  always  have#  they  become  limcsti* 
cue#  however#  In  the  absence  of  suppression  of  information* 
Iharefere#  thou#  not  a  respected  piece,  they  at  least  do* 
serve  a  place  of  recognition  and  study#  not  only  as  the  lit* 
eraturo  of  the  sttbeonseious#  bat  m  the  s® Iosco  of  ovation 
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Ls.  i 


A  shecpherdcr  lying  #p©n  the  grass 
Was  peaceful  ly  rest  Ire;  hi®  w*&ry  ass* 

1  esra  ©a»c  op'  sad  licked  his  bell® 

Through  a  little  hols  in  his  ©royal Is. 

Th&  shceph order  woke  from  eat  his  sloop 
In  time  to  catch  and  f  that  eh# op I 
A  snagpio  sitting  in  a  tree  marby 
Watched  tho  proceeding®  with  an  amriAns  eye*  ■ 
Then  sJv”>t  should  appear  hut  nn  anrry  buck, 
Cheated  out  of  his  last  good  f— —1 
Sc  rawed  eo  h*vrA  that  tho  ahoopherdor  *o  ante 
dot  tangled  up  in  tho  old  guts* 

And  when  that  pm  has  lasts®  next  y-ar. 

Bis  tolls  will  bo  h#»i?lng  out  of  their  #aya! 

u 

(terry  Martin) 

A  8hcoph#rd"r  tar  in  the  toll  green  grass. 

His  faithful  dog  close  by  his  ass* 

A  aagpis  sat  ill  a  tree  nearby. 

Fetching  the  proceedings  with  an  surt'oxis  eye# 

The  ahfeephordor  ha  sno&fr 

tod  started  £**• «i»g  his  mtaay-gont. 

The  atB«y-g«»tt  bled,  and  the  cheepherder  quit* 
The  deg  jacked  off,  and  the  sagpis  chit  I 


(mu  oi9  mm) 

(terry  Martin) 

InJiuLAhadiuOfes-jM-A pplaJaas* 
through  a  hole  in  bar  pants  1  coals  so© 
A  little  black  spot | 

She  called  it  her  Thet, * 

Bat  it  looked  like  b**r  ass  hole  to  wel 

In  tho  shad®  of  the  e>M  anplo  t roc, 

I  got  what  w  coding  to  ®C* 

In  the  tall  green  grass 
I  got  sons  fine  as® 

Pr«  the  girl  that  m#  so  lowing  to  mol 

In  the  eh ode  of  tho  old  apple  hro®. 

She  handed  n  package  to  vmt 
A  dose  o*f  the  claps, 
the  shankcr®  perhaps. 

In  the  shade  of  tho  old  ample  tree I 


An 

(Iran  Peterson) 


(  mn t?  *»  mmmm) 

flteaj  Sdwwla ) 

Olekay  snd  Hurphey  wer#  playing  la  the  ditch, 
ihaii  Btckay  called,  Murphcy  t  dirty  9$$»o&4fc« 

Bring  all  year  children  and  let  them  vl»y  with  sticks. 

Or  when  they  grew  older  they *11  pin*  with  th*lr 
Mokey  and  Kurphoy  had  *  lit+1®  deggiei 
fh#y  lent  him  to  a  lady  to  keep  her  ecgepanyj 
She  led  his,  and  fed  him,  until'  one  day  ©«  a  hunt. 

He  played  all  around  her  petticoats  and 
Country  lass  a-sitting  on  the  grass | 

A  fence-post  fell  over  and  ran  a  silver  up  her 
^gLmJML.gag.8tl tms  and  1*11  tell  voo  no  Hass 
lad,  if  1  finish  this  I  hoc©  I  41® 

MA  go  to  — — 

Hello,  Oentr&l*  how's  your  brownie  hairt 

,ted  If  ym  hnm  no  whiskey,  1*11  have  to  drink  your  beer  I 


BOY  W.T3&D 

ilelio  T^s&hnmmT  4u,t\c 

Faok  up  all  ajy  underwear-- 
I  don't  care,  anywhere! 

%»-hyc*  Boy  TtiaxAl 
He  taught  no  how  to  dftnoo  and  singf 
Ho  taught  so  hew  to  ehiln  his  thing  I 
Bye-bye,  Bey  Prl®M| 

Ho  took  m  to  his  cottage  in  the  wlldwood, 
tel  there  he  took  advantage  of  m  childhood! 
Ho  went.  oaoe*  and  I  mat  twice! 

Holy  gapping  Jesus  Christ? 

Bye-bye,  Soy  FViend? 


TO  TOMCATS 

(Bobby  &rmt) 

^  dreajjsad  last  night  and  the  night  before^ 

fhmt  two  gM  tesaoats  came  knocking  at  tha  doorj 

1  wnt  down  stairs  to  let  tlm  in, 

tet  they _ knocked  tm  A  mm  mils  ©  rolling  pi»f 

Bio  rolling  pin  v&s  mde  of  bra©@f 

fh®y  turned  me  up  and  staked  ay  ass  I 

1  want  up  stairs  to  go  to  hod. 

And  ,*  foil  5b  tfn>  piss-rot  on  iw  headj 
1  couldn't  awia.  and  T  o oul da* t  float, 

An-I  a  "big  fat  tire?  si iron r  down  mv  throatj 
1  •scut  down  stairs  in  dry  rty  sock” 

Arc!  1  fall  in  the  fire  and  burned  my  cookj 
8c  I  paid  tw©  whores  a  penny  apiece 
To  paint  ny  cock  with  axle  grease I 


(jBasid®  a  bubbling  broole#^ 

A  shady  noofe, 

A  girl  oil  dresood  in  ywllnwi 
Two  ruby  lips* 

Two  sn«9w&hlt«  tits-H««» 

Bsy»  ^»nt  a  Inoky  fallow! 

Ha©  £l(?ya  front  by* 

S0  #  ei^‘" 

Of  awful  ts«i»  and  nmrmt 
Two  spots  of  pint 
"■tor*  on  hi®-  dink. 

And  thsr#fll  he  eiofa  %®jori*owl 

Mm  mouth®  wont  by* 

Sho  hoavod  a  sigh 

Of  awful  oaSrs  and  sorrow* 

®ro  little  mutt® 

On  In  has*  pits* 

And  they  *11  he  out  ttworrowl 


(jchb  TAYim) 

(T?iok  Falfroyssn) 

8y  turn's  is  John  Twins** 

%  cook  ta  a  v&nlorj 

W*/  bolls  uetf*h  fo^iy-fivo  ooundsi 
If  you  am  any  lad  is » 

'ho  w?aat  to  haw  babios* 

Jbst  i«ll  thaa  John  Taylor  *a  In  town! 

%  swm  is  John  Taylor* 

My  000k  is  t  wh^lor* 

My  bolls  woigh  forty*  ?iw  ^ouasia* 

1*11  e&toh  MPa*  Hassaor 
And  f»—»  hor,  CJod  damn  hor* 

And  pin  her  old  ass  to  tho  ground  I 

My  ntwto  is  John  Tmylorj 
My  nook  is  a  whalorj 

W  bolls  we’gh  forty- fiva  round s§ 

1  «ay,  in  bagtmlsg* 

Look  out  for  your  yt&mnt 

"host  thay  hoar  that  John  Taylor  **?  in 
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0h#^S«lly  usawfc  oat  ie  the  gardes} 
fo  pick  sews  @p#,rr«w^jp*Rt§s 
A  h«raibleV*a  it  aas«t  along 

fed  Otung  hat*  m  th©  «sS@l 
0*°  taka  o&r©  of  the  bees^X 
And  listen  #11©  I  sing* 

For  if  they  bugs  ©Rome®!  you* 

Hia'e’ll  h©  sure  to  ley?©  ©  shitigl 

TVy  sow*  for  th*  dost  or, 

fed  ih©  doctor  easy  at  last* 

Thy  orlv  thing  that  ho  ©wild  f^nd 
a  hole  in  tally's  ass!  •* 

Ho  take  ©are  of  the  boss. 

And  listen  # J 1*  1  sings 
For  if  thoy  buss  around  vm*# 

fhsy*13.  be  s uro  to  lonr©  a  stinr# 

th©  doctor  sad©  a  plaster 

#«t  of  nnpl3*aass| 

That  night  #ion  ISallo*  ©Kinfe  to  bod 
fhoy  slanged  it  or  Ivor  «jss! 

Ho  take  car*.*  of  the  boos*, 
fe  1AMs  itefwli  '..fthl  Ion  Irving  i 
For  If  they  bus*  around  you, 

toy’ll  b«  sur«  to  loar©  a  a+ing! 


a  stotspitb  wimm 

(l ©sen©  Colton)  4'Vk^  i, 

-j 

A  trmgp  onoa  %y  a  rrinfey  teased  j 
Ho  b nnrd  a  m'd<?n*s  Voice  -sny^lc  fist 
?o  a  'tarj;  tho  tbiori*  sho  ©oM 
Ceor.id  nth  op  dlMy  so  b  stowd. 

'Von**  rush  so  hoyd|w  «ho  n\$A  to  hi»| 

"Don* t  ^ ah  around  that  -way! 

Wt  thc*a  t ©got hay  ,  then 
Push  mnSf  *fom  I  say! 

B1hero,  It  is  out  agalttj  it  aligned***- 
It  dooan't  fi%  Just  ri#t«  '  , 

¥©«  sso.  If  th11  thing  goes  Sn  straight, 

It  v&ll  fit  snug  and  tight, 

*But  fert  ond  S"'@"«0  a  hit  too  larges  rarhftna 
Tho  hoi©  is  a  little  g*«ll. 

But  if  you  push  the  thing  Ilk©  that. 

It  won't  go  in  at  all! 

lot  m  fix  ihm  right  this  time, 

#«n  1  say,  *fSa,sy|f  nent,  you  press, 

B«  earaf«l,  or  it *11  slip’ agafe 
fed  taafe®  an  lawful  a«o®# 

*lhs  trotsp  could  wfettnd  the  strain  no  longer s 
8®  to  got  a  paep  ho  atrsyps* 

S«  s*m  a  gt&ldea  and  her  father 

Putting  steraigtjjbpe  m  th®  st  mm  l 


Oil.#  thoro  ’w&s  &  llttl©  tit tot**, 

And  h©  oaw  trm,  Ttmm$ 

"Bit  mm  to  Astorioa 

T©  flddlu,  £V~»,  sad  dasw®-**- 
rith  Ms  long  loan  Hw,  kidaoy^sH#  and  bsby-otabsr 
Haag in$  to  his  ks»©s! 

the  ship  that  ho  oars#  <fwp  on, 
the  \tmnn  w-m  btxk  fmtt 
So  first  h©  f  «*«*«*• ml  the  oapt&ls* 

Ati’*  then  ha  f-— M  the  ©r«*f— 

Mth  his  long  loan  Xiy?ir*  kit!a©y*miih,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  His  knaa^l 

Hi®  llttlo  tinker  4t#d, 

MA  ha  mmt  to  hslif 
©wos*«a  h»*d  f—  th«  IVtril 
If  ho  didbo*t  trout  hia  wall! 

■•ith  his  long  loan  Xitmr*  M&KywmsH,  ;«»l  hahy-ssakor 
hanging  to  his  ktTml 

^lm  do  you  do*  Mr*  Seyilj 
0od  bleoe  your  soul! 

L-Jt  m  sxorelso  rsy  p«ok«r 

In  your  Hairy  susa  holal B 

Hlth  his  Iting  laan  Hror*  kidney -wash,  ;w!  Imby-imkor 
hanging  to  His  ksoo^I 

Then  all  tho  lihtlo  deyll® 

rAnt  shouting  throaeh  th@  Hall  i 
"*?»*<!  Hotter  $-rb  him  out  of  hero 
Before  ho  f*— .s  us  all!” 

Mth  his  long  loan  liv er*  kidney-wash*  and  'h&hy-nsakar 
hanging  to  his  knees! 


Qm  iomO 

(Olek  Palfr»ynan) 


Mtb  ay  fingers  dipped  in  shit* 

*hllo  the  also  shoot  orapa  upon  the  floor! 
If  you  want  to  hoar  thorn  fart* 

You  just  spread  their  logs  apart* 

And  they  *11  blow  you  through  the  V* 
ia  the  door! 


In  the  prison  oell  I  sit, 

With  sy  shirt-tail  soaked  with  shit. 

And  v%-  ball®  a-hanglng  loose  upon  the  floor! 
And  t-M  W0*6w»,  as  they  pass* 

Shoot  peanuts  at  say  ass! 

I  doott  wanna  go  to  prison  any  more! 


at  ay  deorl* 
a  little  fair  »aM«Sf 
*&®lf  m  fwm  ®mr  the  ®«»| K 

®»44  Bar&aole  Mil,  A#  Sutler* 

*1*11  he  &mm  to  lot  you  i til® 

Sfiii  little  fair  wtMeaf 
<ttak»  no  a  ted  for  two!** 

tali  Baraaol#  Bill,  the  tailor* 

’fen  my  lie  Wtw#»  uy  l«®§i'8 
SaM  the  little  fair  ssaida®, 
Vuat  «$iat  I  tofe#»i«<t  to  #©l® 

Said  Mamel#  1411*  the  Sailor# 

**hat  If  the  sheriff  ems  1»?  " 

Askod  the  little  fair  ®J&ide»§ 

■  Itap*  th#  dmm4  old  tm%ln 

Said  B&rmele  Bill*  th®  Sailor. 

*3lwt  *i  that  triiklftsg!  §mm  ay  lagf  • 
Askod  s  little  fair  aeliouf 
*It*®  only  a  gob  from  off  my  fesobl  n 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor# 

**tl*t  if  a  holy  shots  Id  bo  torsi  * 
Mkmi.  a  little  Wr  a»M«S| 
^aaf  the  bastard  wtmni  year  a®okl!* 
Said  Baraael*  Silt,  the  •  Sailor* 


do  you  plan  to  amm  aga imt* 
Ashed  a  little  fair  maidtaif 
WW,  ao  store,  you  daamsd  old  whore I 
Mid  Barmol#  Bill,  the  Sailor* 
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(si*  urns  \ 

(A  ftrsiott  of  Earless  ¥e**#w)  \  3 

©hf  ®  ||f* 

Par l«s  mm% 

fib#  ifefeiaoiaoile  of  Arssaatiori* 

Pari##  #a«i| 

Oh*  Si4«a®i@«ll@  ®f  Awaontlere* 
ito  haia*-t  !>«#»  tmkM  tm  forty  jmnl 
8t»koy  dtsfesyl  Barle’s  wall 

Oh*  WrnAm.0  h«ee  yon,  a  daughter  .fair# 

Mtts  s»t4s»  tits  end  guides  hair? 

Oh*  y«is#  X  have  a  flaugtstor  fair* 
m!  dan  tits  and  golden  hair  I 

Wp  tli«  stairs  sad  into  b«i.# 

where  X  broke  her  mlAmhegySI 

the  first  three  sight®  all  west  well* 

And  than  ay  footer  began  to  swell# 

fhe  first  three  wntha  wiSt'&mnt  well* 

And  than  her  bwlly  b^gan  to  swsli# 

Min#  souths  <m$r®  tist  sis©'  gave  a  gmutj 
Hi®  Little  llarin©  asms  eat  of  km  oanti 

fl#  Little  Marfa#  fee  grew  to  km  M|t 
Sis  g^adiaethar  e#  tight  hl-tm  frigging  a  nig  I 

Hue  Little  dUsrlne  h®  grew  and  $rew* 

And  now  ht’e  fucking  the  woman  tool 

lh«  Little  liar  la®  h#  west  to  Franoo 
fo  sake  the  Onrstasa  hist  his  assl 

7ho  general®  stay  behind  the  linen* 

And  fuok  the  mmm  and  iriiifc  the  wi ms! 

Tfc®  Mttla  Marine  ho  lay  in  a  tr«*»h. 

Sortwing  his  ants  with  a  laonkey-wrTOoh S 

the  S&ttls  Hart®  stab  error  th®  top* 

To  sake  the  Kaiser  suck  his  oookl 

fhe  Little  Maria®  h@  west  to  hell* 

.ted  he  told  the  Devil  to  $wap  in  the  will 


Ctelimfe®  want  in  haste.  to  the  <goee; s 
And  ashed  boy  for  fe#r  tarn© j 
1#  tali*  *1  *m  a  1  firm,  S0n*4^»a«hltah 
If  l.dea#t  bring  tsaolc  ®ileag@|w 

Wer  forty  days  and  forty  sights 
1»  sailed  the  broad  Atlantia* 
iolimfc#- tee*  if  he  €Mm*%  mm» 

He  ««r*»lj  would  go  ffentie! 

SHtaribo  hud  »  ene»eye<t  ©©tf 
S#  kept  it  In  hit  Mbttf 
fl«  rubbed  its  eas  with, 

AiM  started  in  a-flafeMn*# 

Solosb©  had  a  ms^cy® i  nai#  ***# 

8s  loved  him  life  a  hretharj 
And  ovwry  night  at  tea  ©‘©look 
they  snaked  off  ©a®  another! 

A  ©n©»ay®<l  mid  srpeared  ®o  deck— 

Solmfeo  ho  pmrmmi  h  er* 
fh«  whit#  ®f  sn  eg*  rolled  down  her  l«g-» 
son»of«a-biteh  had  screwed  her! ~ 

■As  Indian.  amid  appeared  cm  there¬ 
in  fact,  aha  ims  a  bwautyj 
Goltmibe  said  t©  all  his  man* 

^eiao  on,  «tSU  haws  &  little  booty!” 

3 hen  ovary  man  oont  overboard, 
fSsddifsgg  soata  and.  sellers} 

And  in  ten  (atsuto®  by  the  ©look, 

Bhm  had  earned  $l0,OOQ*  rr 

Goliasb©  moat  in  haste  to  the  q$»en, 
Seoauea  it  ms  his  duty) 

1®  gavu  fear  only  a  dose  of  slap®**. 

8#  brought  no  other  booty! 

*»y  thro*  him  in  a  stinking  flail* 

And  left  hi®  there  to  gytjafclef 
A  ball  asi  ehatn  tied  to  hie  bolls**  &  & 
S©  ended  peer  Coltish©! 


CfCTfBiS  M?) 

(Mrs*  Frank  Great) 

Oh#  Tumble  Lym 

Jfed  nobreeohee  to  n»®Pf 
H»  Bought  hi®  ft  eh«©j>@fet« 

And  made  hia  n.  p»ln 
■The  flashy  si da  oat, 

.  ted  the  wool  f  bM®  in; 

RI%  bieklea  my  bolllokei* 

Said  fumble  hym* 

Oh,  Tumble  Lym. 

lad  an  old  gray  mre; 

Bb&  8@r»a  for  &  wife 
For  aaajr  &  year* 

But  shw  got  too  old* 

ted  he  had  to  give  in* 
’Sho*ll  d©  to  go  ©aurtlngl * 
Said  liable  lama* 

fuesbl®  Lynn  stopped 

At  the  Dutohnan  *®  hall; 
tod  off  he  jumped 
Among  the®  ail* 

’You  f  soli they  or  led, 

Shy  did  you  eom  ■till* 

”1  *m  eo«#  a*o©«rtiRfiP 
Said  Tumble  Lynsu  " 

Yfhteh  of  ay  daughters 
0©  you  Ittm  beet? 

Take  your  piefc# 

And  l©a.v*>  the  rest  I  !? 

YJh,  souse  for  beauty. 

And  smo  for  slnlf 
1*11  talc©  them  all.,n 
Said  Tumble  lynyu 

Oh,  Tumble  Lym, 

His  wlf«,  and  his  mother, 
Thay  all  slept 

la  one  bed  together; 
fh®  sight  ms  ©old, 

A»<!  the  blankets  were  thin* 
”1 1 11  sleep  double~d«r©kerJ  * 
Said  Tumble  %fm* 

Oh.,  Tuasble  Lynn, 

His  wife,  anil  his  mother, 
Siay  all  went  out 

To  the  ehlthouee  together;  . 
8«s  eh  It  think. 

And  BOim  shit  thin* 

Tfi^ll  answer  for  soup!” 

Said  Tumble  tytm* 


ma 

(Crespos, its  from  Several ) 

fits#  tain  went  eat  hunting# 

To  kill  herself  a  duokj 
Bat  alow#  omm  a  farmer# 

Audi  he  asked  h#s*  for  &  fmki 

Chorus 

Oh#  hang  esmy  at  tela# 

Sang  her  good  and  lesgf 
i%at  you  going  to  do  for  year  banging 
'^'han  tela  *$  dead  and  gmmt 

Oh $  tela  had  a  baby I 

It  wms  bora  at  four  o’eloekf 
It  wasn't  life  most’ other  boys** 

It  didn't  haw©  a  oookl 

fifaemt 

(Oh,  tela  had  »,  tj&byj 
She  had  Ilia  by  a  rooks 
She  couldn't  mma  him  tmln 
Booaoee  h«  had  a  ooekl) 

0li,c«rw0 

Oh#  iiilw  bad  a  ba feyg 

He  was  born  on  a  rainy  days 
Sho  stonnod  his  ass  with  Benner  mud 
Ami  called  him  Henry  Olay! 

Chorus 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  babyi 

Sfe  called  hia  little  4tm§ 

She  throw  htes  in  the  pis  spot 
To  teaoh  hiia  h@w  to  arcristi 


fU 


ie 


Ohorus 

Oh#  the  rish  girls  they  m&  vaseline* 
the  poor  girls  they  nm  lard; 

But  tela  u@#a  mgea*«f«pe# 

And  she  -  bangs  It  tw!  m  a$  hard! 

Ohorug 

Oh#  the  rleh  girls  they  wear  diamonds f 
The  poor  girls  they  m mr  flat®} 

But  th®  only  ring  that  Lulu  wewrs 
I®  a  ring  around  hot  ms  I 


fl  mt  sf  iosiite  f&llim 

th®  eh&dfo  of  the  llniss  tr«#| 
®t«  son  was  shining  brightly. 

And  her  hair  mmi  In  iho 

It  was  great  to  sit  beside  tor 
with  th®  cooling  §ha«ta  above  i 
8to  «hi sporsd*  *Qm«in  Wrntf# 

Pleas®  shew  aw  how  to  torsi w 

I  tore  fear  silken  wrapper 
Off  her  throbbing  breasts* 
ted  to  war®  tor  cooling  passions, 
lb  os®  big  red  lips  1  proas® A* 


I  took  s $p  hand  s©  gently 

ted  r«&otod  between  tor  thighs* 
And  I  foand  bh«s  cool  sweat  spot 
"h«  true  l mm  lies* 

I  took  iBjr  prong  so  gantly* 
tel  I  placed  it  io  her  hand* 

She  s  too  rod  it  straight  to  heaven— 
She  noodod  »o  oow>«md* 

low  soaroaly  a  day  goes  by 
But  Soil!®  q«sp®  to  ®# 

AM  settles  down  betid®  m 

la  the  shade  of  th®  Undos  ireol 

.  U* 

(Ftonot  Dosotasp) 

Cl  oftsa  sat  with  Belli* ^  . 

In  til®  shad#  of  the  linden  trees* 
Bor  hair  was  santod  *mm  smoothly 

And  mmtA  gently  in  tto  brasm®* 

I  often  sat  with  Boll is 

'’lien  tto  sSclaa  wars  bins  toewot 
Gffern  she  would  whisper* 

Please  toasts  m  h m  to  lows!  ** 

Then  lying  do*  tostd#  her* 

Put  W  hand  between  tor  thighs* 

I  reached  that  m®l  and  shady  spot 
;tore  trass  low  effete  lies* 

ftan  eliding  m  ay  Bollie* 

1  gavv  hop  on#  bit:  show* 

And  then  sh«  #sisp®r«A  to  ass* 

*%  Sod*  that  mast  to  lovwl  * 


Oh*  the  darned  little  rant 

with  the  mx&urut  seat 

tod  an  &ss  m  hi mk  m  ohereoal. 

She  ©an  skin  y«  prick 
So  Hod  dejossed  quick 

Siat  the  spark®  fly  out  of  your  me  hoi  ©I 

S@r  checks  nr®  pink 
Life  &  rooster  *s  dink. 

Her  lips  are  a  hattshlt  hrewsf 
Her  tits  hang  loose 
Like  the  on  a  goose, 

lad  her  nss  hole  drags  the  ground I 

B* 

( Larry  gurtia) 

Cl  knew  it  was  hor|| 

By  the  stockings  she  were. 

Her  build,  and  the  ool'*r  of  her  hair? 

Her  nose  turned  % 

Lite  the  handle  of  a  cmpj 

She  ms  pretty,  but  the  freckles  wore  there  I 


She* a  known  as  a  sport 
Of  the  paint  and  powder  sort* 

She*®  always  got  a  hale  «.ud  hearty  lough f 
Ones  a  year  when  it*g  hot, 

’rhether  she  mods  it  or  not. 

She  strips  to  the  hide  and  takes  a  bathi 

Her  tits  ax«  as  loose 
M  the  balls  on  a  goose, 

tod  her  ass  it  wiggles  all  around | 

Her  line  vre  as  pink 
M  a  Leghorn  roostnr’e  dink. 

And  h#r.  ey®@  are  a.  hsashli  brew*# 

She’®  one  of  tl ose  whores 
You  diddle  out  of  doors* 

la  the  simk^mA®  or  dom  in  the  woods* 
So,  boys,  her©  *«  your  ohasia* 
fo  get  some  gooey  in  your  pants* 

Per  it  *e  aawmd  little  tmelng  phe  n«edsl 
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m 

fcrtia) 


Ring  dang  im  «*»  what  Is  that. 

Ml  M&olr  and  hairy  life  a  pasytatf 
§ot  hair  all  and  split  in  tw&$ 

that  is  wfiafe  m  mil  m  ring  «««*  doei 


A  little  fair  midwa#  <nrt#  ntA  stout* 

Moved  l®  and  hung  h»r  siilatl®  «a%* 

^c®*#  all  y©«  mmt  ®mm  mmt  @wm  two* 
ted  tttfe#  9  ®rmk  at  ay  ring  dang  iooi  *’ 

Sh®  took  m  '4mm  to  her  fa©at»f 
w®  slipped  in  life  #,  Httlo  mmmt 

h&rrod  tfeo-  doors*  on#  tho  windows#  to©* 

What  i  night  play  with  her  ring  dang  deei 

®»#  hook  t®s  down  t©  her  ooll»i*f 
8h»  oolled  m  &  Bemmi  aio#  Ml«ri 
Sh®  taw®  m»  wt«*  and  ifti#ksy*  too, 
ftat  l  »ight  ploy  -  with  her  ring  #»Sf  dool 

Hi#  ring  doag  doo  it  a  wonderful  thing  I 
Hi«  poor  mm  gets  it,  m  mil  m  the  teisgl 
All  Blftok  and  hslry,  «»Ht  in  two* 
that  is  the  way  with  a  ring  dang  &ml 

«> 

(Ooorg#  Qooteough) 


Down,  on  the  fara# 

Hwr#  I  ant  Wumh* 

I  as©#  to  play  with 
Iter  ring  dang  duel 

Bet*  father  ®mmt 

tel  her-  softer#  too* 

And  mutfih  m®  playing 
"^tth  hoi*  ring  dang  dool 

*t)h#  nether*  oh*  Bother# 
t*s  not  to  t»l«n»i 
'Whoa  you  wore  young# 

Ton  it#  th#  sasi® I 

*f«*  loft  year  feaa# 

ted  your  eotastry,  too# 
ted  followed  Bad 

i:tth  your  ring  dang  deol 

1'0h#  Fhth^r#  oh#  Father # 
I*m  sot  to  hissal 
fm  wore  young* 

Tfott  did  tb»  s$m*i 

*t«M  l»f%  yoarr  hast 
tod  your  ®mmtryt  to©* 
f©  diddlo  few 

ted  her  ring  dmuff 


fiswghtor,  ah#.  Bftugtifitr, 
fm  §kmmf  far  shuts#! 
rh«®  you  «r©  old, 

fm*tl  r®mw%  tli«  mm l 

’’But  sin©#  yoMfr«  a  wtses*®. 
And  &  t©oi  mmt  too, 

H®&©  him  pay  two  huefe®  for 
four  ring  mm  4®©4B 


©oasi  ©a  the  fas®., 

:7hor«  I  »at  9m , 

1  t»«4  to  play  with 

I«r  ring  rlapg  4 ml 

Sh®  tsoirwt  to  t mm 
A&t  tM&oaa®  a  «iior©i 
Aar!  sfc®  palntsd  ft  sign  and 
Put  &fe'0p«  her  4«wp« 

^GssO  all  you  young. 

And  ym  ©li  ©tuts,  toof 
Com®,  tak®  »  pop  at 
W  ring  dang  dool * 

2  took  ©no  pop 

At  has*  ring  dang  cl  ©eg 
AQ4  that  is  why 
2  slut  to  yets# 

%*  000k  has  rott®d 
through  and  threads 
SAn©«  2  took  that  pop  at 
Bar  riay  :dane  <lo®4 


(old-  Awt  smii ) 

too  4*irte  Bt#i  «fe©R  th®  tasighbors  wore  in  bad, 

©la  Aunt  Sftllis  *»ak«|  mxt  into  the  shed? 

S#r  fesasi  pt*sh«i  hot*  f»r  among  tfc«  straw  a®§  mM$ 

fh«  first  tkm®  mmishs  ah®  liked  It  mrv  wells 
®so  second  thr®®  months  km  bally  h$®m'  to  «mU| 
*»?  tftroft  months,  .aui  hoy  idtd  1j#gs®  to  yslli 

mero*ll  bat  a  hot  ita*  i»  the  old  town  tonight!” 


IHK  OB?_WM>  MUST 
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A* 

(lister  Hauls) 


«'e  mr«  art****!. old  oa«pflr«  or®  sight, 

tmlllsg.  %&!©$  of  blood  and  ilatMfit»p| 

«h®e  a  th ought  «&&»  suddenly  Into  ay  wm, 

Of  hew  I*d  HV  tn  sfrag  Ms  dnai&berf 

balls  and  Vltf 

Tlttyn^o  for  %f»«  dn»**»y»d  f!il@jr| 


mat  night  ©hem  th©  had  go*  to  hoy  hayloft, 

"h®r©  sh©  slopt  among  the  straw  and  ©lorror, 

.I  cyawlad  into  tho  bay  bo©id»  hoy, 

tod  shafts  and  shared  till  th»  fun  wrb  mr*yl 

ttte-twi-tiaa,  hr,  11®  and  »llj 

Tiht**~nro  for  th©  ore-oyod  Pi>r*' 


1  hoard  two  foobirts-wg  or  %o  s^aly®, 

tori  who  should  It  h?  but  h-*r  ^agnard  old  father  j 
fit©  had  two  pistols  ir*  his  band©, 

tod  ms  looking  "or  ths  guy  hMt  sharyod  his  da«j>#if:®r/ 

ball©  and  ftllj 
rbhMaoa**  *ajs§t  jll  layi 


I  grabbed  him  by  tfro  holy  n.f  his  balls, 
tod  sherrod  thorn  la  a  psll  of  mterj 
tod  2  ahorod  than  pistol,-?  ««  his  a  as 

A  darasad  sigh-’  farther  than  2  shagged  his  dotirhtorl 

balls  and  sll* 

fltty-ayo  for  th©  «»»#y»sJ  illayl 


B. 

(fly, Ml  mivy) 


As  I  *>?8  miking  derm  tho  ©tr*©t , 

I  mat  th«  pays on* s  daughter? 
vary  first  ft ourht  e*e*ft©  into  rsy  wind, 

*fhat  1  soul •?  flngor  hoy  hind  qunrtoy ! 
Eo-ra-ritgo,  ripya,  ho-ra-Plloy?  * 

Ha-ro-rJ  gga,  rlggs,  one -eyed  Btlayl 

A©  soon  as  h>©  hod  gom  to  bad, 

-ho  should  ©ana  in  but  h«r  dammd  old  mother? 

I  mas  shagging  my  with  all  my  night* 

fh-ro  she  soattod  j^/  aas  and  draw  it  in  forth  ay  ** 
Ho-r«-rlgga,  rf?|ga*  hWo«JUl«yj 

Ho-ro-rlgga,  rlgga,  on©H»y®d  Rllsyl 

&#5  -sdth  two  pistols  tn  hi®  hand, 

who  should  com©  in  but  bar  dawcat!  old  faibsr, 

I  sherrod  both  pistols  tip  Ms  ass. 

And  atrorrod  his  wife,  and  ©hag***  his  daughter  1 
Ko-r««rlgga,  rlgga,  ho~r©~Ml«yj ~ 

Hewro-rlgga,  rigga,  om~©y*d  ftlloyj 


/£ 


Oti*  than  I  stoat  ©at  on  the  perth, 

ted  shook  ay  prick  at  old  dog  fewer* 

It  soared  the  foil  $mm®$  may  to  death, 
tod  h@  torasd  hi®  tail  ®M  ran  for  server! 
Bo-re-rlgga,  h@-re-Ril»ys 

llo-re-rigf^a,  rigga,,  oaa-oywd  Riley.* 

1%  th®  Watt  daasaod  am  was  over  .bora* 
ted  never  a  taaid#n  oauld  resist  w*. 

W  oook  and  bells  weigh  thirty  jKwuads, 

M&  I*a  know  m  the  dm^rom  Rllovl 

Ho-rerigga,  rigga*  Ho-ra-Rlley* 

So*-r#*>rig«s,  rlgga*  om-oyad  Riley l 

0* 

(Sarold  Rothatein) 

to  sitting  in  0*l#illy*s  tawr®, 

listening  t®  hi®  tale®  at  blood  and  olaugjhier. 
There  cars®  &  thought  into  &y  mind* 

1  should  shag  0  •Reilly's  dfcttghtejri 
?ictdla~oyo*-o»  *  tidd  le~  oye— os#  %  Md  1  a— oye-oo  for  th® 
one-boll  ’Isillyj 

Slgga«4i§-d|g4(  bolls  coal  all,  r4*hl«swds3s**4ub ,  shag  oni 

1  grabbed  that  old  witch  by  Hi®  tit, 
tel  threw  sty  left  log  up  and  own 
flagged  and  shaggod,  md  1  shagged  setae  ttora. 

Shagged  until  the  fun  was  owr* 

Choree 

fhere  earn#  a  knock  ttp an  sy  doer, 

tel  who  should  it  b®  bet  her  goddam  father, 
two  hoi*9#»p§8tol8  An  his  hand. 

Looking  for  the  gey  who  sh&ggod  his  (laugh tori 

Chores 

I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  bolls 
ted  shovad  thorn  in  a  mil  of  water* 

1  ehovad  those  oistols  up  his  use 

sight  farther  than  1  shagged  his  daughter  1 

Chorus 
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(wn i  a  jhs  mi  vawx  ) 

(Jack  Harfca»®«) 


Bear*  d©»*t  §«b  acre,.  Strauagor! 

1*11  never  skit  in  yew  hat! 
I%a  got  a  sad*  sad  story, 

.laid  a  long  os#  at  that. 


It  im&  dam  ia  th«  Ishl  T&lleyj 
1®  and  my  pardnsr,  lea, 

/a  bad  a  I’amh,  *.  dandy-*** 

I*s>M  as  better  than  forty-two, 

"%  wore  happy  down  in  the  Tall  @y, 

®*  and  my  pardnar,  boa, 
fill  along  ©am#  a  girl  »a®l  Sally— 
Bat  we  sailed  hoy  Sue. 

Sk#  had  an  ass  like  a  eounbry  ahlthouse, 
As#5  her  oust  was  fall  ©f  fir®$ 

I  had  a  full  six  inches, 

And  I  oeutldn’t  half  supnly  hat*. 

Along  owe  a  Toms  ranger 

•*ith  a  prick  ad*©  Inches  long* 

He  stuck  it  into  Sally, 

And  ho  carried  her  rlgjht  along. 

So  roll  wo  another  rill.  Bill, 

Assl  1*11  bo  on  my  wayj 
1*11  oatoh  that  ruai  that  stole  my  ount 
If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Day! 


I* 

(Mdon  Blaedell) 

It  ms  dew  in  the  Lohi  ’/alley 

'her®  t30  and  my  brother,  Loti, 

•e  tact  a  girl  from  the  whorehouse, 

And  a  fast  one,  too! 

Her  ass  was  like  a  goldmine* 

Her  ©ask  was  hot  as  fire* 

My  oight-and-a-half  inches 

Oouldtt*t  half  supply  her! 

Along  o&ate  a  soldior  boy 

**ith  a  cook  tea  inches  long* 

He  f— ®4  my  girl  froja  the  wherehouso, 

MA  took  her  right  along! 

So  roll  a©  another  pill.  Bill, 

And  1*11  be  on  ay  way 

To  hunt  the  runt  that  stole  ay  ount. 

If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Day! 


/; 


[V 


01 


Hi  r«o  dandy  61 
f»o  shore®  I  otuuaaod  to 
Hi  rs©  dandy  01 


Os®  oallod  is©  f%tucS, "  and  1  ©&ll®<f  hai*  Imfsi  * 
Hi  r@®  dandy  01 

I  footed  tti#  da®  with  th#  little  brown  hair. 

Hi  re©  dandy  01 

All  4h«  next  nim  day®  to  the  0©®  I  want, 

Te  get  my  ©oak  suoksd  out  at  the  anil 

Is  mem  a  aura*  with  an  old  syoasy  rag§ 
washed  my  ooofc  aad  s queosod  my  bag  I 

In  came  a  dost  or  with  a  Jenifer  an4  Mookj 
At  one  wteofc  off  same  ay  cook! 

All  tha  next  two  «*«!»  I  amnt  t»  t»«d, 
slits  a  stub  of  a  ooofc  without  any  teed! 

It*s  all  over  now  —  wish  1  hod  it  to  do  aminl 
A  sina-ineh  ooofc  and  ashfcsu!  as  big  again! 

Got as,  all  you  young  mm§  tak«  warning  by  mot 
H#v#r  f  mk  tho  first  whore  yea  amt 


S* 

(Ben  Jofaagar) 

As  1  nm  going  down  th«  street , 
f -o  nretty  mai&ms  1  ohaisoad  to  mseti 

One  ms  fair,  wry  fair? 

She  oallod  m  %tud,w  and  I  oertlad  hor  Wo!" 

fee  other  was  dark,  with  ou^ly  looks  g 

stw  gave  mo  the  ©lap,  and  1  gave  h#r  the  ooefcl 

low,  before  the  doctor  I  did  stand, 

Sy  routes  poster  in  my  hand! 

S#  had  a  hatohot  and  a  block} 

?ith  on®  whaok  h#  out  off  ay  ooofc! 

And  now  that  I  *»  wall  and  fr&&  tram  pain, 

1*11  go  book  to  tti#  stomp  and  try  it' again! 


/h 
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5u  jib 
(jnwn-tAit 

(Phenol  Besehanps) 

Saddled  old  iollia  -and  started  for  the  herd* 

Ha  threw  a »  off  is  a  froth  sow  ttrdl 

6om«  a  ti~y4*»yippte,  ytnple-eva,  yiuote-yayi 

Qm»  a  ti^-ylppie,  yif^ir»;psy! 

I  ms  offlninss  down  the  mountain  by  the  old  ecr@  trail, 
ith  my  peeker  In  wy  and  a  helper  by  th*  tail  I 
Oeas  a  tl~yi«*yippie,  yipnie-oyef.  ylp-pie -yayj' 

S®»  a  ti~yi-yi»piw,  ^ppieyvay! 

I  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  throw  hot*  in  the  trass. 
And  palmed  salvation  up  her  dirty  rotten  me! 

(And  showed  hor  tho  wiggle  of  a  oeafeoy’s  ass  I ) 

I  .lumped  la  a  mg«R,  and  I  gay*  a  bit  yeiit 
me  teas  ran  sway  and  broke  'It  all  to  h&tli 

tABii  time  I  sear  the  hose  *-«  I  baron  ft  seen  his  since  «. 
H@  was  fucking  a  Heifer  through  a  barb-wire  femes! 

And  sow  sy  song  is  ended  *>**  X  can  sing  you  so  sorei 
There Ss  as  apple  la  ay  as®,  and  yon  ean  haw  the  oorei 

I. 

(Boa  In#«»j?@r) 

^ay  tip  north  among  tho  bear  and  lloaj 
Goto  down  south  ^-shlttin*  and  a-fl*in*! 

Came  ®-tl*yl  yippie,  yi»ple-’*ro,  yimt®  «.yayj 
Coma  a-ti~yi  yiopio,  yinpie-yayl 

Poet  In  the  stirrups,  and  ay  a«e  i«  th*  saddle*  * 
A-singin  *  -all  day  to  your  shitty  <isssd  o&ttlel 
Come  a*>ti~yi  yiyoio,  7tpyle«ey®,yyirpi0»yssyf 
Cora®  a»ti»yi  yippi®,  yirspie«yayj| 

X  went  to  the  feoaa  to  draw  my  roll, 

To  go  down  south  and  find  a  shady  knoll! 

Tho  boss  done  out  with  a  goo  In  his  hand, 

A-sayia*t  *!5@t  to  work  and  be  Hod  dammed!  * 

"qII,  I  hopped  on  tho  stage*  and  I  gave  a  little  ye Ilf 
Tho  load  bars  broke,  and  the  leaders  west  to  hell! 


/? 
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tts  Wg  HOMS 

(Tbrrell  tish  U ) 

th«  wy  flrtb  tin*  f  ms  1»  8«m«rt 

The  mwf  first  tine  I  m§  mmy  farm  fammt 
I  thought  1*<3  bake  «.  stroll  down  impart 
So  I  strolled  into  the  Besimr  !«©* 

Tha  minute  I  miked  through  the  doorw&v, 

A  Mg  fat  «fi»p«  stepped  wo  tg  «$ 

%  dollar  am!  a  half  for  the  first  fow  pwwshesl * 
And  afeo  slapped  her  ass  upon  my  k»@f 

A  dollar  am!  a  half  ««  bar  propositi  oaf 
A  dollar  and  s  half*  and  2  pay  n©  ®er@j 
Ami  aha  parked  her  «sa  upon  my  few#. 

And  X  felt  like  falling  through  the  floor! 

Little  did  I  oar®  wh»t  I  me  doing* 

Little  did  I  oars  what  I  was  about f 
I  mm t  to  all  th*  ball®  mi  danaeo, 

.ted  threw  »y  msmy  all  about* 

Hie  pi*qps  sad  whoras  ©«s»  warn ling  round  im$ 
There  must  hare  boot?  a  hundred  apd  two? 

They  robbed  »©  of  tsy  gold  and  silver* 

1h@y  robbed  rm  of  ay  fold  mtoh,  too# 

Little  did  I  oaro  what  I  tms  doing* 

Little  did  1  ear#  #»t  1  ms  about) 

But  wb©»  they  stole  ay  gold  and  silver, 

.  Xhen  bloody  surfer  f  or  led  out! 

Than  all  the  where®  o^aae  ©rowdteif  round  mo 
(I  thosjgnt  there  -mrv  a  million  or  -ore). 

And  you'd  shit  your  pants  «nd  die  a-laughing, 
to  9m  ay  ass  shag  out  th®  doer! 


On®  »«»lti§  la  April, 

At  the  IttWk  #f  day, 

’^ith  ray  p®  on  ray  shtmlder, 
fo  the  weeds  I  iM  stray# 

1  sot  *  fair  s»«Jd*»f 

thesis  sere  of  rose, 
l®r  hair  4««m  la  ringlets# 

And  eys«  Mask  m  "eoal* 

I  asked  tie  fat#  w»Mm$ 

*tti*  midea  m  fair*" 

tell  w  tsfcsr©#  ©h,  whore 
Oetild  I  find  tfc«  hr©®*  haret  * 


She  answered  »  shyly* 

Slw  saiswered  @0'  l<srt 
ay  shit*  petty 
fh«  brrnn  hair  doth  ’  grew!  * 

I  laid  her  #«w  gently 

Beneath  the  shade  ©f  a  tree, 
And  I  cooked  ay  Mf  rifle 
Abet#  her  white  to@@l 

She  swoons*  and  she  falnts&f 
Hot*  eolor  all  fled# 

I  stooped  and  I  kissed  he**. 

For  I  tti«i#j%  she-  wore  dead, 
Shea  she  opened  her  oyes 
®»«fcly  end  said* 

"few*  aim  is  t©  i»ni&#  Sir, 
f«*y  bullets  »#  fair*** 

!»aa*t  yea  fire  ooa©  more 
At  ray  beaut©  hro«i*  hair?* 


no,  m  fair  widen* 

%  powter  la  speat, 

%  bullets  are  gone, 

AM  ray  r«roi  is  beatf 
AM  1  e&msb  fir#  oal 

*Swt  «eet  m  tmmrrm 

Beneath  the  shade  of  the  tree. 
And  if  the  muMm r  prows  fair, 
l* ll  fir®  oao®  mm® 

At  yw  bonnfte  brow®,  hair!  * 


4MMU 

I  finmen 

Qh,(jh®t@  me  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  oat  of  to* mf\ 

Slog  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day|  x 

0h#  there  ms  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  town, 

.ted  h<  clalraed  be  had  the  biggest  oriole  of  any  fuv  treqttUb' 
Site*  Inky  dinky  doodle  all  day|  '  *  "  /' 

Bow,  Jatum&&  end  his  auW  got  in  a  dlspottl 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day| 
low,  dehsnto  and  his  matter  tot  in  ».  disp«%#§ 

Said  tTohani®  to  bis  jaashar,  nI  *va  got  the  bio,«!o*t  tooti® 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  <?syj‘ 

dohimia  and  his  taaotar  wstit  on  the  hill  to  pi  owl 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day# 
detent®  and  his  motor  mm t  on  the  hill  to  pliwj 
Said  Johnnie  to  hi©  motor,  ’*1*11  erasure  with  vm  n min 
Slag  laity  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

So  they  mnsurwd  ©youal  and  they  r»*«urea  about# 

Slag  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

So  they  ttpasured  around  and  they  maeured  about i 
ted  Johnnie  had  hi?a  teat  six  Ij&ehes  ®»  tho  spent# 

Sing  inky  c!i afcy  doodle  all  day! 

Sow,  there  lived  a  little  girl  just  «  little  out  of  tome# 
Slag  inky  dinky  --’poole  all  d«y# 
low,  there  lived  a  Hi  tie  girl  .last  a  little  out  of  tcnm, 

Ani  oho  liked  Johmtie  bother  than  mr  my  arena!  J 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  •'yyj 

Ife  plafeed  her  utp  gently  and  laid  ter  on  the  grass* 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

Eo  rioted  her  up  gontly  ate  3  old  ter  cm  the  grass, 
ted  roliod  ter  ow«r  onto  her  a®sJ 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  f’ayl 

Mow,  go  a  libt.  lo  03  sy  whim  you  fir  at  J©  begin# 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 
low,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begin, 
for  it  hurts  Just  a  littl©  wten  you  first  nut  it  Ini 
Sing  inky  doodle  «\11  tey# 

Sow#  go  a  little  faster,  and  don’t  be  so  slew# 

Sing  laky  dinky  doodle  all  day# 
low,  m  a  little  faster,  an.-,?  be  so  alowg 

For  it  don’t  hurt  not?  life  it  did  awbil*  ago# 

Sing  laky  dinky  doodle  all  lay* 

wCIti,  J  wish  it  Was  linger  and  half  aa  big  again# 

Slug  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

Ob,  I  wish  it  as  ltwf»r  and  half  as  big  *gain, 
ted  I  had  a  bull *s  aea  t©  help  pish  it  ini 
Slag  Inky  dinky  doodle  ail  day! 

Oh,  nrn  my  seat  is  ended#  Idll  zim  you  no  mo re# 

Slot  laky  dinky  doodle  all  <?«y# 
ofe*  now  «T  «*a*  s#  eMedi  1*11  slag  yea  so  narol 
Shore’s  an  apple  in  ssy  and  yea  saa  hay®  the  oorel 
Sing  inky  dialer  'doodle  all  day# 
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©»  Kmuuw 


Old  MMhattli&Ml  wm  a  #«sis'ey 
Of  to*  wlM  mad  mmlw  ms f  f 
lie  horsos  and  his  t oggpry 
*»r«  of  th©  w  f  test* 

1®  li»€  »  pretty  g#©! 

&at  |%  lie  «ai  so  fool, 
lb®  only  fault  JifeoLeUand  had* 

Sa  was  handy  with  hie  tool  I 

^©Lolland  loft  It?  at.  eaw^ae^f 
*Wmm  m  &  Friday  night. 

He  spied  a  pretty  sohoolina& 

la  a  sohoolhouse  w&4*st«d  stilt© , 

He  sprang  into  tfet  atmosphere* 
Stampodod  dogs  sad  oats* 

And  h 0  hit  the  trail  enrolling 
For  the  ©ghoolm&m  on  the  flats* 

Ho  rsiiwi.  Itls  hors#  into  the  gat©* 
So  said,  --%sy  T  o«®  la?fl 
?You  my  s  ”  said  th«  schoolman 
Wftfe  a  kind  of  sauoy  grSn. 

H«  feioferf  the  oewshit  off  his  hoots 
And  straightened  his  ©ravst* 
ted  he  entered  throat  tin  leor«f 
Mth  tho  soheolmsii  ©f  the  flats# 


Ihey  talked  abotit  the*  weather y 
lh©y  talked  of  this  and.  that? 

3hsy  kept  a-driffctng  onward— 
fhoy  tenser  not  Just  where  at! 

they  kept  ©-drifting  onward 
tefeil  they  rs&ehed  tier  ©hair* 

ted  ho  pat  th«  proposition 

fo  the  sehoolaam  then  and  there,  ■ 

He  laid  her  on  the  bensh**«> 
fbs  host  that  fee  ootxld  d©> 

He  enwrapped  his  ©oil  frm  aro and  hi#  horn, 
ted  open® d  his  hoodoo! 

®»«a#  bringing  forth  his  wlUr, 

8®  stabbed  her  in  the  fatj 

H#  stopped  the  wind  frm.  blowing 

fhi?«igi  the  sohoolmaai  on  the 'flats! 

He  Said»  *Z*mi  diddled  maidens* 
ted  »«gy#  wenohee*  »M  all  that? 

But  the  hast  I  @mr  taoteled 

l»ki  th©  iohcsotswa  m  the  flats!  * 

Itrt  vhm  h «  shook  his  roller, 
dust  slat  days  after  that*, 

H®  fount  h©*d  shttght  the  gmmmm 
frets  the  @#hooi««»  os  th©  flats! 


§«*r#  oil  ym  {Jolly  roundors, 

MA  llttws  t#  ay  soagf 
fcwp  *M  <M»  Knar?  In  Ills 
And  l£*«p  Mb  tmnim.  mi 

Aod  if  fe«  got®  unruly, 

«luft  f«gt  hlia  with  your  hat  I 
S9B»'‘a'b@j*  old  KaoL^il-^ad 

AM  th®  seliioolasa  ©»  tha  flat®  I 
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I  -mMAmmU.  down  th# 

An#  1  tateajtei  e»  ®v»ry  door  j 
f©  «air#  xagr  Ilf©  trm  holt,  beys, 
I  eould&M*  find  a  #ion«! 


At  last  1  found  a  tshoref 
8ko  ■ea.a  sitting  on  a  rookt 
to  sum-?  ay  Ilf®  froa  hall#  toys, 
I  o©uidn*t  find  my  oookl 


At  last  I  feus#  nf  ooole, 

In  t!w>  aaisitsr  of  «y  hands 
T©  safe  jay  tif#  ft*®  hsll,  boy®, 
1  oouldn't  jaaku  It  stand! 


At  last  I  lasd©  It.  stand, 

I®  stiff  e.®  asy  pin# 

to  S&VO  "3*.*  Uf*  ffCCS  holl, 

I  0oilldB:*t  g«t  It  Isl 


At  last  1  got  it  In 
And  wimlod  It  aboutj 
fo  SoTw  lay  life  fron  *;«!'  ,  boys, 

1  a  011  Ids’ t  got  It  out! 

At  last  I  got  ft  out. 

All  ssattory  and  sort! 

To  mva  yaw  Ilf®  fres  hsU,  boys, 
1 war  fw*&  ifesro! 


(si  40LLY  mwmmi) 

(tafaystt*  Mr  am,)  '  U-w., 

?h®r@  ms  a  Jolly  steptford, 
ted  he  lived  «u08  a  hilli 
8 ®  w»afc  out  hunting  one  fin®  day 
f«  #«®  «h&t  fee  sea  Id  kill# 

Sing  ffti-cfoy-alwdal  der  riddle  all  the  <f«yj 


Mrs  looted  to  th®  oast  and  then  to  the  west, 
Asd  thoa  h®  to^e  Matter  look? 

And  thorn  ho  spied  a  »ald«n  fair 
JWsirf*r?isg  is  th®  brook* 

?inff  fal*.<!®r»al«dal  dor  rid  ’lo  aV^  llv  ?l«y| 

Ss  saoated  down,  through  the  bushas 
to  taka  a  ©lossy  look. 

And  spied  upon  tt»  mides  fair 
A-swlMaisg  1b  the  break# 

Sing  fa&*4:®r«al*dal  dor  riddle  all  tte  day! 

Jolly,  Jelly  shepherd, 

0©*a«,  tak®  r  ©loser  look! " 

A»4  shafeinf  out  h®r  tress®*, 

3ho  oli  "feod  oat  of  l  ho  bro^k# 

Sing  fal-der-al*d«2  dor  riddle  all  th*  d»y| 

They  traveled  along  together 

fill  thoy  oerne  to  a  ©taok  of  harj 
’Wi#  alstor,  that’s  a  pretty  plas® 
for  you  sad  m  to  playj *' 

Sing  fai«*d«r*»al#*r!.al  de»r  riddle  all  Ate  d&yj 

They  trawled  along  togsthor 

Till  they  asm®  to  a  fluid  of  ©lowr* 

*Hh,  lalstor,  that ’s  a  pretty  t»1b©q 
for  yoa  to-  roll  i»  mmrV’  ' 

Slag  fal-dor-al-dal  dor  riddle  all  the  daw* 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  ©nro®?  to  ter  father’s  house  $ 

And  then  ah®  said,  a  wai.fi  within, 
ted  you’re  o  fool  w1  thoutl * 

Slag  fal>4sr-s|«dsi  dor  riddle  all  tho  dayl 


I  r®§@  out  eg 


All  m  a  mrkrnt  day, 

A»vi«wls^  of  this  pretty  fair  m@14 
Iter  twelasie  going  this 
!«r  bmlmm  going  to  natfeet 
lor@  feattar  and  eggs  «ad  ©ream# 
And  ew  Jofgod  nlmp  together* 

I  ferry  down  &*daf  | 


f 


*»  fogged  al«wg  together, 

S&  |©fp>d  side  fey  @li@ | 

A-wtedtsai  of  this  nrrtty  fair  mid. 
Mm  tartar  ®m®  iedL 
tor  faar  that  she  my  lose  It, 
fe##«  words  to  Hoi*  I  said, 

’foor  garter  is  hanging  down*  sp*  fearl 
I  ferry  d®®  a-dayl 


%ht  will  you  t»  so  Mad*  yeang  asaaf 
Oh,  will  you  fee  so  frost 
Oh#  will  fm  he  so  Med,  yeang  sss. 
As  to  tie  It  up  for  mi** 

1  will*  yes,  1  will, 

Whsa  fs  get  to  yoafer  hill  I” 

And  wo  fogged  ©long  t©«rthor» 

I  ferry  down  a«3ayj 


As  w&  arrived  at  yonder  *s  hill. 

So  happy  and  eo  ftmt  . 

As  «e  arrived  at  ye»fer*s  hill, 

Sttoh  slgfete  1  mmr  did  m§t 
For  she  roiled  up  her  lily-white  olothos, 

Jted  I  roliod  is  betneeitl 
Asd  a©  #«gp»d  along  together, 

I  ferry  Smm  **»layf 

@l»0s  yet*  harw  year  will  with,  *, 

Mai  sir,  toll  »  year  none, 
tttetwlse  your  eeotipstlen 

Ahd  the  oity  frm  whieh  you  oaasl R 
1%*  8§®»  *t!s  Qjofejmie  the  Sorer, \ 

Afid  frees  Baltlsor#  City  sa  J, 
ted  I  live  fey  the  aide  of*  the  febs  md  Dmmi  " 

1  ferry  down  a«4ayj 

Sow,  sfa«  returned  froas  gt&rfcst, 

Sor  hotter  end  eggs  fee  let  eet&t 
But  the  losing  of  her  enl4lehhe«4 
It  safe  her  Meed  run  ooMI 
”®«t  It  Is  mm  9  1st  It  gel 

S@*s  the  lad  1  level"1  said  she* 
he  lives  fey  the  tide  of  the  Bps  and  !ii»»®lw 
I  ferry  dews  e»i«yl 
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{WwPtskf  Sal®  and  AI4«»  flats##  11} 

It  mt  is  th®  wjath  ©if  m&, 
i?hea  th«  paries  ts#gt xm  i©  tony, 

te#  th®  ^«aoi«s  ®om®  prsanifsf  round  tfc®  barn* 
Said  the  to  tile  •f&fk* 

%111  you  ©H^fe  epos  tay  twefet 

loa  «»o  wind  tip  ay  Itttl#  ball  of  yar»I  * 


It  ms  ts  th©  month  of  #»»*, 

’%©».  th®  1*03©®  woro  In  bloom 

tel  the  5«»at«s  mv*  loos*  around.  th®  burnt 
ffe#r#  I  set  a  little  Mss, 
ted  1  simply  as&d  her  this, 

itey  I  mad  «p  your  little  hall  of  iwmf  * 

*Qh,  ishy  don’t  you  m  to  those 
%o  hor®  mmrnf  and  fim  olotheef 
ohy  don’t  yea  gd  to  thou  with 
But  f!i®  finally  gave  oensont. 

And  throufdi  the  fields  w®  went, 
fo  wind  up  far  little  "ball  of 

After  getting  her  ©onsoat, 

Around  a  stump  w®  w#at, 

tel  I  asistd  her  ®te«rei  she  J»pt 
■She  said  bonouth  her  $mm$ 

So  I  gently  laid  her  were, 

ted  I  mound  up  her  libfel®  hall 

It  was  t&m  days  after  this, 

^krn  I  t»st  t©  tafe®  a  pis®, 

I  found  ay  ®oofe  all  mttory  am!  mmf 
ft %m  I  ksttwr  that  by  mishap, 

§h®  had  given  m  the  clapp* 

As  I  wou&d  up  h*r  little  hall  of  yarn! 


,.-py 

'A  -  ^ 


It  was  Rio®  days  after  tha&$ 

In  my  otf&m  ©hair  I  sat, 

©ondagiBg  if  I’d  d«8»  I r*r  any  hamt 
Ihoa  m.  of  floor  ia  tin®. 

Said,  *feung  mm,  I*»  after  you! 

Case  and  mtry  ymr  little  hall  of  yaral p 


It  was  nine  month*  after  that  ? 

In  asy  offio#  ©hair  I  sat, 

: 'ordering  if  I’d  don®  her  any  harm* 
there  appeared  before  the  door 
Bar  father  and  ®@v«ral  aorat 

"ffltt’r®  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball  of  yittil* 


ywar  attsf«ft® 
yasttt 

her  little  ehasrai 
of  fsarstl 
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(Utry  Martin) . ~~ 

(M-0  left  tha  party  ©arlyjl 
I  think  at  sin®. 

And  as  good  luok  would  h*f»  it. 

Her  room  <ma  aawfc  to  »in»* 

As  aagar  m  old  Solusahits, 

Haw  regions  to  #«©lor#, 

I  took  a  smp;  position 

By  thn  keyhols  in  tha  door  1 

Sh®  first  took  off  bar  ooliari 
it  foil  upon  tha  floor i 
fo  Clods  I  I  saw  her  stoop  for  it, 
Shroud  the  bjhols  in  tj»  doorl 

flies  otata  her  drag®  and  usdarelothaa 
fifty,  less  or  morsj 
I  ooaldn  *t  count  correctly 

Jfn*©uj#t  the  koybclo  in  the  door I 

She  sat  down  on  thu  oarpstj 
She*  raatod  gmo#f<*llT| 

Sho-  pulled  h*r  spotless  linen 
Above  her  snow-white  I mmt 

then  ®ho  took  A  0m  It  or  tressea 
Of  pretty  golden  hair* 
they  fell  in  torrents 

Afecni  her  aho-sidere  bar®* 

ills  sat  before  "tit  a  fir*, 

-  liar  tiny  fwet  to  warm, 
stth  nothing  but  %  ahtaray 
to  conceal  her  naked  fora* 

If  she  would  only  drop  it, 

I  would  ask  no  morof 
I®  Clods!  I  Sosa  bar  drop  It 

through  the  keyhole  in  the  door! 

If  I  ms  strong  as  Saapson, 

1*4  hrmk  that  door'  dom&t 
1*4  hays  a  little  booty 

If  I  woks  up  the  whole  damn  toco! 

But  1%  not  m  strong  as  Sampson, 

And  I  oan  do  no  sore 
Uiae  $mk  off  and  takw  straight  elm 
fStrough  the  keyhole  in  the  doer! 


bar  in  a  ballroom. 

And  1  asked  her  for  a  danosg 
She  0o«M  ■toll  I  mts  a  sailor 
By  tfe®  button®  on  ay  pants, 

W  nhom  war#  brightly  poll shod t 
My  hair  me  neatly  ooabodf 
1  danesd  with  her  all  avaaiagi 
That  nifljhi  I  took  h«r  horn®* 

And  as  X  loft  the  Imllro** 

I  hoard  aeeao  old  dams  say* 
Thorw  $o*s  &  fair  young  mM®n 
•iio  is  be  tug  led  astray!  ’ 


It  ms  at  her  father’s  gateway 
That  ©ho  was  lad  asttrayj 

It  was  in  hap  mother’s  fe®dro« 
she  ms  forced  to  lay* 

I  laid  bar  down  to  gentlyf 
Hor  dresses  I  raised  highi 
'’""sill  <lo  It  a m»  sty 

w»*ll  do  it  now  or  di©Itt 

I  offered  her  a  silver  aoo&laosf 
I  offered  her  a  golden  pins 
I  offered  her  a  wooden  ©rail® 

To  rook  hep  baby  la* 

She  wouldn’t  aoospt  the  neeHaoei 
She  wouldn’t  asoepb  the  pint 
Bat  she  did  aosspt  #5.®  ©rail# 

To  rook  her  baby  is* 

Mmt  all  you  fair  young  aaldons* 
Just  take  a  tip  t res  a©  1 
Rover  let  a.  sailor 

Oat  as  inoh  above  year  Iraaal 

He1!!  low  ym  m&  oaress  ymg 
He’ll  nromieo  to  b#  tp»} 

But  whan  ha  gets  your  ©harry* 

It*s  off  to  holl  with  yowl 

B. 

(Biak  Palfrey*®) 

I'hen  1  mi  young  and  pretty. 

It  was  to  ®y  delight 
f©  m  to  balls  and  da»es 

iasd  stay  out  late  at  night* 

It  ms  at  a  ball  I  tmt  hi®, 

Aad  lie  aakad  as  for  a  dajusoj 
1  oould  toll  ha  was  a  sailor 
By  th#  button.®  os  his  pants! 


II  s  shoes  were  mmtly  eel i shed t 
Sis  hair  wm  niml\*  oo»%©rf § 

AmA  when  the  danse  ms  mm r* 

Sa  asked  to  taka  »  horse# 

*fmm  In  my  fattier1®  hallway 
that  I  mm§  led  estrayt 
,®w*s  in  isy  net&er's  bedroom 
Tint  I  ms  forced  to  lay, 

5®  speoad  ay  lags  so  gently# 

So  ratios!  my  dress "to  hipif 
1©  saW,  ”H«f,  Mary,  darling. 

Ton  *11  do  It  now  or  4i©|® 

low*  all  young  girls,  t%k©  warning* 
Aatl  toko  a  tip  fror a  no* 

Wawr  1st  a  sailer 

®st  an  Imh  sbm  year  kneel 

Per  if  you  de  be '*11  lose  you, 
bmr®  you  kind  and  treat 
Bat;  when  ha  r»ie>#  year  sherry. 

Ho *11  say*  "To  hell  with  you}0 


m  gpiAB  Mia 

(B-to  Sdtnrds  ^Thwm'r  9eaoh  amps  ) 

I  ©nee  knew  >m  tMifi® 

%e  w  very  y#ry  «ioh  afraid 
that  «ss»  fcuo&areo 
^oal<3  shove  it  tip  her  slough 

she  lay  sleeping  Is  the  shade! 

She  took  her  little  brown  hand 
A*5  filled  it  full  of  sand; 

Aai  then  shs  knew 
&a,t  m  tasofeares 

would  monkey  with  the  premised  lend! 

But  m*  buokaroo  get  wise* 
ted  ha  shoved  it  ooteeen  her  thighs f 
rlth  an  old  gum-boot 
0i»  the  and  of  his  root* 

Be  opened  Jtadwing**  oym  l 

tel  then  to  her  groat  surprls®, 

8«r  ha  Ilf  Jwpai  to  rite  s 
And  then  she  knew 
Shat  some  tmekaree. 

Had  slipped  it  between  her  thigh®! 


Awl  they  shit  xsptm  the"  fly, 

In  Bombay! 

fhd  roostafs  thay  grow  tall 
la  Bombay,  i»  Baabayf 
And  they  «hit  i^pon  the  wall, 

la  le@baf*| 

Ihe  #tlokor®  they  prm  loa$ 

1b  Sombuy,  i»  Bombayf 
A»4  they  t  \  okla  yea  on  the  doa#. 

In  B««fea,yl  . 

?h®  early  hair  grows  rad 
la  Bombay,  la  Bombay* 

But  it  doitH  mtm  o»  rear  head, 
la  Bombay! ' 

fhm’f  shew  tobaooo  thin 
&  Bombay,  in  Soabayj 
ted  it  driaelee  down  their  ehlit. 
In  Bombay! 

the  ohildren  thaw  *o  bare 
la  Bowtoay,  in  Bombay* 

For  they  hfivm  no  tatdcrwaar, 
la  Bombay! 


they  ««Am  uatel  in  the  rimv 
la  Bcrtiay,  in  Borahayj 
All  the  foys  an?  gels  together* 

I»  Bombay! 

Bead  doge  He  is  the  street 

In  B«rtNiyf  in  Bombay* 

And  they  mr-m  th«  ooor  for  meat, 
1st  Bombay! 

Tho  women  they  grow  fat 
la  Bombay,  In  Bombavj 
-Srory  year  they  hey®  a  brat, 

la  Borfjayl  * 

fh#?a  ere  mi  doss  young  and 
la  Bombay,  is  Bombay* 

teS  they  dlfklle  you  os  the  street* 

la  Bombay! 


Of  all  the  beasts  that  to am  the  fields, 
2*  A  rathor  b»  the  sow* 

2*d  stand  $p»  «gr  two  hint  leg® 
ted  Bhm  the-  Old  feull  hew# 

.  Of  nil  the  beasts  that  torn  the  field#, 
1*4  rather  b«  tb®  tell* 

1*4  stand  wpon  mg  tvm  hind  log® 

And  pap  tbfi  old. sow  fall#' 

Of  ell  the  boasts 'that  vmm  the  fields, 
2*4  ratter  fee  th»  {§«§* 

1*4  lift  ray  hind  ion,  in  the  air 
As4  pis®  tm  rnmvy  leg! 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  room  the  field#, 
I*(!  rather  ho  tho  eat* 

1*4  shit  In  mmtf  pH®  ©f  dirt 
tel  smooth  the  place  oat  flat# 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I*d  rather  bo  the  whale* 

1*4  mm  th©  who lo  world  war 
to  ft  ad  a  pi«o«?  of  tail# 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  it»  fields, 
2*4  rather  be  th©  bird* 

2*4  fly  4©sm  or  sene  mis’®  hat 
ted  shit  «  Juioy  tirdj 

Of  all  the  beast®  that  rwm  th*  fields, 
1*4  rather  fee  th®  byetei 
2*4  eliHfe  txpm  th®  ©Id  msm  bask 
And  f ttofc  and  fuck  and  ftaSk# 

Of  ail  th®  boasts  that  roan  the  fields, 
1*4  rather  b®  the  war#* 

2*4  back  right  un,  and  lift  ray  tail, 
ted  she*  th©  old  stud  whs-re# 

Of  all  the  blasts  that  roa*8?  the*  field, 
1*4  rat hor  ha  th©  sew* 

1*4  stretch.  my  bailor  on  th©  gras# 
ted  let  ifc®  old  boar  plow#  7 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  r©m  the  fields, 
f*cl  rattier  t»  the  skunk* 

I’d  pies  m  grrnwy  pmmr»bf 
To  show  hlii  hew'  I  stunk# 

Of  all  th®  beasts  that  rowa  the  field, 
2*d  rather  fee  ife<§  feats 
2*i  steal  wgr  waster’s  ««d«r*ear 
ted  oraw  thorn  dews  my  thro  at# 

Of  all  the  blasts  that  roam  the  field, 
1*4  rather  be  a  wan* 

MM  then  2*d  get  it  &  who!.#  lot  oitmnr 
ffc«i  the  other  aniwal#  ©an# 


1  mitesci  into  the  hall*Ay# 

M  drunk  as. 1  ©©aid  tej 
A&l  I  thought  I  saw  aa  overcoat, 
•ter®  my  ©oat  ought  to  h»l 

'*‘tjat*a  this#  my  darling  wife# 
•ter®  my  ©o  -t  ought  to  bs?  " 
it *®  nothing  but  a  blanket 
.  Wf  graadw© thm*  geir®  to  mi  s 

t,4ve  trnmed  th©  tide  world  aver 
A  million  timoB  or  raoro# 

Bat  I  staror  saw  a  blanket 
With  nook© t8  is  teforsi 


b. 

I  wai&od  into  th#  tedroeia. 

As  drunk  m  1  amM  tm$ 

Aat  I  thought  1  saw  somebody**  hat 
'Iter©  isy  hat  ought  to  b#| 

""hat’s  this,  my  darling  wifyt 
%«r»  ray  hat  ought  to  b»f  ” 
it*s  nothin?,  bat  <5  nisspoi 
My  graniaothor  mv^  to  as.*  ” 

X’re  roamod  th©  «riio  world  over 
A  million  ti-'oa  or  more# 

Bat  1  neror  saw  a  piaapoi 
With  a  lining  in  baf©r»l 

H# 

X  look*? 4  laid  th©  ©radio t 
ter©  ray  kid  ought  to  b#| 

And  1  thought  1  saw  n  stronger! 

I  ms  drunk  as  1  csould  bal 

^feat’s  this,  «f  darling  wife, 
h«»  ay  ted  ought  to  te?* 

%ht  It *e  nothing  but  a  monkay 
i f  gr&ndaothor  gave  to  §»»'*• 

X*w  roestad  bh<*  '»i®<§  world  stop 
A  million  tints  or  a©**®# 
fct  I  noror  saw  a  isoakey 
tith  a  diapor  ©jj  t»for#I 

4# 

I  looted  batfembh  the  am© rs, 

A®_  drunk  as  I  ©oaM  bttt 
■And  I  thought  I  saw  a  pookor 
'•her®  ray  priok  ought  to  tel 

""hat’s  this#  ay  darling  wife# 

•ter©  ray  prior-  ought  to  bat 55 
•m.#  it’s  nothin*  but  «  rolling  pin 
%  grandmother  gars  to  raal” 
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I*w  roasted  tfm  wide  world  ewf 
A  ail  lion  times  or  mora; 

But  t  flavor  mm  a  rolling  pin 
nth  hair  mi  It  tesf ©raj 


y  party  mut 

. 


A  Soldier  waited  Into  ft.  c^ndlo  ghop,^ 

Some  aas^log  for  to  buy, 

Aa4  to  the  aoldiar *«  groat  surprise, 

UtQ  devil,  h«  saw,  ms  nlfds# 

la  hollered,  ho  hollered,  he  loudly  sailed, 
tot©  his  mater  orl® 4s 
*?w  «u>  have  a  bit  of  sty  pstkor, 

**h'sii©V'.*r  vou  are  ml  nal  * 


soi  oh,  bo.*  W  pretty  fair  maid, 
t*vo  mr®r  had  *uoh  fun; 

fo  lie  beside  a  rrotty  fair  maSd, 

Of  stuoh  I’ve  aavor  dsnoj1" 

*®at  I  will  eall  mx  faster* 

For  ho  l®  tsosr  at  Ht&Sj 

Asd  h®  *11  take  a  bit  of  your  peokari 
8a  doos  it,  I  uadaratandi”' 

8®  ^eok  H®r  round  ter  middle  m  mm  11, 

And  gag«d  lit  ter  3et#*blctC»Jc  oyns, 

And  shoved  the  point  of  hia  io-toke-oaro 
Between  her  lily*'?#*  it®  thighs* 

Jtoi  after  ha  wfs  done  and  gone*, 

Ha  srwora  ah-’  was  no  where  t 

8a  sou  lei  tall  by  the  blood  on  his  rooter 
that  she  Bevar  don#  it  before, 

Bows#  all  you  man  with  pretty  young  wives. 

You  tetter  ’ll®  on  the  lookout. 

And  look  them  up  In  a  room  at  night 
ll989W  you  fo  out# 

fhay*ll  tall  you  how  kind  and  tmn  they *11  b®. 
Busy  *11  toll  you  so  and  so; 

But  they  will  bate  a  bit  of  your  neater  t 
ftwy  all  do  lor*  it,  you  knar#! 


njMXat  m  ms  izm*s  tm 


^  ^ 

Mo# 

fluster  tmsti) 

It  vrm  in  the  lays  of  the  royal  castration. 

And  the  king  wae  siring  hie  last  bell* 
la  the  courtyard  the  ctmt^fA^rs  could  bo  mmi§ 

Merrily  throwing:  esEtsul  shit  at  f»aeh  other* 

Horse  shit  ms  tail mown  is  those  good  old  lay* I 

Suddenly*  Ao  should  aprvar  «oon  the  smm  but  Bant©!, 
Holding  his  loft  nut  in  his  hmd$ 

hoi”  cried  the  1ds$* 

"Ass  hole! w  cried  BnnielA  !:h«r«hy  scoring  a  hit* 

TIiss  itl h  cried  the  king,  thus  doing  kin  enethbe tter* 

"After  ymt  yon  aon-0£«*a**Mtchl  *  cried  8?*iiel# 

ted  the  laughs  wore  on  the  Mag* 

Ifosr*  in  those  day®,  it  was  considered  i  ”se  m  th i r.g 
TO  call  a  king  a  aoa  *  of  Jt  tch  * 

So  Ooniel  wns  thrown  into  the  lions1  dtm* 

Ho  could  ho  recognized  only  by  the  green  mbrella 

m.ioh  he  carried  rntr  Ms  left  am. 

**ud  '©My#  a  li  *n  waited  up  1  c  Daniel 

lad  sci  sod  him.  by  the  loft  nut. 

"Ouch,  that  tiokloal”  cried  Denial* 

B%at  tickles!  "  cried  th©  king* 

''Testicles!  "  cried  Daniel* 

And  for  the  second  tin®  that  day 
Tte  laiigjhs  wito  tm  the  king. 

^Ch,  fortl  *  cried  the  king. 

And  a  gentle  mist  settled "ovur  tha  whole  of  bis  racist* 

‘tti,  shit  I "  cried  the  king, 

ted  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 

Squattad  and  did  their  utmost# 

For  the  king®  word  ms  law  In  those  good  old  days  I 

”0csao  forth  I  *  cried  the  kings 

But  Daniel  slipped  on  a  fresh  lion  bird 

ted  esMtss  sceosd# 

*'  hat  about  the  mr-incogst’*  a  embody  shouted. 

Kerf  r>  oriel  the  king* 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
"bJM  tr^affted  to  death  in  the  rush* 

Per  th#  king*®  word  me  law  In  those  good  oil  days! 


3J 

42 

(Daniel  in  ih#  lions  *  Den) 

S* 

C«brr«ll  Ush) 

Sow,  tfae  aua  shins  i  down  with  &»  awful  hast 
0a  &  poor  young  mm  with  right  mve  feet, 

*rt*o  had  traveled  from  daws  to  vfaer®  ho  Was  atj 
Aai  the  shad#  of  son®  trees  that  war m  by  the  road 
'’hs  more  than  he  aould  bamr; 

And*  throwing  his  kit  with  a  mrvtlem  air. 

He  prepared  hlaself  to  have  luncheon  there 2 

But  as  he  wtsafc  to  the  ©rack  I®  mall. 

He  hoard  an  awful  noise, 

As  if  the  holiday  wars  enjoyed  by  boy®f 
So  he  8»#®.ked  ri#it  down  to.  th®  water*®  @4««, 

And  there  upon  the  grassy  bsafc 
ms  &  sight  for  weary  seat 
A  lowly  boy  was  sitting*  down, 

M  bare  as  Pare  oould  be; 

So  flaaisl  ah,  that  »a«j?hty  tmnj  — . 

Had  thoughts  that  aren't  right; 

2i0  little  jar  ho  had  carried  far 
Iks  for  such  things  a®  this; 
li®  grabbed  tho  boy  and  throw  hist  do®n, 
ted  rubbed  hie  bunghole  well; 

'  ®.tea  he  enjoyai  himself  m  only  the  bards  o*m  telll 

She  soldiers  of  the  king  were  abroad  that  d&y. 

Hunting  far  and  wide 

Par  Tuttle- too,  the  king's  royal  hoy— 

They  knew  not  rAere  he  *d  hid©* 

They  hunted  vales,  they  hunted  nooks, 

They  looted,  down  all  the  wells, 
they  called  and  blow  their  horns j 
1h©n  far  off  in  the  distance 
Thoy  hoard  a  f«eble  yell, 

S»»  cm  their  chargor®,  fast  as  light, 

Ihoy  hied  thoir  steads  wife  haste* 

The  troop  drove  up;  and  there  thev  w^re. 

Si®  boy  and  Daniel  hard  at  work! 

The  troop  was  stumped  —  am  so  was  the  boy  — 

For  if  the  Icing  should  hoar. 

The  P&lftoe  would  bo  hull  I 

But  a«  ©n©  told  on  Qaafcal  bold; 

ted  a®  the  ilty  h®  did  near. 

He  knew  that  he  wee  lost! 

So  whan  Daniel  to  royal  1  court  o«s@. 

Ho  felt  that  all  tho  world  was  wise. 

Sis®  why  did  all  the  courtiers  hold 
Their  noses  and  wink-  their  eye# t 

The  Icing  ssid  to  Daniel  bold, 

’tfr?  hast  thou  fouldd  the  only  boy 
I*d  swim  a  river  for  or  diet 
In  other  words,  my  cooky  man, 

-hat  hast  thou  done? ° 


jrr 


Said  Daniel  to  th#  Mug, 

1  hirw  f***»®4  your  boy 
ted  Jv—ed,  hi®  will* 

1fh®F*ttp@»  the  king,  in  his  great  rag#. 

Had  Daniel  placed  in  th#  Liens*  Jte»f 
And  the  wry  oast  day  ho  »st  forth 
To  sot  Daniel  *s  bones, 
fiSaitb  he  expected  to  b# 

Lying  out  in  the  sun* 

But  to  hi®  ®reat  atiroris© 

Hs  taw  Immiml  sitting  on  the  largest  lion, 

Vfioing  his  ass 

tilth  th.®  next  to  the  largest  Hoods  tall  I 
^ -hat  hoi "  orled  the  king* 

"Asa  holal  '*  replied  Daniel* 

hereupon  'fell®  queen  dashed  madly  through  the  oeurt 

With  bar  drawers  at  half-met, 

ted  bar  ass  shining  like  a  looking  glass 

In  1*®  moonlight*, 

then  th®  king,  is  a  terrible  rag®. 

Cried  out,  w*Jiere  is  the  quean? " 

‘’’’fey,  sho  is  out-  is  the  garden  drinking  t#al  ” 

’Vbah  kind  of  tea?  n 

•*««— * 

wIs  Mis  ooouoiod?  ■’ 

fT@a,  verily!” 

is  she  doing?  * 

’Why,  ah©  is  wiring  her  ass  on  fifty  steins 
uf  the  finest  silk  in  the  world I “ 

^hereupon  somebody  shouted,  WP— ■  th®  queen! * 

And  forty  brave  young  kolg$it*  mm  killed  in  th®  rush! 


(tarry  liartin) 


®Jtw  t#  fsr  »«t  up*  pfeitih  **t>  sltf 

lh*  ©xtwiml  «irf  and  tho  pat© age  fey  shit  I 

f®”  Is  for  bolls*  mab  mm  ha®  «  pair 

I®  a  winkled  ell  sftafe  all  cower**!  with  Hair! 

%p  is  for  ©ttsfc,  all  juicy  mat?  slickf 

It*®  hOBa»-e@^®t«h<ww»  for  &  8®wn»»ln®h  prick! 

’ft*  is  for  dltt&ling*  which  never  grow®  sivlrnf 
there *s  nothing  to  §iod  as  a  niem  pieet?  of  tail  I 

Is  for  #f|?  that  is  laid  is  tte  w&«8» 

fte  object  which  Qme  fro®  a  spookier  hen*®  aasl 

*F"  is  for  fart*  that  odorous  broom? 

It *©  fully  as  bad  aa  iiafoorp^r  ©haeae! 

fls  for  guts*  that  tangled  up  mss 
That  connects  yocs*  t*Ih  with  the  ho  Jo  in  your  asel 

’S’*  I®  for  hair  t4mi  surround®  her  ounti 
to  find  tho  openin'*  is  a  wen’s  nightly  Hunt! 

la  for  inch  (now*  d«i*t  ante  m  sails! )t 
Aon  eha  gives  you  as  inch#  you  tafeo  half  a  ?»ilaj 

H**  It  for  jiss«»  that’s  sticky  like  craaskt 
1%  spot 9  up  tha  Shoots  when  you  h&va  a  wot  dr<*«l 

I"  Is  for  king*  Ac  ’roars  a  orcwn  on  hi®  bean* 

His  favorite  snort  is  fucking  the  quest*! 

%n  is  for  1  mo  that  fails  to  etie'-s 
It  starts  in  your  head  and  ends  in  your  prick! 

*MH  is  for  jnarrl&c»*  when  a  stall  g*»is  a  wife 
And  lives  In  saifary  the  mat  of  his  life! 

*’S!>  is  for  nut®  that  furnish  the  sap* 

A*i  sometlma  the  making  of  a  good  d«g#  of  olepll 

*UW  is  for  old*  or  ratter  the  ti»* 

Aon  a  tarn's  prlok  tsoa’t  stand  tip  as  is  hi®  prim! 

1|¥”  is  for  prick*  that  petrified  prongs 
It  raises  free  four  to  twelve  Indies  long! 

*QW  Is  for  qmiwwr  that  ocma  with  &  ihurapj 

It®  a  funny  sensation  when  you  shoot  off  your  lamp! 

%m  Is  for  raps*  that  are  used*  I  nr* sum®, 

?#  wap  up  a  pussy  that  is  In  fail  bloml 

%*  i@  for  safety*  »d@  of  fish  skip) 

fb  «So  a  job  with  op*  is  mrsty  a  sin! 

*?'*  is  for  tits*  swnotoi  to  fee  s«®l»d>t 

they  never  some  fr«*eb  till  a  women's  hmm  fuctesd! 


*0"  Is  for  urine,  a  per!  full  of  plssf 
Ain’t  it  just  Mfta  to  us®  language  like  thief 

T”  is  for  yomte  tfcnt  wiggle  and  twist 
Ajad  M?l#  in  the  hair  shea  you  go  oat  to  piss  I 

*rw*  is  for  «M|  ©radio  of  sin, 

fh&t’s  spilt  half  way  frm  hor  ass  to  h®r  ahl»! 

Is  for  swhiy,  *  wignt-fyisf  glass. 

Used  fcy  a  (footer  to  look  up  year  assi 

1fn  is  for  yts*  wfeum  a  wow.®  gats  hot, 
fhers’s  nothing  tut  g  prlok  to  tool  fesr  tost I 

*E  M  is  for  sore*  supposed  to  to  ««Mt 

Si©  t9af«ratur©  of  a  sati'a  tolls  at  ninety  y»ars  old! 


CiH»¥  mhb  . 

(fiamio  Smith) 

Shu  told  sat  she  *4  fuak  Mo 

when  the  ©look  struek  seyenfc o«m, 

At  the  slaustifcerhouae  $mt  four  silos  out  nf  to-mj 
’where  th«  ©ig*§  -ryes,  and  the  pig’s 'oars, 

AM  the  tough  isld  ffsxas  stasrs, 

Sell  for  tiesfgteak  at  fifteen  seats  a  poted! 

She’s  my  honey,  she’s  ay  daisy. 

She’s  te«oi»l^@i  md  srasy. 

She’s  «ross«-oysdi#  pigaon-toed,  mm3  blind $ 
tod  they  say  tor  teeth  are  foamy 
Pros  snaking  ay  Mtoifi 

She’s  ray  fYaoklo-f ao©4 ,  eonsusoptlye  Mary  da mf 


mum  STAS2AS  L&mm®  wm  . . __ . 

(By  Sstmobh  Imtmn) 


*  Item,  Hama,  what  ia  that. 

Sticks  mt  ©a  papa  like  a 

batt 

tot  pair  you  dirty  brat! 

fhat*a  what  k@sps  your  Itessraa  fat  I 

Mrs.  UWIte  wads  a  puMiii' 

On  &  Sunday  day$ 

Mr,  Stortin  ©«»»  «*.f«rtln% 

Blew  It  all  aw&yj 

A  wntey  and  a  babboon 

^®re  sitting  on  the  grastf 
Th*  taontety  stuck  his  flavor 
Up  #3®  B«bb©©»*@  «8fl| ' 
to  babbooa  ®&id# 

Hod  4aas  your  souli 
&«p  -yoar  dirty  finger 
twt  of  ray  ass  holttl w 

Thsr*  was  a  little  bird. 

And  ho  shit  a  little  tird. 

And  hm  flm  mwe  into  th#  garden* 
And  ho  stretched  his  little  n«sJe, 

And  he  ihlt  ©boat  a  peek. 

And  then  flow  aeross  the  River 

■  ij 


th#  h#»oat  sat  on  a  high  board 

teams 

Bio  she-eat  sat  on  the  erwmdf 
to*  tea  mmdm  a  pass 


ted  #i©  world  wont  arraai  mid 
aroundl 


lot  ton  a  mm  grow  old, 

«  It®  jNMtar  i«t«  ooM, 

Ana  tk«  #»4  of  hi®  potter  bum 
blue* 

to®  hm  trios  to  iMil®, 

It  tends  in  th»  sst#41«f 

Bid  it  ©war  happen  t©  yew? 

11*  fher*  we  as  old  wows  from  f¥ai»@ 
"■its®  boarded  a  train,  by  ohaae®i 
to  engineer  imk®k  ter* 

And  so  did  the  eendweter, 
ted  the  tratemn  Jested  ©ff  la  her 
psttfetl 

12*  there  was  a  young  was  frea  Chino® 
to  went  in  m  alloy  to  mm* 

*Hi»e  golly*  raise  sissy  I 
RNr  eeok  it  so  pfssyi 
I  thisfe  so  mfbm'  el? pee 1  * 

IS*  tter**  *  as  old  wsan  fner*  < 
'tooling  :■  -s-h 

"he  had  o  west  wonderful  feeling* 
She  ley  m  hw  hmk 
And  tiekled  her  eraek. 

And  nissod  all  mm  the 

14*  Poor  old  Pebinson  CruesoeJ 
Be  ted  no  wr*aftu  to  sores?,  to 
So  gat  on  a  rook 
And  nl&yed  with  hi©  e©®k, 

And  shot  It  all  over  the  seashore! 


Charlie,  barley,  buckwheat  straw* 
fmnty  ©inches  I®  th©  law* 

Pinch  m  mm,  pisfifc  m  then, 

Pineh  a®  fsfaap  I  fart  agate# 

Hpshag,  d©w«t»g,  kick,  euf*,  or  box, 
te»g~®y#  pull,  or  pinto®,  or  taps!  ^ 

fetter  west  a'-hunblng 

to  shoot  hteseif  a  baa r$  . 

He  shot  hilt  in  th»  ass  hoi#, 

And  never  touched  a  hare] 


I*  there  «s  «  ymm  mm  frm  Boston 
eh©  bought  for  htesself  an  Austen* 
tore  wo#  mm  for  his  ass 
And  »  gallon  of  g*t , 

But  his  boll®  hung  eat,  and  h# 
lost  *©mi 

»*  There  was  a  young  mmn  frm.  St* 
Clmir® 

who  sor«»i  hi®  w!.f®  on  a  efeatrt 
On  the  fortf-ntnth  stretw 
Hi#  ft}nsltpr»>  brote,  ■ 

And  bis  gun  w«at  off  in  th«  airi 


l*va  got  the  shaatera 
tel  th®  blaeballSt  tool 
Tha  shankers  don*t  hurt, 

But  the  blasbftll®  do I 

J*v«  got  a  girl  in  Indian*} 

Sh®  ®en  hmni.%9  ay  Mg  banaaftf  . 
Sh»  ecus  wteistla,  aht  oa®.  iano# 
8li#*s  got  witi  stars  in  ter 


If*  Sort's  to  the  girl  of  South  Hoad, 
’Sfeo  Rimy®  used  a  fountain  p«ul 
Csrr*  dny  tte  oork  wont  wild, 

Row  she  ’8  cursing  a  negro  ohilAJ 

IS*  Hma  and  «fg®  between  ym»r  logs, 

A  little  bit  of 
four  raaohlas  and  ay  raa<»l»s 
Can  wdm  a  llttl®  baby] 


!#*•  Bmo  o mm  her#  to  sit  and  think. 

And  acme  em®  hare  to  shit  and  at ink* 
St*f>  I  her®  to  play  with  ny  disk! 

If  y©»  ehit  while  you're  eatl&g. 

The  ©aril  yem*m  feeding! 

If  fpr  ffisi  m  pwr  disi, 
fm  dw  hl»  a  drli sfe! 


.  Silt 


I*  I  wouldn't  rnmtry  ©id  do***  .girl, 
■MA  1*11  toll  you  the  ra&sett 


10* 


blows  hop  nbse :  in  the  ©ora- 


I  wish  I  had  a  load  of  brioka 
fo  build  tsy  ohlesey  higher* 

W  te®p  ths  girl*  around  tho  t 
l^*«w  pissing  in  my  fire  I 

MS»#,  tfans.,  what  ia  that* 

Siieks  eat  m  papa  like  a  fe, 

batt 

Shat  year  month*  yen  dirty  brat! 
that*®  what  keeps  year  Hams,  fotl 

Cb*  won't  yea  ©ewe  «mr  to  «y  shit- 


gf* 


*  iNl*  d-V4 

wwwmwesr- — - 


Sy  the  tar,  (by  the  her, 

«*h®r@  I  saofert  ay  first  elgar. 
And  the  dollars  la  »y  pookets 
relied  away. 

It  was  there  that  ‘ 


The  :wi«i  blcma  op  arenas!  y©«r  ass 
AiKt  tiekles  year  early  hair! 

*h«»  I  was  young  mi  1b.  »y  prims, 

1  used  to  jaoie  off  all  the  tinsel 
But  now  I*s»  eld  I*v»  got  mm  sews* 
I  as®  a  knothole  in  the  fennel 

¥ou  esa  lay  bsr  on  the  grass, 
lift  up  her  lily-white  petbieoate , 
tei  ttekle  her  on  the  &a@i 

Sally  went  down  a  new-out  road, 
lad  I  went  4mm  behind  her; 

She  stooped  &mr  to  tie  her  shoe. 

And  then  t  saw  her  hinder! 

©Id  Bal&ky  Kar&ky  had  hot  me  stone  | 
fhe  hair  ok  his  as®  was  &  atraPbarry 
roon! 

©Id  Balaky,  the  butcher*  had  but  one 

He  fttoksd  Ills  grar«haether  and  had  to 

be  eat! 

He  mmt  may  and  earn  book  in 
fall  § 

Hurried  to  a  woman  with  a#  pas 

all! 


88* 
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Art  tall®  it  a  ©astafl  pie! 

fcy  the  bleeding  piles  torment  rou. 

Art  oorms  adorn  your  foot, 

A®!  th*  itehlag  erabs  by  millions 
Qtmtl  out  on  your  bolls  art  eat! 

*  And  when  you  are  old 

fed  a  ayphll*tla  wreak. 

Sty  you  fall  through  yets*  use  hole 
tod  bromic  your  footing  seek! 

*  I  s.afeod  a  little  ti ; gjg@r 
To  lot  «e  frig  hert  " 

*  But  she  tali,  "wait 

TUI  the  hole  grow  bigger*  * 

I  wetted  till  the  hole, got' bigger. 

Art  ia  about  nine  months 
She  had  s.  little  nigger, 

*  Cl  faeked  her  ia  wy  dreeasl^.  Cj«w  iA  IK, 

I  listen##  to  tier  eer«®ssj^  . . ’  ’  6r«#.X^ 

When  I  awoke ,  •  ?■. 

lh®  bed  was  soaked, 
for  I  had  footed  her  In. 

*  Share  m®  a  ««a  fraa  ©onsoobiout 
th©  wai  good  looking  f  rent  <  fees  to 

batty 

She  wn®  a  ehit-hous©  poet, 

Ha#  brain®  art.  yet  dld»*t  know  it! 

►  Hate®,  Ufl*e«! 
fbs  oat’s  a-Meeintj 
There,  ^rnrof 

the  ©hair I 
fitrn,  run. 

And  got  your  gun! 

Htwwf  aims. 

It*®  all  AtsmS 

A  fiwi  fro®.  Sleepy  Hoi  low 
tot  all  of  the  man-folk®  to  followj 
they  played  with  h#r  oraok, 
lot  she  took  all  the*?  J.a@k, 

Art  gw  the  Moebelle  to  th&m  all-a! 

A  little  old  man  free  ft*  Chester 
BaoS.de d  to  taekle  hi®  sister. 

But  all  that  he  paeked. 

Was  a  wrinkled  ©Id  ®nek. 

Art  all  that  sh«  ha.4  ms  a  blister! 

fhero  ones  ms  a  goon  from  Sheepahlt 
itie.preved.  to  he  only  a  hsifesitt 
Hie  girl-friend  he  bo^ad. 

Art,  s«#ing  her  «sl,  " 

*W  ©rt,"  ho  oried,  ““  ‘  ‘ 


Two  young  girl®  went  into  a  photographer *s  ®hep  to 

limir#  their  piatura  tateffi#  *$m§  M  p#t#i  #i@tt  ©n  a 
i5»«#  «*  wstowsnr*  with  bis  htais*  Then  km  mmmd  himself,  saying# 
"Pardon  w  mile  I  fret  y&or  foetus #ff 

As  he  pat  his  head  WsA&r  the  felaok  ©loth,  the  en«  girl  sotted  the 
oth©r  hr  the  tom  and  shook  her  ewsltedly* 

t©  hoi  1  out  of  hop©!  '  ©ho  o  r  io d  *  **Dl  do  ^  t  v©n  Ii  ©or  Him 
my  ho  was  going  t©  fuofc  mt  ” 


A  ms  and  wmmo  mr e  sitting  tegetber  ©a  4  train*  Under  the  sew 
of  a  newspaper  spread  ©Ter  thair  laps*  they  wore  mklag  |m«  Sit®  had 
his  Me  tool  i».  her  hand,  stand4 mt  tip  for  itself  wry  feelli.wrftntly! 

It  *ti*a  in  tlie  trains  however,  and  soon  ttoy  both  foil  asleep* 
***®®  ft  little  hrmm  own©  to  at  the  ops©  window  and  blew  awmy  the 
papor*  About  that  t!m@  the  ot»i«et#r‘  east©  along  ana  quiely  sited  up 
%li8  #  ittiiii.tieii'# 

wok®  up!  *  he  whispered,  shaking  the  «»b  mmbim  Hir 
bouquet  has  wilted!**  ^ 


JMXgMffi. 

two  miners  owned  a  olato  bask  in  the  mountain®  and  soldo®:  om«  to 
town*  &it  00®  of  thorn  finally  took  very,  stok  and  had  to  see  a  doctor* 
that  worthyj  upoa  awarainimg  him,  declared  ho  had  c nmuwrt Ion,  end  ad» 
viaac!  h Is  alweyi  to  riss  #nriy  «bc1#  for  vigorous  s^roisa*  t*nn  up  th# 
mouotatneide,  ©lap  hi®  hands,  and  yodel  at'  the  top  of  his  vole*."  m© 
ffilrnr.  promised  to  follow  instnwtlons* 

fh-?  doetor  hoard  n©  nor©  from  hi®  patient,  however,  a®!  several 
months  later,  seeing  the  other  miner,  aooosted  him  and  asksd  about  the 
the  stole  nan* 

*t»h,  I  had  t©  shoot  that  s©n*.©f**a**feitofeJ w  the  minor  declared* 
Surprised,  th©  doetor  asked  why* 

^e  got  too  darned  eooky  for  bis  panto*  *  said  the  miner*  ®^vepy 
aorni m  he  ran  up  the  mountainside#  flaorlog  his  arms  like  a  rooster* 
mi  crowing#  *1  dl«l«4  the  old  tody  too*  I  dialed  the  ©Id  lady  tool* 
Couldn’t  h»e  that  sort  of  thing  going  on  with  m  wife!  " 


Tm  trawling  salesmen  wow  rid  tog  together  on  &  train.  Sitting 
across  frees,  them  was  a  beautiful  woman  to  elogant  flnory.  Her  hemline 
revealed  a  bar#  knee  end  a  rose  pinned  to  her  garter*  Concerning  this 
ross  ^jo  ealeanen  fell  into  «n  arptesnt,  and  thmr  deoided  to  settle  the 
natter  fey  putting  a  question  to  th®  vaune  i«dv* 

m  sold  <HBe  of  th«a#  %o  want 'te  settle  a  bet*  Is  that  m 
artif total  rose  or  a  natural  ros®i,R 

fhe^  enewn  looked  ©oolly  at  hi»  «nd  replied*  *lt*s  a  natural  ross* 
and  it  to  watered  fey  the  sprint  abate! w 

fiaoouraged,  fha  satoewn  asked,  ilay  I  »y  eao«B^>®r  in  your 

sorlatf*,  '  ' 

^o!”  she  snapped,  tossing  hfcpfe  hor  h^d*  'let  you  ©an  nlant  it 
ia  your  friend’s  as®!  I  wsdorstond  th#y  i#  well  la  slit!* 


A  pair  of  newly  wads  had  jmt  occupied  their  now  home,  and  the 
fewbasid  m®  fam,ti®«fc  for  th#tr  first  ni#tt  to  feed  together*  toon  the 
limits  were  out  at  last  and  they  were  cuddled  down,  he  began  waking 
low  to  her  shyly*  Just  as  he  was  about  ready  to  mount,  however,  she 
started  up  Is  bed*  ■ 

*Joh»,  darling! ”  she  eried,  "Bid  van  reme-toer  to  look  too  fronts 
distort  * 

irumblteg  and  uncertain,  fee  rot  up  to  haw  a  look  downstairs*  Bo 
returned  eagerly,  however,  and,  though  oooled  off,  begem  the  prooess 
all  over  again*  Bat  Just  as  ho  ms  about  ready,  she  started  na* 

John,  darting!  Bid  you  pat  the  oat  ootf" 

Owi«  mors  ho  trudged  gruelling  down  too  stairs,  and  again  ho  re* 
turned,  h?a  ardor  dampened,  to  begin  to®  nrooess  anew.  And  still  a* 
gain,  Just  at  ho  was  ready,  she  oried  out. 

"John,  darling!  Bid  you  bank  down  the  fumaoof® 

Fw  the  third  time  h®  went  down  the  stairs*  vhtn,  after  lit¬ 
tle  delay,  he  crawled  back  into  bad,  he  iamad  lately  turned  his  beak  on 
Me  wife*  low,  about  tost  time,  ®h«  began  to  g«t  idea®  of  her  own* 

So  too  ©addled  so  to  hto  and  said  ooyly, 

"John,  darling!  toat  shall  we  e»il  our  first  child! * 

’Ball  hi®  oindora!  **  John  retorted*  *R#,s  Iving  down  ihoro  on  the 
ato»nll@  mmi®  '  '  . 


§* 

Sjhg,  f^louflfc. 

fts.®  maid  had  the  night  before  entertained  her  boy-friend,  too  was 
on  leave  from  to®  navy#  She  therefore  rooounfced  all  the  details  to 
har  employer*  And  lira.  Johnson,  wishing  to  be  oolite,  asked t 
^ell,  how  long  is  hie  furlough.!1* 

Bulda,  toat  honest  girl,  blushed  furiously  and  hung  her  h©ad* 

_  *fot  so  long  as  XT*  Ffflaaea’s,  w  she  finally  managed  to  reply. 

"But  it *s  tinker J  * 


A  newly  married  ooupi©  vmm  m  the  bed  together  for  to#  first 
tisw.  Both  were  a*od©*tly  dressed,  the  girl  seamed  to  be  in  deep 
thought*  Finally,  to  an  inaooent  role®,  she  asked » 

horary,  dear,  tost*®  &  penis!  " 

to®  husband  brightened  oppreoiably  and  squared  his  shoulders* 
aurely  h®  had  married  a  pare  virgin!  to  instruct  her  wo.®  therefor®  his 
duty.  Obligingly  ho  pulled  oat  toe  specified  organ  and  laid  it  w  ths 
bad  in  full  view* 

toat!1’  she  said  depreciatingly,  "toy,  it«e  $mt  like  » 
ptisfe,  only  littlerl  ” 


•* 


A  ©ity  slicker  was  forced  to  ask  for  a  night*®  lodging  at  toe  hmm 
of  a  w»rt  to®  ooatstryswa,  though  hospitable,  was  snoegetlo*  After 
supper. h©  said*  ~  '  " 

"Berry,  Stranger,  but  w»*rc  short  of  beds.  You *11  either  h*v©  to 
r#ll  lata  ik#  hay  or  with  th»  tatqpl  ^ 

to©  slicker  winced  at  too  thought  of  a  night  among  diapers#  to 
y  those  the  stable*  Bo  spent  a  miswtol®  night,  1i©wt  meralfeg,  at 
broaktoet,  a  beautiful  young  girl,  most  delectable,  appeared  at  too 
to®*©*  too  farmer  toon  introduced  her  as  hi®  "baby#  * 


Vi- 


A  young  girl,  engaged  mm  to  fee  Bwrrfed,  happened  mm  ter  1 over 
taking  a  leak  la  the  tea.  At  the  sight  of  kin  she  ran  screaming  to 
the  arms  of  ter  mother# 

job*  ®W®#  I  earth  »rry  dohn!  *  sh@  sobbed* 

’loocteas,  why  aot?"  asked  liar  mother, 

*CehJ*  moaned  the  girl,  "I  ©wild  ®wr  tote  all  that  big  thing!* 
fo  no  avail  the  matter  reasoned  with  her  that  all  ms  well,  Fin* 
ally,  however,  she  persuaded  her  that  it  would  fe®  wise  to  try  it  wnm* 
ondor  msporvitioa,  and,  if  it  proved  to©  Mg,  she  emU  than'  feraok 
thA  ^rsg&goaieiit#  Boluotantly  the  girl  eonsentod*  fhen  the  mother  had 
a  talk  with  dote  mad  tek  too  nsoossary  arrangement#  <  Soon,  all  three 
won*  ts  tho  bedroom  toother, 

pah  my  two  hands  around  it,"  the  aether  e&ii*  "Art  thorn 
f*.®a  yoa  think  you.  ««n:tote  mere,  tbry,  say  so,  swi  1*11  take  mr  harts 
away!  * 

Brsrything  prooeeded  niooly,  Mary  Hted  It  very  well  indeed!  So 
soon,  tho  mother  took  away  ©»q  hart*  As  this  seemed  to  ante  so  iff* 
ferenee,  presently  she  took  tho  otter  m®  away* 

A  little  l&tor,  Mary,  All  wottprt  up  in  tho  ,1«bt  ®«$rtte»d  la* 

For  hs  W0H # §  tutes*  Mother*  #111*  t^ir  h^nds 

away!  A* 


A  follow  taking  It  Is  girl  for  a  drive  in  tho  eowitrv  was  ooopelled 
hy  tho  urgency  of  nature  to  park  art  walk  bmk  in  tho  dark*  Iter®  ho 
stood  against  a  fearterir®  tmm  art  vented  htelf  into  a  dlteh  beyond* 
Op  out  of  the  dltoh  suddenly  roared  a  nan,  v#*,©  osol aimed  angrilv* 
%ho  the  hall  or©  you!  A  miiwntorl* 

'!Sh|  Shi*  e&utiuned  tho  pissing  individual,  in.  «,  hushed  whisper* 
*X*v»  got  a  ehiokon  in  the  coon!  * 

^oll,  for  Christ’s  sate!*  snooped  the  other*  *tfest  do- veu  think 
I’w  got  down  in  tho  diteht  A  duokt* 


A  bey  art  his  girl*frlert  took  refuge  la  a  ooa@to.rv  to  carry  on 
•one  important  business*  more,  as  the-  were  busily  at  work  os  the  top 
of  a  fresh  grave,  a  up  stumbled  onto  than  in  the  dark*  BO  thought 
their  actions  looted  sasplaious.  So  ho  hauled  them  off  to  the  local 
magistrate* 

fho.  jjudgo  looked  down  at  them  sternly t  *%H  what  have  you  got  to 
my  for  yoursslveet  f?rtb  wore  you  dolr*  In  the  graveyard!”  ‘ 

Boldly,  the  boy  spoke  forth*  ’Nothing  wro mg,  your  honor!  up  wore 
Just  burying  the  old  stiff'!* 

#»  .ludgo  shifted  his  eye®  to  th®  girl*  "And  hm  about  y«s!s 

Iraooently  she  looted  up  at  him  art  replied*  Ife,  I  was'  lust  the 
undertaker! 1  • 

the  ,1udga  ms  furious.  Is  turned  hi®  wrath  on  th®  sob  art  em» 
elated*  *p@u  idiot!  1  fine  you  twenty-five  dollars#  Ifeat  you  amen 
interfering  with  the  burying  of  a  eerpus  delestit " 


A  frm  tho  omintry,  la  town  for  tho  first  tine#  ww*  foiling 
th®  1  Bsirtiotions  of  ©lightly  more  osporieneed  frl«»ls«  fh®v  ted  told 
hta  that*  to  get  a  gorgeous  wmm,  he  assist  go  to  the  Singer”  Buildings 
and  e*k  for  the .  latent  model*  "  . 

Finding  tho  Singer  Building  at  last  (not*  hotwiror*  the  whnreheueo 
by  that  »ara.©)*  ho  apfeorod  and  ftj^roaohed  a  desk  behind  whioh  set  m  at¬ 
tractive  ymm$  womb* 

^ttet  oan  1  do  for  youT**  she  asked* 

“I  want  me  of  your  oufeeat  model®**  he  taM  with  «  loot** 

^ell*  we  har®  te©  sis®®,**  aha  mulnimA,  reason islne  hi®  Igsoraco® 
if  not  hi®  Intent*  "The  “big  cues*  whioh  *■>»(»  protiy  ourvod  legs*  eost 
a  hundred  dollars*  n 

the  eountpy  jafce  visibly  arnUmd  hie  M«t*s  apple  at  that  figure* 
"Bow  shout  the  little  onset 0  h©  asked  hopefully* 

:  'bh*  they  don’t  haw?  l*?ge, e  she  rspl led  arohly*  ”fm  have  t# 
sorew  then  ©a  a  table* " 

^Bhuoksl "  ho  grusblod*  *1  don’t  object  to  eorw* lagoati®  on  a  table* 
but  duraed  If  I  mm  stmaSh  sorting  on®  without  log®!"-' 

IS* . 

Hi.  Siaiitiss* 

The  widow  ooiild  mt  be  kneeled/,  eves  after  her  husband  had  hem 
dead  *  year*  She  perelstenfcly  resisted  all  tho  pleadings  of  her  pres¬ 
ent  suitor* 

®h®  ted  *•  ritual*  the  told  hist#  whioh  sh®  jurftawd  twioa-  dally* 
through  #i®  tedroom  window  oho  oeold  so#  hie  tombstone*  At  dam  she 
always  look#!  oat  and  said*  *8ood  morning#  dear!  *  And  b«f©y«?  retiring 
at  night  she  looked  oat,  and  said*  ^ood  night#  darling!  *  Saefe  a  pest'*' 
devotion  would  sot  be  fair  to  a  eeoond  husband* 

Ser '  suitor*  hcwever#  wts  wlllteg  to  fate*  his  ohanoes*  So  at  lest 
oh@  yielded  and  married  bis# 

Bafor®  going  to  bed*  she  looted  ©tit  at  the  towbston®  and  said* 

■^00d.  t§10t%0  #  fttsjf  $%mt  *%K>n  at  l$st  th#y 

looked  out  the  window#  stuofe  out  her  tonga#*  and  or  led*  Toeey  on  you!* 

^  0: 1  f Wl  t 

d'ehn  ms  dumb#  bat  she  ttm®r  know  how  dwsft?  till  their  wedding 
night*  Ho  5«®t  turned  over  and  went  to  sleep!  She  me  frantlo  but 
thought  he  would  surely  take  action  the  following  night,  r-hm  this 
went  cm  for  a  wok#  however*  she  finally  arpo&lod  to  her  aether* 

*1  Just  don’t  know  who t  to  do* *  she  sobbed* 

"tea*®  it  to  ns* n  her  mother  reassured  ter*  *1. 1mm  hew  to  take 
ear#  of  $©t®*w 

Ihes  she  got  him  aside  sad  gat®  him  a  leoture*  "Toaljfht  wbm 
you  go  to  bod*  w  she  said*  "put  your  hand  on  Mary’s  hood  and  feel  dosm. 
till  you.  acme  to  the  first  hole*  Then  pat  your  hand  on  your  own  head 
and  fool  down  till  you  eons  to  the  first  lens  thing*  then  bate  the 
loaf  thing  and  they#  It  late  the  hole  hard*  w" 

<leha  thought  ho  ted  Xsarsod  his  lesson  well*  That  sight  he  felt 
4ma  Buy**,  baok  till  he  ftmad  tho  ass  hole*  Then  he  felt  'dem  his 
own  faoa  till  he  found  hie  nose*  Pr o‘,mt ly*^tl»  plunged  his  h®ad  dero 
under  the  oovwrs  and.  sade  the  OOMeetlon# 

%ur®  fun#  *  h®  mwlalwd  td»#n  h&  ea»  m  tor  air*  %nly  It 
smalls  kiwi  of  spoiled! @ 


A  mm  sitting-  in  church  nag  suffering  trm  fas  mim*  Meet  to  hia 
was  a  wont®  with  a  little  dog,  which  jumped  down  off  ter  lap  ani 
crasticd  t*sd«r  the  tenth,  ‘between  them*  ft#  mm  decided  to  take  sdvan* 
tug#  of  this  situation,  m  farted  very  mntly,  heoli^  the  little  dog 
weald  get  the  bla», 

Sosa  the  «tms  said  reprovingly,  TM©!*’ 

fh#  dog  looked  guilty.  Bnoouragwd,  the  mn  rcw»ai©d  himself  @® 
aooa  as  ho  again  fait  th®  urg®, 

TM ol*  again  scolded  the  w«aa, 

A  third  time  the  «aa  relieved  himself  very  gently  and  awaited  the 
result®.  Iben  he  go4  a  real  jcltl 

"W>d*l  *  snapped  ih®  woman  emcrily*  *t@t  out  *r©»  and#**  that  b«*»h 
before  th®  man  shite  on  youl* 

IS. 

8a®h  of  the  three  sisters  had  her  own  steady  beaux,  Os®  morning, 
after  they  feed  all  had  a  date,  they  wow  br«s  '•ring  and  ©©sparing  notes, 
gaoh.  wanted  to  faptesi  th@  ether  with  her  successes, 

^hy,  we  war#  to  ©lot©  together  last  night,  *  the  first  declared, 
’that  you  e»ldn*t  pat  a  {Mind  between  a® I'* 

T*rfl w  scoffed  the  second,  %#  war®  so  olos®  together  that  you 
couldnH  stick  a  pin  bet won  us|* 

*»•  third  sitter  was  triwptmnli,  "Piffl#!"  ah#  jeered  scornfully, 
■WW  ©fid  I  ware  so  ©lose  together  last  night  that  vou  eottldn  *t  ' 

toll  which  on®  the  nuts  mm  fastened  to!* 


A  nun  arrived.  hews  ©ait®  lab®  and  found  his  wife  hoi  already  r#» 
tired  for  tht  night.  She  had  oaten  alow  a  big  sapper  of  boon®*'  they 
wcrs  both  ©ait®  restless  uni  tested  about  in  bod*  Bvwntnelly,  the  wife 
got  turned  emend  to  that  -her  can  pasted  snugly  on  th®  pillow,  next  to 
her  husband *s  foe®,  Aseklng,  th®  husband  woe  alarmed* 

Tour  breath  sit  ink®#*  ho  declared,  *Hh»t  did  you  have  for 
©upper  last  night  t  * 

‘ftssssb!  '■  ms  the  only  ommorst,  which  made  the  sml  1  ©van  worse* 
*S©«r  inquired  the  husband* 

"  cams  the  whispered  response* 


A  country  girl  ms  washing  dishes  la  the  kitchen  while  awaiting 
tb®  arrival  ©f  her  boy  friend.  She  me  is  a  g&ceoue  condition.  To  re- 
lievo  herself,  she  would  every  mm  awl  then  cook  up  her  left  leg  m& 
give  vent  t©  a  ripping  fart* 

1  mi  the  first ’relief  |tt  she  ©riot?  after  the  first  one. 

And,  It  awl  The  second  relief!  *  she  cried  out  after  the  second* 
fM®  continued  for  quit#  mm  tine.  And  in  the  nwastiiw,  bar  boy 
trimd  had  arrived  on  th#  tank  perch,  St  «u  rattier  «hv*  So  he  stood 
thora  waiting*  finally,  she  looked  up  and  saw  his  In  the  doorwav. 

•#!1»  vh©n  did  ym  easel*  eho  dewftttfed* 

*«fast  before  th#  seventh  relief!  *  wm$  hi®  reply* 


Bvorybedy  ms  being  vaccinated  In  the  mif&hcrhood.  ted  Mrs. 
Johns  os,,  mistress  of  a  certain  bmtm9  thought  It  proper  to  org®  th# 
Swiitli  «ftid*  nwr  to  this  country,  to  r«p©fb  at  the  clinic,  Suiigj, 
hwafiP,  sss  not.aar®  that  the  k««r  sfeat  the  word  meant* 

^Hebtl  1  ba so  vaccinated  already!  **  she  d®elar#d* 

*f!««f  maiqr  tlaKtffsfcstoletem  dubious.  mlstssst* 

"Moot  *  Itilda  replied,  *f«M9  in  da  kitchen  «md  vonoe  is  da 
VOO&Shed* 

doctor!*  asked  the  lady  susdIaIousIv* 

%s.»  no  doctor* w  declared  Bulda*  ~  *Tas  Mr.  Yonsoai  * 


k  young  aviator  was  fly5ng  back  from  a  mission  ©y«r  enemy  tcnri- 
tory*  He  thought  it  safe,  now,  to  clean  tip  the  mmm  in  his  pouts.  So 
ho  wiped  thoroughly  on  a  nieces  of  paper  and  tossed  it  overboard. 

Hi®  papa r  :®m»  fluttoriag  dews  sad  landed;  la  a  feadiols  wiser®  Pat 
and  K|^8  wars  taking  cover,  Pat  picked  it  tip  and  examined  1%  eagerly# 
TBegorrol  It  m®m  to  be  a  mm&m  from  the  ®nemv|l "  ho  declared , 
it  m«t  bo  in  code,  for  I  oamot  «b  It  out!  * 
sate  seised  it  out  of  his  hands  and  examined  It  fa  hla  torn# 
''BojasuoJ  "  he  shouted*  Ui*t,8  ewjyl  It  saysi  *8 ear  end  wiped  out*  ** 

21, 


*Ptt.pa,B  asked  the  little  boy  1  '-aooently,  ^nhy  do  thev  call  thorn 
aans t* 

W1  don't  know,*  replied  hi®  father*  *1  gtwsk  it*s  b@oe.us®  they 
«ia*t  got  non®,  sever  had  non®,  and  don't  want  boh®**’ 

82, 

MlkM 

A  drunk  staggered  m  to  a  stranger  In  a  lavaterv  aw!  asked*  *Sh*v# 
lighter!  1®  ®y  met  outt" 

®rhy,  s»i  it*®  not  out! *  the  stranger  reassured  him, 

^•11*  by  ®*wd,  it  eughtts  be! *  was  the  drunk**  rejoinder,  ’T««. 
a  pisshin  a®  faaht  as  I  can!** 


j| 


A  little  boy  in  a  department  store -  was  giving  his  mother -vtrot&ls, 
*»®  was  tt-ylng  to  got  him  to  motes  a  choice  of  n  Smoked  sweater.  But 
each  time  the  clerk  hold  up  one  for  his  inspection,  he  would  shako  his 
head  and  break  into  fresh  sob®, 

WI  d«»t  like  it!  **  h©  wailed, 

*^11#  how  about  this  one!  *  insisted  his  mother, 

’’Hsw,  1  don't  like  that  either!  *  ih@  boy  pretested* 

Ibis  continued  till  the  sweaters  and  the  mother  *  a  nations®  w@r# 
both  oa&austsd*  Finally,  shaking  hla  violently,  she  asfei*  *S«®  here,. 
Why  don't  yon  like  any  of  these!” 

"*Oan$«  teafosr  wears  *«*  at  school,  and.  I  don't  mm%m.  la®  Ilk®  old 
f m  cried  the  little  bey*  "Ivory  she  steeps  over  her  laww 
fall  out!"  “  ^ 


An  ©M  eoaplo,  thH.r  golden  wadding,  wore  mtrmlm 

th«lr  #%«p»  of  tlia%  might  fifty  yi»r§  before*  toaewtioally 

jnUwd  am  and  «m  out  and or  the  ©tar®.  Finally,  hosevor,  tho* 
both  had  to  ©top  te  bates  a  look* 

Hirandy,  darling! w  fee  aoolarod,  with  his  wUk  la  hi©  boat* 
’Things  haven  *t  ©hailed  a  bit*  fhoy»p^  just  life©  they  w«r«  before!  ** 
*$illv  boyl  **  sooldvd  hia  wife*  'Tots  krowr  thev'v©  ohanred!  * 
hoar,  S' 4  Ills©  to  taBowt** 

v@ars  ago,  r*  ©ho  replied,  ’you  had  to  stiofe  It  order  n  limb 
t©  keep  it  from  s-mirting  in  vour  eve  I  Row  you  have  to  hasp*  it  &mv  a 
Hah  to  keep  it  fro®  rus-iag  into  your  tshmi'*' 


mmi&mi  0©  f©«  boor  mf  mat  yea  all  Auto*  bohlnd  dot  tr@ofw 
2*»  $usi  apples  ia*,  IfellssaJ  I*®  Jest  a  eissia*l« 

•!!  stop  it  dla  t&lnnb#,  B&stusi  feu  fecowr  goed  slid'  w|l  you 
don’t  have  to  punp  it  eatl* 


.  Melinda  ms  eotsrtAinlng  her  west  mm  ia.  t-h@  parlor.  let  a  sup. 
|3«r  of  boans  ms  keeping  her  ia  a  little  pain  and  owns  i<?*r  able  sue- 
P«**o.  Finally,  ah®  hit  mm  the  aeral  <fevio©  of  ha»«rl««r  out  "lb* 
Storar  acidly  ©a  the  piano  #wnew  she  needed  to  break  wind. 

She  weld  play  other  tones  for  a  while,  ««i4  then  would  suddenly 
interrupt  herself  to  say,  Reuben,  how  about  fjffee  Star®"  again?  " 

this  o ont  inaod  all  evening,  and  Reuben  ms  obviously  grotteg  aor© 
•ad  sore  uneasy*  So  tot  damned  mil  that  all  ms  not  well, 

^hall  I  play  ttbos Item*  tgptn?*  she  osfeed  onae  too  often. 

'Taahi  S'©  ahead!  *  he  replied  doggedly,  as  ©no  felsg  foroed  to 
gallantry  against  his  will*  *Btit,  for  Gswd  *s  sake,  Sellnd©  *  leave  out 
that  part  wh^ro  th^  lightning  strikes  the  shlthouse! n 

27. 

ti  liasm  iai&  fl£iM 

•  2***#  *  asked  the  littlo  girl.  Mo  people  to  to  hoavsa  foot  first! 
TSoodnoss,  So,  Ohildi  "Shat  safes  you  ask  thatf M  esolaload  the 
surprised  aether ». 

"'Cause  1  aw  the  maid  lying  m  Ms©  bod,  *  explained  the  inaoooat 
©no*  Mor  legs  wore  stinking  straight  %  AM  all  of  a  sudden  she 
yelled,  *6od,  I'm  oaring  I  Sod,  1%  ©omisgl*  And  she  would  have,  too, 
if  papa  hadn't  field  her  dossal 


‘tap*,  1  want  ®  drisA!" 

T,Sht?i  Be  still,  eon!  * 

Silane©  a  aaaeat.  fh©u  again,  plaintively*  *$ana,  I  want  a 
drink! w  '  ' 

’lush  up!  " 

A  sash  longer  pauoo.  fh®»,  shrilly  and  dotormimdlv,  out  of  the 
darkness t  Topa,  1*11  shako  the  bad  for  mm9  if  y©«*ll  rot  m  a 
drink!*  ’  " 


A  young  mmm$  eoastio®®  burdened  with  guilt,  appeared  bsfor# 
th©  ffttlwt*  oosfoeeor  seeking  ablution*  1©  heard  her  tale  of  e®4«ati«i 
patiently  to  the  ead.  Thm  ho  InfOnMd  her  that,  if  ehe  «ft«hed  «•!» ' 
Vfttion*  she  mild  have  to  do  exoetly  m  he  instruotod  her, 

thereupon*  H*  led  tier  iat©  m  aster oo»  and  l©el$pt  the  door*  And 
op#a:iM  the  ho  plnoed  It  on  tho  floor* 

Ifwr*  take  off  your  el ethos  and  ait  on  that!  *  fee  oeanAtttod* 

Sho  meekly  and  trustingly  eenplled*  %erettpon#  shoring  her  ©yer 
baokwords *  ho  released  froa  hta  robe  a  hit©  and.  holligerant  organ,  and 
plunged  it  ruthlessly  into  her  mmm  and  quiroring  twit*  And,  then.  to 
the  lusty  and  powerful  rhythm,  he  pronounced  this  ©haagfe*  for  the?  ©url* 
float  tea  of  her  stall  '  ^ 

.  **b®  l2.Lt  JBg&  Is  «na®r  your  holol  fh«  holy  mm  Is  ovor  year 

holol  The  holy  polo  Is  is  your  holol  f#  wiggl®  mm  ms  aad  ««w 
your  mull  p 


A  lusty  whit#  mm  sought  the  holt  of  a  physician  to  oerroot,  by  an 
operation*  m  wwlgbtly  h«una»Up«  9to  dootor  iugreod  prmridtn*  tbs  «wa 
would  mk  no  question*  m  to  tho  ootiroo  of  the  flesh  «§ssd  for  grafting, 
%sn,  hoaeyer,  the  man  ms  unconscious  on  fha  operating  table,  the 
dootor  oosrioadscrod  the  sorrloes  of  a  negro  >»itrea8,  and  secured  the 
flesh  from  one  of  tbs  lips  of  her  twai*  %«  *arfc  hair,  ho  thought, 
would  wstea  a  nle©  fesushaOhs  for  eowkig  the  soar! 

Iho  patient  rscorored,  and  irvervthilng  west  ^»11  for  a  tins,  fi.#s 
to  turned  op  suddenly  In  tho  doctor *s  office  Is  <1  west  of  anxiety* 

For  3©d*a  sake.  Doe,**  ho  pleaded,  'toll  *  where  you  got  w  Hpl * 
Mb  still  badly*  •  h#  mmmn!'  all  rtf^rl*-  f@r 

I1I0  agitated  ota ta* 

J'oll,  what*«  your  trouble  newt*  asked  the  pimetitleoer* 
hy,  1  oaa*t  stand  r^iat  *s  happening  to  s»| B  the  ms  declared* 
i^ry  time  I  got  ©  Tr*rd»on”  ay  Upk  juet  quiveri!* 

®1, 

JR  Hg  ge,aa  l 

A  young  ocunl®  x»r@  thking  advantage  of  the  darkness  in  a  theatre 
for  iov®~®a,feing*  He  had  hie  hand  tip  under  her  dress,  on  her  oust,  and 
aha  had  hi®  prick  out  and  ms  playing  with  it*  And  the  music  of  the 
orohostra  .lust  la  frost  of  them  blared! 

,  Suddealy,  #s«  fellfflr  p*oanoi  la  ecstasy,  an«  hi®  g«»  went,  off  In 
the  hand  of  the  oneot  yotag  thing*  She  w  embarrassed  beyond  word*  by 
the  ©old  sticky  «ss*  .  '  9 

What  *11  I  do  with  itlw  she  cried* 

,  ^  “Aw,  hell!  dust  fl ra  If  %  Mg  fling  put  into  tho  orahastra  oiti” 

ho  adrisad*  '  " 

,sfef.f4d  h#tp  .on®  th«  0014,  »Uay  haaAfal  of  |i§» 

***  la*»®'»  oa  th®'  bold  boast  of  the  bats  drwsatr  ^.ad  Moan  trlotlisg 
down  his  forohead  end  into  hie  ©yes* 

©bo®  player  looked  at  bis  is  temtmsmt  «»i  ©xolaiaoit 
h9%l  fmpp^md  to  jroul** 

_  *1  ^»a*t  know,®  ropllod  the  drwtaor#  "But  I  think  »»#  dirty  ©on** 

of«a*bit©h  throw  a  faok  la  ay  fmal n  '  ” 


A  yms $  ©otspl®  war®  sitting  m  rtw  baok  row  of  the  soviet  theatre* 
Ohder  the  «W9 r  of  d&rl&ooa  He  m#  plying  her  beat  wry  skillfully 
with  hi©  fingers,  •  And  every  soar  and  then  she  would  utter,  Iwultmt^r* 
tly,  ft  shrill  titillated  gtggis. 

Finally,  the  onager '  arpro&ehod  aM  leaded  threateningly  over 
thaau  *9hat*s  the  matter,  young  lady?  *  he  asked  crossly*  *%»  rm 
haw  hysterics?** 

«?,  Sir!*  the  girl  assured  him,  defensively,  with  another  long 
hysterical  flgflt*  "But  h®*§  sure  got  a-hold  of  mine I* 

is* 

IM&  aaei  Mssakil 

A  ftesmw  American  band  me  touring  tha  royal  courts  ©f  iurer©  giv¬ 
ing  oeuwaud  performances*  And  always,  a  ft  or  each  shew,  th©  crowd® 
stormed  ©»t©  the  platform  to  show  their  rospoots* 

Hrat,  they  played  before  the  Hag  of  England,  and  afterward,  then, 
A#  pleeole  player  telegraphed  home*  ‘ 

’The  applause  was  terrific!  they  insist#*!  on  filling  our  iasirw 
»**•  with  gold  coins,  they  filled  the  bass  horn,  and  the  trusts, 
and  the  piano*  But,  of  course,  1  had  this  dod  damned  piccolo!  * 

Beat,  they  played  before  the  falser  of  Germany,  aid  afterward  the  ■ 
piooolo  player  again  telegraphed  ham 

"the  bravos  wore  deafening!  They  insisted  on  filling  our  instru¬ 
ments  with  silver  coins,  Ihcy  filled  Idle  bass  horn,  end  the  trumpets, 
and  the  plane*  Bat*  at  oourd®,  f  had  this  God  deemed  piccolo!  * 

fh«n,  finally*  they  played  before  the  King  ©f  Spain,  and  mam  sor® 
the  piccolo  player  telegraphed  homes 

*$h®y  couldn’t  stand  our  music,  the  crowd  tried  to  nob  us*  Hwv 
swore  they  would  dhow  oar  instruments  up  our  asses.  They  couldn't  do 
it,  though,  with  the  bass  horn,  or  the  trumpets,  or  the  plane,  But, 
of  oource,  I  had  this  @©d  tlwnai  piccolo!  ** 


A  Colonel  in  the  afiay,  hem®  m  leave,  took  passer©  aboard  n  wall 
ehjfep  took  to  his  overs®®  outfit,  Svorybody  was  earn,  green  with  ©east©!*. 
no®s,  por  the  beat  ms  over -crowded  and  the  crossing  vary  rough* 

In  the  ©nd,  ho  had  t©  give  tip  his  berth  to  m  sick  old  woman  who 
wa®  n  stoorage  passenger, 

His  wife  was  therefore  aa&ied  and  ssjsttft®#  when,  a#~b  day,  sfsb 
received  the  following  telegraphic  report  from  hf«*  "Breadful  stormy 
passage*  Deathly  aiok  all  m©  wy*  Finally  far®  berth  to  an  old 
mmm 


fwo  white  men,  loading  a  ©ale,  were  ambling  dam  &  country  Ian®  in 
the*  Soutfe  when,  under  the  trees,  on  the  bank  of  ©  brook,  they  saw  a 
hug®  negro  w»n  at  mrk  over  a  tub  of  clothes* 

Bora  ms  an  opportunity!  fhey  approached  and  propositi  (mod  her* 
Shs  was  to  engrossed  in  her  work,  however,  that  she  ©eoahmely  dir! .  not 
k»&r  them,  §©  they  threw  up  her  dtwst  fro®  behind  and,  am  aft mw  the 
other,  helped  thsmeelvss*  On  Inspiration,  they  even  led  up  the  »ul® 
and  cocaswwdaicd  hto* 

"hen  they  ware  through,  they  felt  obligated,  and,  Shakirs'  her  vie* 
loably,  asked,  ledy,  km  auoh  do  m  am  yen?  n 

*Wot  a  thing,  Mister!  lot  a  thing!*  she  replied  eajjhatloally, 
*Qn!y  please  give  m  the  address  of  that  last  gontlenstn!  ** 


A  salesman  ©traadsd  in  a  small  torn  for  the  »t@p  inquired  at  the 
oaly  hotel  for  ft  room*  1b®  proprtater  informed  hto  regretfully  that 
all  wr«  taken*  &  second  thought,  however,  h«  ecaac-tited  to  lot  the 
salesman  slcop  with  cm  of  the  regular  rootwr®* 

pft  wnt  to  b#d  draft,  "  he  ©aplalwi*  *Sc  If  rm  leave  b®» 
fora  ho  woks*  up,  ho  *11  »w  know  you  shared  his  rooou*' 

fli#  salesman  took  the  offer  gladly  and  piled  In  with  the  r1  route* 
**»•«»  clothes  wo  scattered  w  the  flr-or#  In  the  ni^ht,  however, 
ho  awoke  with  the  emaps,  and  Jumped  out  of  feed  and  went  hopping  about 
th®  niece*  looking  for  ft  toilet*  He  could  find  non®  anywhere',  and  fin* 
ally#  In  desperation,  he  squatted  and  iaa.de  hie  denoolt  nmttr  Inside 
the  pact®  of  the  drunk.  fhon,  elm®  dawn  was  breakirff,  ha  heatllw 
drocsod  end  west  his  way*  ■  ■"""  ■• 

All  that  day  the  regular  reiser  foiled  to  put  Is  an  npp®aranc® 
d«n®  stairs*  tel  oh  the  following  day*  when  ho  ©till  had  net  been 
9m®0  the  proprietor  began  getting  worried,  gut  not  till  the  teird 
day  did  ho  m  to  investigate*  ■ 

Isdttd  pam*im,  m  the  deer  did  not  bring  a  response*.  AM  he  #ms 
finally  oeripelted  to  break  down  the  door  to  get  is*  rfeat  he  saw  there 
ourpyteed  him  beyond  words*  "J  ■'..... 

ft®  drank,  new  sober*  ms  lying  on  Ms  stomach  is  the  coster  of 
tha  floor*  S#at terod  all  about  hirt  **w  sheets  of  neper  full  of  scrib¬ 
bling.  And  ©von  on  all  the  mils,  as  high  m  a  mn  could  reach,  -sing  a 
mas»  of  math erant leal  figures  scrawled  is  pencil* 

"Per  Sod *a  fate,  sa®,  what  are  you  doing?  *  cried  the  proprietor* 
fearing  his  guest  had  b #c«s  deranged*  V 

?bo  sms  stored  wildly  «t  him*  His  face  ms  ausfeavsd,  and  his  hair 
ms  ©a  and*  Sc  replied  la  a  orasy  cackling  voice* 

nl*m  trying  to  figure  miam  he  cried,  *h«w  in  hell  I  shit  wy  pants 
without  flatting  any  in  sy  drKwerel "  ' 


0»  the  first  nigit  of  their  laarrlftgo  he,  MsOlanahan,  attempted  in* 
tlmey*  Safe  the  swat  young  thing  rebuffed  him*  She  had  ridden  hers#- 
back  all  day  and  ms  g&Modl 

to  the  second  night  he  triad  again*  And  agate  .%rti®  refuted. 

Sh®  had  lilted  ton  miles  in  the  rat®,  hunting  Ao«#a«tst  and  ms  ©11 

muddy  and  cotaplehely  orlmusho&l 

Os  the  third  nigfrt  hs  «a#  aero,  this  time  timidly,  made  over- 
taros  to  his  still  «a»d®fler#ted  bride.  But  she  scolded  him  gently, 
patiently,  saying  she  me  aw  mm* Inf  a  rug! 

«8Clamhaa  m®  by  mm  dejected  and,  seemingly,  defeated. 

On  the  fourth  ntjgvt,  however,  he  crashed  through  her  lotted  bed- 
rt»  deer*  oil  docked  out  is  on*  or  regalia  indeed  I  W*  worn  leather 
gloves,  gua-boote,  «  raincoat,  and  a  oeeftioyte  chaps,  and  in  his  handle 
he  tarried  a  gun,  a  lariet,  and  an  wabrella*  fho  sweet  voting  thing 
wae  simply  duefcfcandedl 

*^y#  ifc*t  on  earth  do  ym  mm  by  coming  t©  bed  like  that?  °  eh# 
shrilled,  drawls?  back  in  frlgjht. 

tel  then  ted  there  ®&01an&h«m  mode  his  ®m  famous  historic  state* 
aid,  Ait*  or  blood  I  n  he  replied  is  a  masterful  voleot 
^Slaaahte  rides  tcaightl* 


to  ineiepariaooad  young  hunt©**,  very  oeoky,  beat  m  making  m  big 
tmm  for  hiosolf *  weal  trudging  into  tfea  Peoley  Mountains#  But  ho  had 
promised  fe§§  fo»l  parent  a  to  keep  in  toueh  with  the®  daily# 

On  ^h®  first  day  out  he  seat  a  talograis*  saying*  Congratulate  a## 
O&dj  I  shot  a  boar!* 

tod  tb*  father  wired  feaokt  Ceod  hunt tag#  l«|R 
On  tho  s mmA  day  ©at  he  soat  another  talarra®*  saying*  Co*sgrat» 
alato  «*#  S&dJ  I  shot  a  neoabata  li eal* 

Mad  'the  father  wired  feaokt  Coed  hmhing9  Son!  v 
On  the  third  day#  however#  the  lad  rm.  into  trouble#  Ho  shot  what 
to  him  looked  life®  a  very  strange  creature#  Actually#  it  wee  a  motm~ 
tala  goat# .  this  time  ho  wired  for  ftdvtee* 

*1  shot  something  today# *  fee  said#  %at  oan*t  figure  oat  what  it 
is#  It  stiisks  Ilk®  h«UI  tod  it  mm  daa&nd  with  its  at s  fears#  it® 
tolls  hanging  down*  and  a  silly  little  goatee  on  its  oh  in#  '"tel  shall 
1  dot*  '  "  . 

"For  Clod’s  sake! p  the  fatter  rallied  immediately*  %*te  a  rtm  frr 
it  and  ©era#  horn!  ffeu’w®  $ust  killed  one  af  these  dswmd  land-peer 
Idaho  farmral 

W* 

lasett 

A  mtmm  who  was  haying  trouble  with  her  un®de?lorsted  pussy  w«afe 
to  the  doctor  for  advloo#  la  examined  her  briefly  and  wa«  at  ones 
aware  of  her  pretfloosoai# 

Co  herae#  *  ho  said,  land  insert  a  fresh  gooso-egg*  Stan  gat  the 
mn  with  tho  longest  prick  yon  mm  find  to  break  the  egg#® 

Sha  returned  horn  and  foil'wrod  all  his  instructions  to  the  full* 
to  find  the  mu#  hfWRrer*  was  &  prOblea#  and  she  finally  resorted  to 
nailing  a  sign  on  the  gaie-nost,  asking  for  a  man  with  a  very  long 
prick  to  call*  ’ 

About  that  ttae  Fat  and  Hite  happened  along#  fhey  read  the  sign, 
and.  iitaedlateiy  began  arguing  about  which  ms  the  test  qualified#  f© 
settle  it#  they  Measured  m  tho  spot#  and  Kite#  had  tho  adimntag®-  fey 
four  inches#  So  fe*  knocked  at  tho  door* 

fho  wmm  lot!  his  Into -tho  bedroom  and  spread  her  skirt  for  hla# 
And  h»  im»d lately  mounted.  As  ho  side  the  penetration#  however#  tho 
egg  broke#  mi  tho  yolk  began  running  out* 

fhereupon,  he  detached  himself  mA  dashed-  out  of  the  house  like 
*  ehost  was  after  hla#  foiling  to  his  partner  as  ho  went  fey*  *luu» 
ffttl  Real  1  busted  bar  fe@**|pt!w 


A  tswsR  from  tho  city  stopped  her  ear  before  a  country  store#  At 
tho  door  ah#  saw  an  old  darky  fitting  as  leap  with  his  faoa  oovwrod  with, 
files#  8®  was  toe  tired  men  to  a© fee  a  mtotmm  of  brushing  tham  off# 
*Hy  geodsossl"  she  daolarod*  *i®  wasi  fee  th#  lasieft  naxi  in 
fheds  ubrldl* 

"Ho#  Hsaal*  spoke  up  a  little  eel©r#d.  bay  sfeo  stood  marfey* 
unelo  out  feaok  is  laaier  than  that#® 

fhis  th®  wonftn  had  to  mo*  So  th®  bey  took  her  around  to  th®  basic* 
r'hat  sh®  saw  ms  a  big  colored  mn  stand  lug  m  a  piskl®  barrel  behind  a 
aula#  I«  tent  ropaating#  baeki  n#  for  ha  w*?s  too 

lazy  rnmn  to  do  bis  «  faekisgl  And#  of  sours®#  you  taow  how  those 
piokl#  fernrr#!®  rolli  0li.#  you  lot  ’tail#  than.#  you  must  haro  triad  it 
yourself! 


A  ®an  frost  th@  backwoods  brought  his  son  to  the  city  for  tha  first 
th»  t©  give  him  an  insist  into  lift*  111®  yowag  man  was  entirely  in*. 
mmnt  of  worldly  things.  So.  **  they  toured  tfe©  t on,  looking  in  «t 
ths  many  shops,  the  father  ©plains#  -what  mi  being  dons  ia  each# 

Before  a  machine  shop  he  nidi  *$»e,  they*re  boring  holes  la  iron, 
so  they  oaa  pat  la  bolts*  * 

As-A  before  a  carpenter  shop  he  nidi  *See,  thcy*r«  boring  hot#®  la 
©hair  bottoms,  so  they  mn  fasten  on  the  logs*  * 

Thr;  young  wm  watched  everything  with  growing;  mnnmmnt*  But  his 
father  hurried  faia  by  t h®  #iars*-housi  with  only  the  brief  remark  that 
that  was  where  they  made  people# 

Lsitor,  ho  decided  to  let  the  boy  go  around  bv  himself,  .last  for 
the  experiesee# 

what  did  you  seef  ”  fa§  asked  whoa  his  eon  returned#  ■ 
m,  I  mtehed  than  making  people#"  was  the  enthusiastic  reply. 
Pussled,  the  father  asked  for  an  explanation*  tod  the  boy  told 
ho®  he  had  watched  through  the  open  dear"  of  the  whorehouse  and-  seen 
the  people  at  work# 

,*S«*  mrkmn  mm  just  finishing  a  he  declared*  *Bhm  wm 

all  done  except  her  ass  hole,  and  they  had  her  down  on  the  floor  boring 
that  otttl tt 


In  a  small  tows  lived  a  man  of  ninety  with  the  reputation  of  hay* 
log  a  perpetual  herd-®*  Is  had  outlived  several  aired#  Hie  last,  hew- 
<*v*r,  had  oared  herself  by  emour&glng  him  to  taels  elsewhere# 

old  mm  finally  died,  and  the  undertaker  began  preparing  him 
for  eternity*  But  «h*n  he  tried  to  rut  tha  lid  os  the  coffin,  ho  oould 
not,  for  the  old  fellow  had  died  with  his  usual  hardUoni 

Dismayed,  he  called  in  all  the  madartaktra  ho  tessr,  and  they  mmi 
into  ®onfer#ns0  «s  to  what  ought  to  be  done*  Brerythlng  was  tried, 
tavnrs  would  net  bond  it.1  Solvents  would  not  oeftnn  it#  tod  a  picture 
of  a  naked  woman  laid  in  the  coffin  only  aa4®  ssaitora  wore'5*  It  nas 
suggested  that  they  either  cut  off  the  organ  or  rrovid©  a  hole  for  it 
through  the  lid*  Both  possibilities  mm  re  .looted  as  sacrilege  J 

than,  finally,  the  old  »»»*s  son  proposed  the  obvious,  that  they 
§&©k  him  off#  tod,  bo llovo  it  or  not,  they  had  to  do  00  scran  time  be¬ 
fore  tha  belligerent  organ  would  stay  down# 


A  girl  of  unsavory  reputation  made  *  ho  capture  of  0  very  innocent 
and  virtuous  young  man*  But  she  was  worried*  And  tha  day  before  the 
Wadding  aha  wont  to  her  wise  old  mother  for  adviai* 

Ttesr  will  1  make  daok  think  l*m  still  a  virgin* ”  she  asked* 

^loh#  That's  simple,  Gertie!*  her  mother  Assured  her*  "Just  hide 
a  cigar  box  between  your  legs  in  bed,  and  when  h@  ollafes  on,  bnm  the 
lid  shut,  and  he *11  think  it *s  your  maidenhead  snapping# * 

fhe  reforamd  whore  did  as  she  was  told,  Cte  the  wedding  sight, 
sure  enough,  John  decided  to  cl  tub  on  and  do  sow  experimenting#  tws, 
quickly,  she  snapped  the  lid  of  the  cigar  box  shut*  ' 

*%■  9odlt!  he  cried  out*  IfJhat  the  hell  wm  th&it m 
2»ei  BsaldeShcad  snapping# w  she  assured  him  demurely. 

«ell,  for  Christ *s  sake,  uasmp  it#  ”  h©  roared*  fit's  caught 
#rooad  wy  bo 3.1®  I n 


Ibcro  orseo  liw#d  &  wffi&m  Is  Frisco  who  alalmod  to  how  tho  birgeot 

1®  tho  world*  Sha  was  taiwppy,  h ommr„  for  all®  eoal#  find  m 
mm  o&pablo  of  satisfying  h«r*  Finally,  she  toterainad  to  mi  mi  nM 
m&A  mmty  eomar  of  #»  world  till  she  found  swtetly  what  she  wstod* 
Sewn  la  the  course  of  her  inquiries,  she  hoard  rumors  of  thro®  bro- 
ihom  In  the  hills  ©f  larfcwasMr  who  had  prodigious  pricks.  And  s©  ah# 
hastened  thither  to  Iwrostigate* 

She  found  the  first  brother  resting  against  a  tme-irunk  lastly 
swinging  Ms  pmts  to  shoe  tho  mosquitoes  mmy»  .  ' 

**%•  who t  a  dandy! "  ah#  eried  is  admiration* 

*Jhueksl  ’faiatt  nothin* I w  he  replied#  "feu  ou^ht  to  see  bro¬ 
ther  down  yoadarl”  "'  . 

*%o  hurried  in.  the  direction  indicated  and  found  the  second  brother 
sitting  on  tho  bonk  of  a  stream#  Sh©  was  ameed  to  es?e  that  ho  ms  us¬ 
ing  feia  l  mg  pecker  m  &  ft  shine  ml@* 

Heavenly  days  1  *tat  a  dandy!  *  aha  or  lad* 

■  "Shucks!  *feln«t  aothl®!;!*  ho  replied*  "Tou  ought  to  so#  ay  bro¬ 
ther  up  yonder!  *  *r 

Again  oho  hurried  In  the  direction  Indicated*  Inside  a  llttlo 
osbin  she  found  the  third  brother  lying;  on  his  Mok  m  tho  bod#  Is  ms 
muffling  hlnaolf  by  idly  flipping  hi®  enormous  oriole  to  wash  flies  m 
the  selling* 

^Qh*  Sod!  At  las fel "  eh#  sarwaisod  in  delimit#  *X*ya  found  what  1 
really  wait Js  "'  ■ 

AM  with  a  little  coaxing  she  mi  him  to  agroo  to  do  That  ha  could 
to  satisfy  tho  homing  of  her  pussy*  Shoe  md  them  he  rolled  her  os 
tho  bad  and  want  to  his  work*  they  toiled  at  it*  ewoatinsr,  all  day 
long,  hut  ah®  Just  oottllMi  got  enough  4  '  * 

lhat  owning*  tho  other  two  brothers  came  how®,  fh#w  found  tho 
v-romn  from  Frisoo  lying  on  the  bod  with  her  lorn  spread  and  her  oust 
w4d@  opm*  The  third  brother  had  dona  hia  utmost*  la  •ms  mm  lust 
finis' ting  tho  job  by  Jacking  off  in  a  tablespoon  *nd  pourini  it  into 
her  to  mi  her  oonpletely  filled.  up! 


A  mb  riding  m  a  train  needed  to  go  to  tho  to!  1st  wry  badly  but 
oould  not  got  in  because  the  throne  was  occupied#  Finally,'  in  decor¬ 
ation,  ho  opened  &  window  and  stuck  out  hia  bar®  as®#  tha  train  at 
that  instant  jwhissod  by  two  section-gang  wm* 

”1  say I "  said  Fat*  *13l<l  you  get  &  lead  of  the  ftianv  locking  rwy 
with  tho  TOuetaohal”  '  "  ' 

■  ’Uogorrs,  no!"  declared  like*  *$ut  1  saw  e  queer  looking  indivtd- 
■»1  with  &  Mg  cigar  hanging  oat  of  hia  mouth!  * 

4®# 

And  old  blind  beggar  one  day  coma  hobbling  by  a  fishtaarket  tapping 
his  cam#  So  hositatod  uncertainly,  sniffed  tho  air,  and  then  came  to 
a  complete  atop#  tipping  hi®  hat  gal  lastly,  he  r@»f*rk«dt  Hollo, 
girls!  .Saw*®  business  today? w 


ft#  boys  at  the  ealoon  %mro  fed  up  with  giving  drinks  to  Indian 
4m*  rfay,  they  oould  not  set  a  flats  imm  without  his  getting  it! 
They  war®  is  a  quandary  until  _  Sloeny#  ft©  Desert  Bat  , w  offered  to  rid 
thorn  of  the  maisamo  ones  and  for  all* 

f fc»«#  saddonly*  soawtH^y  or  lad*  *H©r©  semes  Indian  Jo©  new! " 
Sleepy  Ssaaedlately  went  into  aetten*  Polling  down  his  pants#  ho 
stooped  oWr  and  started  basking  toarard  the  door*  Indian  $m  teefe  mm 
ioofe  and  fled  as  though  somebody  had  shot  at  him*  8©e»  ho  ms  just  a 
little  straafe  of  dust  disappearing  into  the  Assort# 

ft rm  days  Inter#  still  running#  h#  »t  as  old  rirmme tor  just 
headed  for  town# 

*dh«t  the  hell  you  running  from,  Jo©?’’’  the  grissled  oM-timer 
asked* 

Us  seeum  tvamf  lift!#  mmt  *  the  Indian  replied*  "Only  s©  high! 
(Sndls&tlng  with  hand*)  One  Mg  eye  is  middle  of  forehead!  Hair  all 
©ver  fao«l  Un®ta  Gam  long  my!  foajpie  hang  mt  ftrt  far!  (Again  to** 
dtoatittf?  with  hanS*)" 


A  young  easterner,  mw  to  the  West#  «a»  studying  wild  Ufa*  Is  a 
pool  hail  ho  watohed  a  .group  of  drua&on  Indian  bueke  ehoofcing  a  gats®* 
tod  ho  ootlaad  that  wtoeawoer  ©no  ©f  than  hit  ft#  wrong  pocket,  h®  would 
grant  la.  disgust* 

hater#  no  asked  an  old  tinner  wtmt  people  die?  who®  thoy  mated  some 
good,  tail* 

*$«1,  sew!*5  the  old  timer  said  with  a  itieJtr*  just  rlto 

till  wo  so®  «.  sqmw  sitting  by  the  read*  ften  wo  jump  off  .end  roll 
her!  - 

this  seemed  like  &  pretty  good  idea*  So  the  easterner .  torrswl  a 
horse  and  rode  1st©  the  ecus try*  By  ft#  roadside  he  soon  spied  a  sqttasr 
sitting  wrapped  in  her  blanket*  B«‘  jumped  off#  pushed  her  ever#  and 
i-’med lately  inserted  his  prong* 

the  lot Ian  protested'  vigorously#  saying#  ’t%h.ool  Tr&hool  Wahool** 


there  ms  a  ease  whore  s  lusty  young  ©©obey#  looking  for  %ogga»#  * 
rods  out  into  Indian  territory*  Sitting  by  s.  stump  he  at  last  spied  a 
fat  an©  swanky  Indian  n?h©  rron?  sod  to  bo  good  m»nt.  So  ho  jttaped  off 
than  end  thare  and  sad©  hi*  atfaofe*  fhe  Indian#  however,  protested  vig» 
oreusly,  sayings  *Ha  s©  squisrj  Ife  btseteJ" 
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MMsileila: 

to  1*11®®  riding  a  train  for  the  first  time  di#0©wr*f  the  toilet# 
by  shame  *  and.  thereupon  slained  that  region  m  his  cw  reservation* 

S©  refused  i©  budge*  £fc*n  sisybed: y  olse  ewaa#  be  would  ohase  him  away# 

Finally#  ho  roll  asleep,  and  when  ha  awoke#  &  big  fat  man  was  sit¬ 
ting  on  the  throne  taking  a  ©rap*  She  fasten  was  furious*  1©  ehassd 
the  mftn  tho  entire  length  of  the  train,  with  his  pmfc®  hanging  ah  half- 
mast  and  hie  ess  bare I 

Afterward,  when  questioned  by  the  soaduotor  about  hi.®  show  of  teat* 
per,  the  Indian  explained*  "Bte  hai#w®  fat  Ban!  B®  ehitbun  in  spring! 
Spoil  dristelog  water! * 


Jabntaio*  a  bey  riggjbb  bandy  with  his  tool,  want  to  a  strange  ®a»* 
siwnlty  and  hired  out  as  a  ffeyw^and*  tfc®n  the  boss  acted  hi*  none*  b® 
replied  ooofclly* 

”Qh,  l*a  Johnait  Faekerfastl” 

mil  right,  Johnnie  Fbekerfaat* *  tho  boss  said*  'Wo  skew*  be  the 
pasture  and  got  the  news*  %  daughter'll  shew  yea  the  my*  * 

JOhsmio  and  the  girl  ealfeed  dew  to  the  pasture  hand  is  hand#-  ®||# 
tho  tia»  they  roadbed  the  gate  he  had  pat  the  preposition  to  her 
squarely*  So  they  hid  in  a  ditch  and  neat  to  work* 

Sons  it  storied  getting  fork*  and  the  fww?  grow  worried  because 
thn  own  had  not  eerie  hone*  So  ha  went  out  to  eao  what  w^e  th®  trouble* 
^h*  Johnnie  Fuehorfastl *  bo  called  throng  the  darkness*  *tfe* 
Johnni®  fmterfs.it  4*  '  ■ 

defesmi®  raised  op  oat  of  the  Altai*  and  replied*  "Shot  up*  yon  old 
fool 4  I'm  fucking  hsr  os  fait  as  1  ©sol  * 

§i« 

USE,  <&>  -ttifet 3a 

■  A  little  boy  and  a  little  girl  begun  arriving  at  school  late  ©very 
day#  The  ioadter*  is  despair*  finally  complain® A  to  the  fairer*  And 
ho  decided  to  go  early  end  hide  somewhere  to  see  what  they  Aid* 

Soon  they  ’ arrived  under  a  big  troo  and  stooped  to  play*  ‘Tea  bo 
the  mre  and  I'll  bo  tho  stud* *  the  iittl©  boy  said* 

Tho  little  girl  obligingly  nulled  down  her  panto*  then  tho  little 
boy  began  prancing  around  her*  on  hands  end  knsee*  with  his  peter  out* 
TPloas©  pm  a  little  for  ms*  ”  hs  bogged*  But  eh®  shook  her  heed  vig¬ 
orously*  So  he  sniffed  at  ter  little  pussy,  curled  his  lips*  and 
glauoed  skyward*  fkm  wh&t  should  ho  am  but  hig  father  watching  from 
ap  in  tho  tree* 

’’Do  you  mat  tm  to  pas  o  little  for  you  now? rt  the  girl  asted* 

*Ue4*>  ran  Hod  the  boy  In  dsspsretiOH*  fBut  if  you  look  up  in  that 
tree,  you'll  shit  a  little! fl 


SS* 

MiSS,  tho  Petra  flays.., 

8r®ry  evening  John si®  mi  flettio  wont  down  to  tho  pasturo  together 
to  get  tho  oows*  Ho  we  tho  son  of  a  farmer,  and  she  ms  ‘he  daughter 
of  tho  i»st  door  neighbor# 

On  the  my  book*  one  evening*  he  began  teasing  her  for  n  plooo  of 
toil*  Bat  she  mo  determined  not  to  give  him  any* 

’float***  ho  beggod,  Ulnae  just  an  inch,  and  you  ©an  hava  old  Bos- 

SieJ "  *  ; 

sggoed*  Mid  ho  shoyad  la  just  the  head* 
h3a®  more  Inah,  ”  he  bagged,  %ad  you  oan  have  old  Jhaniel  8 
Again  she  agreed,  and  he  Bhwmi  it  in  stnobhar  inah* 

*wust  ous  more  iooti*  ®  ho  bsggod,  w  and  you  oan  hays  old  <Jlonis| w 
Onoo  again  aha  atgood*  for  she  hod  a  definite  turn  for  busies®®? 
and  he  shoved  it  is  still  another  inah* 

tlfe*  OhriotJ  n  ho  finally  oriwS#  •’Lot  as  show®  it  @11  in*  and  you 
@a«  have  As  ■  whole  dsansdi  herd!  * 

low,  all  this  time*  Johnnie 's  father  had  boon  hiding  in  iiis  tall 
woods  listening  to  thm*  Ilia  gm  was  nm  about  to  go  off  in  his  panto* 
1®  ms  so  oxoitad  that  ho  oould  contain  hlasolf  tm  longer*  ^Pokn  It 
to  her*  J©h»sl#4’8  ho  <st?«ero4*  *1*11  help  you  drive  tho  earn  howl  ” 


A  young  ooispl©,  desperately  in  love,  »»  too  poor  to  ©t  married* 
Bat*  suddenly,  a  underfill  solution .  morsd  t#  thssat  they  would  lit# 
on  lew*  Certainly  they  had  enough  of  that! 

the  first  morning  after  they  were  harried  he  got  up  to  go  to  work,, 
sad,  slaee  there  ms  no  breakfast,  he  laid  her  ©a  the  table  and -took  a 
floes*. 

Slot  mm  he  ease  he®®,  »ftd,  nlmm  there  me  no  laiwh  waiting,  h« 
again  laid  her  m  the  table  end  took  a  ptee##.* 

In  the  evening,  however,  lie  o®»  home  <?«ite  famished,  and  of  ill 
there  was  no  food  on  the  table*  toil  his  sweat  young  wife  m*  sitting 
with  her  dress  pulled  high,  her  pants  down,  and  her  fast  up  m  the  mm. 
door# 

*nt*afe  or®  you  doing  there,  B»&rfMh©  asked* 

Ooh,  1%  .lust  warming  up  your  mtmor,  darling! "  aha  r^nliol# 

SB* 

Hi®  sister  of  the  new  bride  was  a  prankster#  is  n  wedding  pres* 
eat,  therefore,  s'*  e  gave  her  a  fait*  of  pnjsisas  nmn  shut  at  fh®  hottest 
so  ah®  could  not  fat  into  them* 

That  night,  the  nwlysnds  rotlmd  to  fh«lr  bedroom  and  began  get-# 
ting  ready,  excitedly,  for.  the  %%  adventure* 

fdiat  they  did  not  know  wa®  that  th»  girl  *s  mother,  a  busy-body,  w» 
fir®  with  curiosity,  ms  at  the  keyhole  listening! 

the  bride  showed  a  shapely  bare  log  down  .into  ttis  log  of  the  pa- 
jams  and  soon  discovered  tt,s  dlff lenity#  Ww  foot  would  "not  notes  fh® 
penetration*  -She  grow. quit®  oscited  and  hysterical* 

*4ohn, w  she  erisd,  **I  can’t  get  it  Ini  Ton’ll  hare  to  out  the 
hoi®  open  a  littl#  bit  with  your  poote»t-3mlfe!  ” 

Proa  behind  the  doorway  the  alamsd  mother  ©merged  screaming* 

"Don’t  oaf  It!  boa’t  out  It!  she  spied*  "It  *11  a  trot eh!  Mt»«  'did!  ” 

86* 

Bail.  -MM£t  S%M, 

.  Ih®  younger  sister  had,  as  a  prank.  Ironed  the  bridal  nightgown 
with  a  hoary  dose  ©f  etarofe*  It  was.  In  fact,  as  stiff  as  »  board,  and 
Just  as  flat  and  heavy* 

that  night,  when  tfeo  mwlyweda  retired  to  their  bedroom,  they  were 
both  shy  about  undressing  befor©  the  oth^r.  Bo  the  m«r*  hid  behind  the 
clothea-ol^oot  door,  and  th«  girl  took  refuge  behind  e  screen  to  s$mc&® 
and  slip  info  her  ni .ghtgown* 

"low,  don’t  you  pnek!  **  tho  young  mn  warned  hot. 

*1  won’t!  And  don’t  you,  either!  "  the  bride  replied* 

But  pretty*  soon,  when  she  Instead  at  her  ai#.tge«n  for  the  first 
time,  the  burst  out  laughing*  She  got.  the  Joke  "at  onoe*  Sh»  oould  act 
get  into  tho  thing  at  all  and  would  have  to  sleep  naked! 

’^Ohl**  she  shrilled*  "It’s  a  little  short  stiff  one!" 

"Shore,  I  know  if!”  the  young  mn  stormed,  blush ing  furiously# 
tos’w  gone  and. peeked,  after  ®li|* 


%m  do  you  aquaro  ®  circlet  *  -asked  tho  perspiring  sophomore,  who 
mo  struggling  tmr  hie  lessons* 

f!I  don’t  know,*  sneered  the  flippant  senior,  who  was  a  moth  major, 
"unless  you  shove  &  four-by-four  plank  up  &  ball  *s  ass!  *’ 


H m  pretty  young  girl  had  oat  fishing  on  the  hatfie  all  day  without 
imn  a  nibble*  She  was  thorcfore  araasad  a  nan  walked  by  carrying 
a  » tripg  cf  beauties. 

’1H«w  wonderful!*  she  arise!*  "Ptmt  In  the  world  41*  you  aw#  .for 
bait?" 

®Cti*  I1®  a  doctor,  *  tht  mem  explained!  "and,  today  I  had  am  «*» 
peeially  nice  tonsils! f! 

fho  no'xb  day  tha  i ante  thing  happened  again*  Only  it  wus  a  differ- 
««*t  nm  •who  osaay  by  trtih  the  string  of  beauties* 

lien  wonderful!*  she  cried*  *^hnt  is  tha  world  did  you  use  fat* 
bait? * 

"Oh*  1*®  a  doctor#  *  tha  man  replied}  *and  today  I  had  sene  espoo- 
tally  nice  appendectomies!  * 

On  tha  third  day*  as  tha  girl  again  sat  fishing  ■without  a  bit®, 
still  another  rasn  tsmm  along*  So*  too*  had  mad®  a  mroleus  catch* 

*Oh,  doctor! *  the  girl  shrilled*  ^hat  dll  yea  use  for  halt  ■ 
today!  * 

’  doctor?  Doctor?  *  the  nan  ashed*  onaslad*  *IHa  no  doctor*  X*a 
&  im&sh  rabbi! * 


S§* 

Missufelit 

fha  hotel  guest  «®ta»  at  aidaiglrfe  with  &  severe  does  of  skitters* 
'Loanin'*  oarcrly  out  of  h%d$  ho  mdes  a  dash  for  the  toilet}  but  there 
was  no  toilet*  Sc  was  therefore  finally  forced  to'  open  a  winder  end 
thrust  out.  his  bare  ass* 

*Hey#  yea!  $  there!  8  cried  »  drank*  #io  ms  leaning  against  a 
lassp-post*  '-*%e  the  hell  do  yoa  think  you  are?” 

fOh,  I  ha  Oliver  fsfist!  n  reel  led  the  sin  at  tha  window*  *And  who 
are  yea?'” 

Uaa*t  you  see*  you  darned  fooll  *'  shouted  the  drunk*  wlfa  Oliver 
ibitl” 

60. 

4  t2MAa£ljL  isssBim 

A  soldi ar  hoy  was  bidding  hit  bpida  a  quick  goodbye  at  the  depot. 
She  engineer*  however  *  bnA  up  full  a  teas  and  was  la  a  hoi  l  of  a  hurry 
to  get  started.  Hie  soldier*  standing  on  the  stops  of  the  car, 
stooped  over  to  the  platform  to  Mss  the  girl*  Bit,  Just  than#  th* 
train  started  off  with  such  a  rush  that  be  miftfied  her  e  caret lately*  end 
kissed,  instead,  a  caw*®  ass  a  mile  and  a  quarter  out  of  tows.# 


A  traveling  salesman,  enable  to  yet  a  room  ia  the  small  town,  m 
oarap®n«d  to  seek  lodgi ag  with  a  fanner .  ||®  m«  there  told  that  h@ 
oould .  havs  a  'bod*  bat  ha  -would  havo  to  sh»r#  It  with  'Brandos* 5*  to 
this  oondlhloa  ho  a»de  ao  objection* 

Is  the  sjlddl#  of  the  night,  however,  this  old  man  reared  on  out  of 
a  nightmare,  summing  wildly i  *8ri m.  ms  a  ^voatanJ  Bring  ao  a  wmmni 
I'v®  got  to  hare  a  weraaal " 


J yk*  a&lessnn  admonished  him,  $$k®tdm  him  ftwadet* 

-’i©«  #now  good  an?!  well  yum  don’t'  want  a  woman,  Sracdpal  So  book -to 
sloop  and  behave  yourself!  * 


One®  sore  tfe®  aalo«M&  patiently  shook  hto  awako*  «S#  sensible, 
fe$$k  to  al#*pj h  fa#  fYoii  know  tou  c1ob^% 

mat  a  wrnmt  ahat  you’re  hanging  opto  is  a  dandy,  all  right*  But 
it  *s  not  on  ymt  It’s  on  me!  r 


*®k*  Kama! *■  teased  the  little  boy*  *5»ss  whvfc  1  saw  Daddv  «tsi 
tna  maid  doing  sip  on  the  bs41H 

MB*  stilir  was  tha  sharp  response*  "Don’t  rm  talk  that  m&l* 
And  than,  mfut  a  aosastfs  reflection,  "fftt  fcatt  till  Korns*  mks\m 

That  sight,  at  tha  supper  table,  -sfean  tha  father  was  ®t  hit  usual 
pl»®,  tha  aether  turned  to  the  little  boy  an*  mid*  ’Wow,  dohnnio, 
you  a&n  tell  m  what  you  war*  going  to  this  morning*  " 

f  ®®ddy  and  tha  said  on  the  bad,  ”  child  replied  glee- 
fully,  doing  just  like  you  and  llnolo  mm  did  last  summer  while  »mMv 
was  away  fifth  tag!* 


4  wowful  of  women  war®  discussing  the  delights  of  sox.  the  ©®8- 
tissay  of  it  waa.  aarveloua,  they  ayr^ai  unanimous ly^  and  they  wore  ambit 
to  8®#  how  a  wife  could  iwr  got  quit*  enough*  tod  than  the  question 
arose  as  to  hear-  dldmawaasn  had  to  bo  before  she  no  longer  wanted  any,  * 
mey  deaidad  to  put  the  question  to  Orandaa* 

,  S'**  ,J*0R  asked  for  her  opinion,  Grandma,  who  ms  seventy,  moiled* 

|£ti$M  1%  8©fe  old  0B0Ucfa  1i0  "bull  ym  tfan/fc 0  Gii*  1b®  Jfll  haw  1h0 
osk  mother  I  ”  And  ao  she  stemmed  her  »w  mother  from  the  bodrnoa* 
lot  when  the  question  was  put  to  this  eld  lady,  who  ms  past 
ninety,  aha  replied  without  hesitations  <th,  I  to  awfully  sorry  to  die- 
UTOoitrt  TOtip  Girl#!  But  haw  to  &nk  #M#r  thmn  it|  ^ 


A  nan  oae  day  mb  an  old  girl-friend  with  'wham  ha  had  formerly 
bson  intimate*  So  was  surprised  s*t  her  changed  appearance*  She  new 
h.%4  a  sweat  little  diaple  on  her  ©bin  -#doh  wasn’t' there  before* 

'Vf$  you  look  wonderful!  *  ha  doolared*  **80%  where  did  you  got 
that  diaplet •  * 

'Oh*  I  *y  fee®  lifted* *  she  repliod,  "and  that's  wt  belly 
button  you  fteal B  ‘ 

**%  &®6I*  he  exelalaaod.  "Don’t  hays  it  lifted  stain,  or  you’ll  be 
wearing  a  owrly  blaoh  beard  parted  down  the  mtMlmt n  ' 
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J2m» 

ffes  girls  of  «  ©sail  town  where  men  w«r©  f#w  had  loomed  hm  to 
tate  oar*  of  «aA  other.  frequently,  they  hold  stariberwpartle*,  ishoro, 
1b  couples,  they  played  the  §aa@  of  man  aw!  wife*  Gj»  would  then  mamk 
the  Other  mtm*  <ts  a  ponig  a  candle  of  appropriate  si*;®. 

But  os©  day,  nos  betldel  there  oaaa  to  toss  ft  pretty  pan  with  fine 
features,  who  deoldod  to  die guise  hfessel?  ms  a  girl  and  attend  o no  of 
<*»«•*  parties.  Headless#  to  say,  ha  fell  into  a  delightful  surprise, 
a  treat  for  the  aost  famished  aalej 

fry*  o*  th>  girls  son®  norths  lat-r  Mgfr:  Walo’-'inr  ©r  alarm? nyl" 
larso  holly.  It  bsaano  the  talk  of  tho  toon  end  a  mystery  to  all. 

".'bucbtor,  what  have  you  hoop  uo  tol T*  her  father,  atf  ur*nir  sus¬ 
picious  nan,  asked  sternly,  ”*m  H-’  ~ou  ret  In  that  oowM*lon1 

!1  «—  I  don’t  ’m©™?,  poppa |  **  tho  girt  fe!t*»r''d,  fao©  sty^-v^ir*  w^th 
tsars.  But  T  guess  the  darned  old  curdl®  w»a*-  hair*  molt^dl’* 


fh-  old  f armor  and  Mg  wife  had  a  hlr-d  ma*  And  py- 

®ry  moraine,  right  after  breakfast,  the  two  wool*  $p  off  toother  to 
ft'orfr  in  tho  fields*  8 m©b,  h ews  wr ,  the  f^rra-Mpd  »nt  irbo  the  tabif  of 
aahis^  &xmsns  t0  stay  behind,  such  as  th-»  urgency  of  nature*  Awl  he 
would  appear  sheep ish iy  on  the  ^ob  a  pu'-rtor  of  sti  hour  later. 

Cm  lay,  the  fartacr  had  to  return  to  th*  -frm  -for  his  watch •  V! 
there  on  his  own  w^triaonial  bed  ha  iitoow-rud  the  blmd  w<m  ard  his 
wife  hart  at  work  knocking  off  h  p|4<j®  of  tag, 

Jho  hir«d  mu  Jawpod  Up,  butfcoein<*  his  fly,  nM  grabbed  his  hat, 
fhsn  ha  bcjpn  adding  f-oisayi  tho  op«r,  doer* 

*Utr?s  I  can’t  “stay  on  nmi1'  ho  said  awl  optically,  nI*n  «.iek 
up.  and  go!  « 

‘Ifi,  that1?  a  1  right  I  -p  t  discouraged  so  easyl  “  the  old 

iar®or  reassured  Him,  q ul to  unperturbed,  1pTf  the  two  of  us  can’t  keen 
the  ol'5  wermi  satisfied,  Pr/,  we’ll  bet  Vws  to  hire  aaotMr  mnlt*  *' 


8?. 

Ji&  lllk  Baa3ka3C&La£L 

A  traveling  salesman  -ihn  '.ns  .*.•>  gtr Mpr  ip  town  datod  its  rr-'ttlsat 
®l8a.  In  tho  course  o*  the  avonir*,  as  was  His  went,  ho  'oanasfed  to  co- 
duos  her,  Sh-  was  witlini*  nou?5i,  +houdi,  ?#ien  sh'*  f»tlpnso »  rhat  *a" 
H©d,  w’  onl  *  nrotas»-o1  lost  she  rM  In  n  fa^U’*-  tmy* 

T>’1#  tike  op*'*  ef  thatl  ”  tho  «nt«srra  asssir* !  H^r.  I’ll  put 

pi.  a  rubbari’* 

A  hasty  aw!  IsTpattsat  sparoh,hm?oy->r,  while  his  luscious  dish  ms 
#h0s*&-,n.£  before  bira,  royralod  that  ho  was  sifirily  out  of  th«si, 

**8i»ss  T,ll  hays  to  use  a  silk  hardkoroh iof i  ”  M  finally  said, 

A  fw  y©ars  later  the  saws  tra’wolln^  salsewas  ayaln  cam©  through 
tho  town#  Playing  on  the  streets  he  obsoryed  a  y«r,y  outs  little  bey* 
and,  Icrinr  children  as  h@  did,  he  ‘Stopped  to  pat  him  or  th^  h©ii, 

'•'Sob,  you  look  iVm  a  mighty  fim  lad,”  h®  declared* 
oil,  by  1  ought  to! '  tho  boy  replied  b^lli^ftrintly*  *S§a 

iftys  I  mo  strained  through  a  silk  handkoroHlaf!* 
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A  very  pious  married,  ctopls,  iotas  married,  who  di6n*t  y»t  ««a 
tow*  tdiat  It  was  for,  finally  decided  that  ttey  would  barn  &  sen.  So- 
not  knowing  .just  how  to  go  about  ?t#  they  talked  fMrws  over  thorough¬ 
ly,  They  mm luded  that  th®  wwn  should  lie  on  her  hack,  logs  wit!©, 
ready  ite'  the  attack  And  her  husband  T7©ute  stand  mrms  the  reosa, 
tack  off  till  h*  wag  about  to  com®,  and  tteti  make  a  dive  for  the  hole* 
"And  wh*t  shall  wa  nafe©  hltal*  asked  the  wife,  timidly, 

l«t  *a  call  him  Eli,  after  the  «r^at  prophet  1  *  the  husband 
replied  fervently. 

So  she  got  ready  on  th®  bad,  and  he  went  to  the  other  ssUq  of 
bha  mm  and  started  teo  fimHm,  off,  <fh#n#  just  a®  he  -wog  about  to 
go  off#  he  mde  his  dive  for  th-  hols*  But  on  the  waw  he  aliened  on  a 
ter  of  soap  and  crashed  to  the  floor, 

w  in  ins  himself  off,  ho  arose,  and  deelared  sadlvt  tetll,  hero  1 
•Hoped,  and  here  I  fell.  And  there  lies  Mil  deader  than  hsllf  " 


Sons#  emll  bny®  dooltfod  to  clay  @  prank  on  their  old  maid  aunt. 

So  they  sneaked  up  into  her  bodrooa  and  bid  an  inflated  balloon  In  her 
piasTJot  under  the  bed* 

lb  at  ttlrht,  when  th®  farailv  theupht  she  was  ©at tin©  ready  for  bed, 
sh©  suUettly  caste  dashing  down  the  ©fairs,  soreoia’rit  wildly  for  *  doc¬ 
tor,  toil  when  the  doe*  or  arrived  at  last,  h©  found  her  all  rale  and 
trembling,  though  suffering  from  shook* 

Brfey,  what*s  the  matter?"  he  asked. 

w#t,  doctor,  1  think  X*v®  had  a  si! aoarriepyl w  she  or 4 ©4* 

""hat  in  th©  world  mates  wi  think  th**tt*  $jp  asked* 

’Just  look  antler  the  ted  and  woo*ll  eoa!  *  the  discotsso*  at©  wman 
waited.  "That* a  th©  first  fart  1  ever  lot  Which  had  a  skin  m  4 1|** 

to. 

-  lag. 

A  fanner  *a  wife  was  hoVi »g  a  quittlng-bse  ©or  bar  friars*  ted 
her  old  man,  ».  wit,  who  ted  teen  in  the  barn  batcher! ns»  a  ©our,  finally 
case  to  th©  kif chon  to  clean  tip,  H-arteg  the  chatter  of  the  females 
te  decided  to  play  a  job©  an  Ids  wife.  So  he  tot  off  th©  ecwrte  tee*  n«rt 
inserted  it  im'fe  ids  ©ants  with  tit  sticking  on*  throng  tte  fly, 
Hisn,  in  that  condition,  he  waited  nonchalantly  into  th©  midst  of  the 
group  of  wonen. 

Itaraedistely  there  were  gasps  and  screams*  tea  his  wife,  seeing 
th©  trouble,  tegs®  miring  signals  to  him  behind  th®  teaks  of  th©  oth¬ 
ers,  Bat  ho  remised  oblivions  to  all.  TSx «a§  suddenly,  ha  looted  down 
md  am  the  protruding  thing.  JM,  as  if  in  sheer  dirgutt,  h©  snatch  ad 
w>  th©  butcher  knife  from  the  table,  out  it  off*  end  threw  it  ant  th# 
window. 

Thereupon*  his  wife  fainted, 

Tten,  laughing  at  hi®  Utile  tote,  the  fararr  went  bad-  out  to  th© 
barn  to  remove  th®  teg,  very  satisfied  with  hi  -self  toeood.  Bat  when 
he  tool:  the  bag  mt  of  his  rants,  he  found  it  still  ted  all  four  of  the 
tits  os  it.  And  thus  h©  fainted! 


81ftCd»U«  AM* 


SUadall*  ftavall 


Oathoy,  Altha 


6olt*,  Im 


Colton,  Soso* 

ttarris,  If  ah 


lotohasps,  Johnnie 


BaaahflttgMt,  fell© 


A  0ktl dteod  mi ghbor  ©f  ssia®  at  10,17, 21 ,86 

8t»  John,  Fatter,  Androw 

ilaadall,  &  dabt-rt M«tt  rwwsi* 
with  many  children,  hos»  finally 
bmkm  by  disarm*  Alim  1#  a 
fin#  stager*  Mm  a  refrigera¬ 
tion  «ptrb  la  C&liftjraia* 

iy  boyhood  ftl  at  St*  Jobs  am!  a  is 
brother  t©  Ald©*i»  Samr  works  la 
a  #««i,  faed,  at*!  fertiliser 
abort  at  Wallowa,  6r©§** 

A  hired  mm  m .  the  fas**  ©f  Jobs  ? 

ISiasdsli,  ©uy  naarsot  aslsbbor, 
atbSi*  John,  far  a  m&r  g© 
stoat  19134920* 

A  toy  free  W&lmi$  Mat©*  who  was  18,88,38 
ay  roossaats  at  tallage,  la  P©©&» 
tall©,  is  the  winter  of  l9lf-2@# 

1©  is  iKwf  a  olalag  @®fim«©r  is 
feftA  or  Montana* 

A  fellow-werkwr  (an!  old  girl-  16,17/11  88/42 

fries!  of  mins)  on  Hi®  Idaho 

Riatorto&l  baear is  Sorwy,  iraiar 

norsliat,  farils  lister*  during 

1686-80,  at  Sols#  and  MoaataUa* 

8h®  is  nm  a  bay©**  for  tha  Wary, 
at  -fen  ffanoisoo,  California* 

Hy  sister  (oalv  sibling),  sow  4/41 
aarriad  and  roaring  a  really  at 
ttelsd,  Idaho*  ■eber©  h©r  husband 
is  a  msat-faswar* 


%  broih®r-iti»lm%  th©  itel&d,  4 

Idaho,  ah*t-fara»r,  mad  a  has!  f/41  86,86,20,81/12 

at  A#  Growths r  Milling  8©*  4Qo§S 

%■  fatter*©  boyhood  pal  at  St*  2? 

John,  Idaho*  1®  dlad  horribly 
daring  Volstead  days  fro®  get¬ 
ting  itmk  flB  iwood-aloohol* 

Oar  «*wk  door  neighbor  at  St*  8@/48 
John  and  fatter  of  fhonoi  sad 
loll©,  So  is  bow  orlfplod  «nd 
rstirod  but  still  lira*  on  his 
boot  and  hay  f ara* 


I  St*  John  grade  school  stodont  2,8 
sostsuhab  younger  than  l«  Mm 
«  horn®  la  ho®  A%«1®«,  Cali¬ 
fornia,  whore,  aooorilag  to  his 
fatter,  ho  has  fe mm®  a  big 
ahasl  in  the  eoaatrmitien  loti* 
watt* 


©#s§©h«sp®,  fhoaei 


Itfwards,  Bsnjaralxt 


fisher,  f«w 


(foodnoogh#  fteorgo 


Grant,  Mrs*  Prank 


■tele*  Murray 


4  broihor  older  than  hollo  l«t  §fll,i4,lt,tS,Sl 
yowogor  thm  I*  So,  too,  atten¬ 
ded  the  little  Country  school  is 
it*  «foh»,  a«*r  telad,  'Idaho*  1# 
am  Mrm  is  fees  Angelos* 

@»  of  say  students  at  MeQatwtion,  8,  Si 
Idaho*  where  X  taught  hl#i 
school  English  Anting  18S®-8S. 

K®  ms  a  ioa  of  Walt  S&war&e, 
who  cwsied  the  fig  Star®* 


Son  of  ¥.1,  fisher,  of  Mali© 
falls,  Mali®*  #io  psyohoanat- 
lysod  m  spore* lea lly  daring 

si  Boise  and  Salt  Me# 
City,  Vernon  4®  now  In  the  fast 
%«  be  m  analyst  him** 
self#  writs  fisher,  the  newt- 
1st*  is  his  unsle* 


taothtr  of  ay  high  school  st**»  IS*  SO 
dents  at  MoCesmon*  Idaho,  daring 
lil$M*SS*  lie  father  ms  proba¬ 
bly  a  #t@»i~faw»r# 


Son  of  frank  Brant,  mat  aeiffh-  f*tS 
her  of  ay  ox-father-in-law, 

A*§,  Shrews,  at  Eden,  Idaho, 
shore  both  wore  l»®&*far»r»# 

Bobbie  is  now  faming  there  «M 
rearing  a  family# 

Hts  § rants  rawed  to  Sd#a,  Idaho,  f 
about  ISOS,  at  the  tisra  lllulio- 
lea  Baas  ^s»l  Tfeylo  Valley’*  to 
settlement*  they  earn®  frm  St* 
toil#,  MO# ,  #»r«  Wr®#  Brant 
learned  her  songs#  they,  still 
form  at  gi#m,  Idaho# 

Another  of  ray  high  school  stu-  £8,90 
dents  at  BMtanon,  Idaho*  Sts 
father  was  a  railroad  a»»# 


A  shoepherder  with  wt»«  ay  father  8® 
sorted  one  season  about  WOO  in 
Pocatello  Valley,  Idaho,  Just 
sonthoest  of  Mial&d#  i«  played 
A®  baxi^o  and  sang  ballads* 


Another  of  ayhifjh.  sohool  stu-  11,17 
dents  at  Ms @asM«  Idaho#  A 
fowser  ford  (wsenjbly-lloo  wor¬ 
ker  in  California*  fit  father, 

0*1*  Barbosas,.,  was  a  rail!  owner 
at  ®sSi sswosi  and  fewer  owner  of 
extensive  early-isy  toll  roads 
la  Southeastern  Idaho, 
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Besard*  lalgjb 


m® 


1 00904  Roy 


Ilium,  Carl 


Jtefaager#  Ben 


Jolley,  YirgU. 


#eo»s,  Betmie 


Josephs©®,  Al 


A  ©e«ii«  of  mim  m  -an  4i/4B 

mother*®  aids#  Be  often  visited 
tsa  at  it#  John  when  I  m#  a 
efctM*  Sow  a.  testiest  fstwaan  at 
tts&aii,  Idaho,  north  of  Hah# 

mi#* 

■fetttsr  to  Basil*  Killed  Im  a.  14 
lit  1914$,  while  haying 
m  his  father*#  mmh$  la.  a.  «ga*. 
fan  north  of  Malad# 


W  pal  iwrtiii  upper  grad®  ssheel 
and  hl^t  sshpel  days  at  St*  dote- 
e»3  fclad#  Sis  father  «m  then 
a  et*gar*»beet  farmer*  They  now- 
live  in  Boise*  Idaho*  where  val» 
lao#  is  s  Barber*  . 


30,81,  «/48 


I  cousin  of  ?«rro 11  Bl&sdell  «he  if 
llred  with  him  a  winter  or  two 
and  wont  to  school  to  St#  dobm* 

He  eat  drsstwd  about  its©  Aon  a 
©««««  sagtslsed  with  his  fishing 
party  on  a  reservoir  la  ftsh* 

toother  of  ay  father*#  boyhood  4 
fait  is  St*  dote*  I*t*r*'h# 
ms .  a  wheat«ltunasr  there,  sad 
ms  the  eeamuaity  wit#  Sa  lost 
his  farm,  however,  moved  to  0g» 
den,  Utah,  and  finally  died  there 
a  tm  years  ago,  completely  blind# 

Another  of  my  high  sehool  sto*  18,19,38 
dents  at  MCOasrtoa,  Idaho*.  Bis 
fa^ier  ms  prsSiahiy  &  wheat •ffer- 
»r  User®# 


Still  another  of  my.  high  school  18 
students  at  W®Qmmm*  11®  fattr* 
m  ran  a  swell  garage*  later# 
they  neve4  to  Biaskfest,  Idaho, 
vhere  they  are  probably  still  in 
the  garage  business* 

Both  h©  and  hi®  fairer,  the  let--  fs/t# 
ter  mm  dead,  wore  diversified 
fanners  in  Salad  Talley*  The 
incident  of  the  vlete»  aetually 
happened  t#  feant#  about  ItlO, 
when  h©  ms  a  small  boy  going  to 
the  pasture  after  th*  eeisl 

Originally  from-  lolbreok  «std  f$/$B 
Snswrille,  Jesephson,  teewt  m  a 
great  wit,  finally  settle#  in 
Baled,  where  for  many  pars  he 
was  Sheriff  of  Oneida.  ©entity*  Be 
Shot  himself  &  few  years  age  in  a 
fit  of  despondeasy  due  to  his  haw** 
lag  hmmm  m  insurable  invalid* 

B®  ms  a  fearless  sheriff*  and  ran 
down:  way  erimiaals* 


toftt 


far®o»,  Urs#  toff 


tl®h,  f«rr«H 


Jftids®n,  tmmm ri 


Xfeurtta, 


%  «if*  who*  la  Salt  t*te  City,  ?/4$  if/4f 

©poratt®  her  own  it*  01,8  f/ol 

mere  aaprl*<J  h«r©  Ss  1940,  but 
affeirwii  litsi  la  Berkeley, 

Oallf or ciai  Btxgene  urn®  Portland, 

Oroposi  Washington,  B*0*f  and 
Idaho  fails,  Idaho,  before  even- 
taally  eettllng  la  Salt  Mae 
City  porraaasnfciy*  la  ItSf # 


Hy  father,  m  native  of  St*  John, 
Idaho#  an®  a  fartaor  there  all 
his  life*  still  r«»8  his  e«m 
farm®  there  at  f8.‘  I  think  of 
hi®  always  as  a  typical  pimm? 
3®fet«t»r  sni  y#M*«*p inner * 


W,t? 

6,10/41  46/43 
f/li  10,gl/4© 

»a,s4/i  s  es/li 

n,m/B4 


I  rejssBfcer  s®y  aother,  i*fe©  Is  4§/4t 

still  living,  reel ting  this  lit* 
tie  pos@  when  I  m®  a  snail 
0kiU*  Bor  father,  St«v#  Talbot, 

©Wit  to  laytville,  ffeafe,  from 
South  Africa,  la  1801, 

Mother  of  ay  high  sofeool  stu*  il,S? 
dent®  at  ISoQ^mon,  Idaho,  during 
ItlCVUS*  I  ihlhk  t®  ms  ext  or¬ 
phan  «h©  stayed  with  his  grand** 
aothor* 

A  boy  from  Molod,  Idaho,  tAo  ws®  If 
W  r© «SM8&ta  at  ©©liege,  la  Poo©-  8l/4t 
tail©,  in  the  fall  of  l#2f*  Bo- 
lag  ah  infantile  paralysis  ©rip- 
pis,  fHtworful  la  ih«  anas,  h© 
woe  so  sadistically  oruel  that  ho 
finally  forced  so  to  aov«  out# 

Be  it  mm  «s  b©eie-i»#p#r  at  the 
«hesl  Ion  north  of  Mhlad* 


A  young,  tia&itisas  b»a®-fafia»r 
at  gdon,  Idaho,  froa  shoot  1930 
till  I  loft  th @r&  In  1986*  1® 
ma  very  wild  and  had  In  his 
fasaAoim  an  fhej&anstlhle 
supply  of  dirty  song®  and 
1#  mm  frm  Missouri,  however* 


1,0,11,15,1®*, 
SB,Bd,Sr/4S 
BMB  H 
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A  rebellious  youth  of  my  mrly  f/tt  34/41 

day®  in  St*  dohti*  1©  finally 

ran  w®y  from  heme*  Si®  father, 

eho  want  deaf,  finally  hanged 

hisssolf  frm  &  tires,  because  the 

aether  «as  unfaithful*  The  shil* 

iron  nearly  broil®  Its*  old  son* 


Another  of  ay  high  school  atn*  $,§,#,3© 
isnt#  at  W$mm atm,  Idaho,  during 
1930*33*  1#  is  now  ®  ml&msm 
for  li&lotgh  produets  at  foeatsi* 

Is,  Ifah©* 


tl 
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fes  A  t«4istl©  «®i  ruffianly  student  I 

at  the  St#  <I*N&  School,  somewhat 
older  than  I*  gieen  to  torturing 
birds  and  animals#  Always  play* 

1%  truant.  Very  proud  of  his 
muster  esepleita  «s  a  sh*spherd*r, 

®s  family  moved  to  S«<jf  Meadows, 

Idaho,  about  1§8®,  hearing  last 
their  drywfgjp®  to  Malai  f&lley* 

fotwoeii*  ?«moa.  About  ay  ego,  thou$i  tola*  m*  i»  t® 

©lass  stasting,  at  #i#  9t*  John 
School,  h©  mm  m*t  of  my  pals* 

Obviously,  ho  -ms  a  brother  to 
Ivan*  8#  is  mm  married  mod  liv* 
lag  at  low  Rhodens,  Idaho* 

i#thst#l»,  l«r#M  A  $©slfsh  led,  son  of  a  prominent  1# 

life  insurance  wm  in  Bow  fork 

City,  ho  was  stationed  at  the 

Amy  Air  Field,  Fort  ‘':'ortb»  lbs®®, 
while  I  ms  there  in  IMS*  Si 

was  booking  for  a  discharge  «•  a 
payahonourSti©*  I  roMwhos*  hist, 
i»  the  elaasiflo&tioa  ©ffi©*,  for 

his  ooostasfe  staging  of  *f«a§i» 

mental  tewy’1  and  ^OPl© Illy*# 

Cpughber* 8 

Sorensen*  if*  if  unols*  husband  of  ay  mother*®  lf/4® 

sister,  whom  wo  visited  at  hsu®* 
ingtoss,  Btsh,  where  h®  was  « 
fssrmar,  to  the  fall  of  l#lf*  1 
learned  *h#  ^ote  at  that  tine* 

Smith,  Persy  Tho  hired  mm  of  my  faiher»iiw  ,  , 

.  law,  A.®*  fame®,  at  Pen,  Xdsho,  8B,aC^M>  m/m 
about  li3Q**SI!#  1  imagine  ho  is 
still  is  the  Pstn  Ball's  &m,  I 
ham  net  bsea  there,  mysslf, 
sins*  1CS6, 

Baitti,  Timalsi  Another  pal  of  mins  at  lbs  St,  40 , 

#oto  School*  Bis  father  must  18/41  S^/t®  f%%8 
h mm  haws*.  *  tmemr§.  hut  died 

esrly#  fis^to  bsssm*  m  tosur* 
axm  &m  at  Mat?©  falls  but  later 

mowed  to  California*  Riisbrothor, 

however,  is  now  a  btrlenAsr  at 
Kalad,  Idaho, 

falbet,  Audi*  %  uncle,  the  haif^brother  of  say  f,M/%l 

aether,  m  is  no*  a  wealthy  diver-  SC^BS 
slfled  farmer  at  it#  do tm»  Idaho* 

I  rsmssAwr  from  childhood  his 


s&tii  s* 


¥***»*,  farrl#  i# 


t*s§l«,.  the  husband  of  fferfci na  8f/8f 

sy  fatfe®*1*  ilitif**  1« 
a  droll  pioBoor  ati&raator  of 
Ifelad  Valloy,  wry  popular  at 
oooaitrjr  <faaoss  and  pro«?rara»*  I 
haw  hoard  of  hi*  oaiing  bailed 
•its  ah#  11  art  all  $mt  m  *  Joiwl 


A  hired  mm  m  the  fans  of  A®4r«w 
art  John  Sl&sdell*  ntighbor#  of 
oar s*  at  it*  John*  I4«ho*  He  «8 
the  om  who  g«s»  «@  «$r  ®«*  ®&mm* 
ttoa*  vary  perverted ,  nhen  1  ma 
a  toy  in  my  early  toons.*  SI® 
hretfear  enaed  half  interest  fa 
the  «Jonos  ft  Toponee  Kardvare, 
Salad#  Idaho*  .  loftt®  had  the  »p«* 
station  of  ho  tag  aa,«ty  with  wmm 
but  a  %erfciag  fooii*  S®  is  now 
loeatod-  at  0gd#»,  St  ah*  shore  ho 
owes  half  internet  in  fuller  ft 
fopon®#  transfer  fonga^,) .  a  trails- 
icg  and  freighting  outfit#  So, 
thoafjh  no  though  ho  had  no  trains 
ho  ha®  eueeeeded,  ,1n®t  the  «*s«# 
through  a  strong  back!  So  w^@  tom 
St*  Smm.  4«rini  A  aor® 

tlftrt®  at  Ms  fefereae**#  abovo, 
dll  suggest  the  ©riant  of  his 
adds  Im^Xedg*  of  vulgar  ballad*, 
31ugl#s*  and  jotea*  He  should 
ha*o  boon  a  eolXeeisrl 


%  e*wasther»te»iw*  wife  of  A#0*  lt/41 

Va m«*#  with  who®  I  Jiwd  wish 
of  sy  blase,  at  Sdegt,  Idaho,  dt*r» 
ing  the  jmra  tttt-Si*  X  think 
sh«  ii«i  about  lfS8*  ft»  «a* 
fro®  Peoria,  Illinois,  isfctr®  sho 
learned  the  vulgar  rhfae  os  a 
young  girl* 


7<0 
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All  tii#  i#«st§  M  St*  *Mm,  tflSf 
AlftuftMt  of  Lif®  80  M®%  lilt 


Bill 

« 

W0mmmm$  1S8S 

SUB^Qf 

ft 

Sooaitollm*.  1928 

Basin!©  Wrmm  Haro 

SI 

Baiter®©. 

2© 

liss 

8ye*By®»  ia^riani 

8 

Si,  Jot®.  lf8§ 

Saltimbe 

i 

mm,  1898 

0«wia 

n 

A*  iSaOaWSom*  1988 

Boamod  Mttl#  tat  IS 

A*  Paaatallo,  1989 

Bataial  J4#a*g  Dam 

m 

A.  F0Mt«U«#  wm 

Jtearaf  Jfosw 

21 

*&•&,  mm- 

Motesy  «»!  teffey 

% 

MtrtS&mm,  1988 

f)mm  Lehi  Talley 

if 

A#  Motsssisii,  If  S3 

SI  Mm  BftMf  $1 

10 

A*  Bdes,  1988 

Inch  Altov®  f»«ws 

so 

A*  Stem,  It  SI 

Indian  Maid 

31. 

KoOan&ttm*  1088 

d&il«r*t  Song 

8 

ioSaaaom,  IMS 

Joktmi® 

25 

at.  John.  ita 

S&h&  fttylor 

8 

JloCamon*  1983 

Jolly  Sb©»b®rd 

26 

naiad*  mot 

Jtiit  ©<s&atidj&*t 

28 

st*  Jetm,  liss 

Isyhol©  ia  Soar 

If 

i§sS#lJ *  If  82 

Little  Ball  Yara 

M 

■afaaaoa*  1933 

Little  ®.rin« 

St*  dote,  liltt 

Mttl®  Tiaksr 

8 

St.  John,  list 

lulu 

l© 

St.  John,  1919 

Mary  Jam* 

4© 

St,  Jota,,  19161 

8#v«r 

84 

it.  Mm,  ifift 

©M  Appl©  Br@e 

1 

Mm,  1932 

©Id  Aunt  Sail!® 

14 

St.  Ms,  1919! 

©Id  tfosLellasiA 

84 

mm,  wm 

Gtaa«»My»d  Btley 

18 

A*  FoeateUa*  1988 

Fain  and  Smrm 

8 

it.  JoSm*  lilt 

Pra tty  fnlr  Bald 

sa 

Mtefwson,  1933 

Ring  Bsnag  Boo 

is 

A.  mam,  list 

S©®®b#rry 

tf 

St.  Jolws*  10008 

Sally  i©  (tardea 

4 

St,  John.  10008 

Sheephesde? 

1 

a.  it.  Mm,  wm 

Stevepips  gpieodo 

4 

salad,  list 

fk»t»l©  1pm 

O' 

w 

8&»n»  list 

fm  Bomoats 

t 

St,  J®f»t#  IflSt 

B,  it,  Job ft,  ItSS 

1*  item,  lilt 
I*  ItoiaiaM®*  1833 
MM,  ms 

i*  *1*6,  liitf 

I*  Britanra*,  199S 

B,  Msetunmi*  ms 
St,  John,  liSi 


St.  **»,  Itlif 
Mato  mils*  194S 

Wa&amm,  188S 


1.  19S3  8.  Wort  ’’Orth,  1948 

§*  'ttritaMn*  1W  0.  St.  John*  ms 
1#  $!»»»  lit# 

Mm,  lfS» 


Tipple  fgyt 


If  A*  St.  John,  1988  B,  Wottmmm,  10S8 


Ask  four  Math or 

4^f48 

19161 

Basil  Howard 

MUM,  Idaho 

iaiafey  larafey 
Flits 

Bold  Irishman 
Sottor  «mi  Iffg 

Sy  th®  Bar 

&f/m 

m/m 

44/4S 

21^12 

lit? 

me* 

met 

list 

Rufus  fopons® 
-Leonard  lads*a 
Mrs,  toff  tor son 
L«ff  tors®® 

Sosooo  Colton 

St#  John,  Mali© 
Poo&tello,  Idaho 
it#  John,  Idaho 
Ct#  J©tm,  Idaho 
lfelad,  Idaho 

Charlie,  Btrlef' 

Cotasttrf  Ctrl 

8/41 

m/m 

W*z 

•met 

lift 

i#if«ii 

toff  torsos 

Soto®®  Colton 
lttftt.0  fopwto# 

St#  John,  Idaho 
Mai ad,  Idaho 

St*  John,  Idaho 

Dog1®  OtlS#yfc 

m/m 

lees 

Johnnie  toaehanp® 

ft*  John,  Idaho 

■  Ratter  A-Jiaotlng 

T/41 

met- 

Ron® li®  Mmmn 

St*  J®btl 

Cirl  Is  Indiana 
®lrl  of  South  fejjA 
Cotsd  fra  Shoopshlt 

t/41 

lf/41 

m/m 

1982 

me 

lees 

B©«oo®  Colton 

Althfe  Csttey 

Larry  lEartin 

Ifetod,  Idaho 
Bolt# ,  Mahe 
M«a,  Idaho 

Holf  Fast  On© 

Ism  and  Bgg § 

Ha-Cot  Sat' 

fit! 

Vii 

leie-se 

1982 

Iflf-I# 

flaai®  8®*tfe. 

Carrie  B.  far**®* 
Rttftta  Tfepono® 

St.  Mate 

B'?on,  Maho 

St,  #?©tm,  Idaho 

In  My  Dreams 

s^4i 

1080 

Altho  Cathey 

Bo iso,  Idaho 

John  faylor 

48/48 

M19-19 

Httfns  feposto® 

St,  4etm,  Idaho 

Liston,  Liston 
Little  Bird 

LI  til®  ligg®r 

Load  of  Brio&o 

04/42 

4/41 

81/42 

21/42 

10121 

leiet 

1082 

1910-20 

B®n®li#  Shmsoa 
*h®l  L.  Colton 
Besoe®  Colton 
mi  too®  Hill 

St,  4ohn,  Idaho 
St,  John,  Idaho 
Bhlad,  Idaho 
it*  John,  Idaho 

Man  frees  Boston  1E/41 

San  from  Chinos  12/41 

Man  trm  Saniuokott  41/48 
ifan  from  St*  Ghostr  88/4  2 
Ms®  from  St,  01  tiro  ls/41 
Man  firm*  Old  10/41 

Mrs*  '.'-ofxlin  t/&\ 

Monkey  and  Baboon  S/41 

its# 

me-ao 

1919.19 

1982 

1900 

19181 

met 

1919-19 

f allot  W«ll 

Hard®  Smith 
iufus  foponeo 
lorry  Sfertin 

Altha  Cathey 
toff  Larson 

Aadfe  fftlhat 

Bnfu®  foposo® 

lorley,  Idaho 

St*  4®tm,  Idaho 
St*  .John,  liahe 
Ida®,  Idaho 

Sols®,  Mate 

St#  <Jehn,  Idaho 
St*  4«hn,  Idaho 
St#  John,  Idaho 

HsssmCwt  load 

as/48 

1952 

So-soo®  Colton 

Hetl&d,  Idaho 

Old  £m§§  ®lrl 

it/48 

1982 

i ®mm  Colton 

la  lad,  Idaho 

Robins®®  ©mass 

14/41 

met 

Andie  ffelbot 

St*  John,  Idaho 

Shasksrs 

Shit  mil®  Sating 
Sit,  and  think 

Slssopy  Hollo® 

i/41 
mhi 
% smt 
m/m 

leif-ie 

leie-so 

me*se 

list 

Safa®  iemmm 

Well  M®  1111 

Toilet  tell 
hurry  Marti® 

St#  John,  Idaho 
it#  Jehu,  Mate 
St#  John,  Idaho 
Sion,  Idaho 

m&t  Is  ShfttT  l/41 

'Sliss  I  lifts  Young  M/4-M 

teats  %  Orssk  4!j/4S 

Honan  fen  OosBOSt-loat  S/42 
-naan  f rom  fb«s©®  ll/ll 
teas®  free  ^heeling  18/41 
tea*t  Tot*  §m»  Ow»r  BS/#8 

19S2 

Iil9.it 

me-ee 

me»89 

i»if.li 

ifif-lt 

me.8o 

Miriam  falbot 

Sofas  Toponee 
miiae®  sill 
fisut#  s»ttii 

Safa®  fopesso# 
lafas  t&pmm 
mtlAM  Hill 

St*  John,  Idaho 
it.  Jobs*  Idaho 
it#  Jfihiij,  Mats,© 
St#  Jobs,  Idaho 
St#  John,  Idaho 
St,  John,  Idaho- 
9t*  John,  Idaho 

Ail  that  Honey 
Mk  Mother 

Mb y 
Ber& 

Bumgut 

Candl# 

^  Chicken  In  Coop 
0ifftr 
©Indore 
Coded  Message 
Co»r*s  Bag 

-  Cass md  FioooleJ  ■ 
Dimpled  Ohio 
M scour* gad 
Drink 

Price  Q&m  lea® 

FidoJ  .  • 
Ftshaartet 
Foreskins 
furlough 

S&aeous  Occasion 
Cate®  ©f  Rail 
Coatee 

Coldon  “Adding 

Halfwit 

.land'  Qjkwfoted 

ltafd*0si 

Bead® ton® 

tom  Feet  First 

Roly  Mtm 

%,st®ri@i 

la  .  %  ffcoe 
It  dust  Qulnsrel 
It  *11  Stretch 

dchnni©  Fuckcrfast 
Just  Lite  &  Prick 

Last  ®©ntl®i»» 
feslost  lim 
Little  Stiff  0a@ 

Ifc  idenh  ©ad 
Sa&iag  Feopls 
IfetteiiatieisB 
ttsOfemhan  tides 
Miscarriage 
Mistaken  identity 

Bator si  Eos® 

Reef angled  Pellet 
.fuss 
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74/84 
*ii' 


6/40 


«/«l 
4"  ^ 


i9ie? 

1916 

Iflf-li 

itst 

list 

WIW9 


70/63 


1917*19 

i&m 

1910? 

1917*19 


1988? 

1917*19 


l®/48  1917*19 
46/86  ItSt 
&8/80  199» 
8/45  1980? 

17/48  191? 
71/64  '19|0? 


/SO  1946 

14/47  1917*19 
26/60  1017*19 
62/81  1982 

18/4?  1980 
Sf/jSQ  1982 
29/81  1932? 
W82  1946 

Sl/il  1940 
80/81  1082? 
8^/69  1917*10 


1917*19 

lilt 


toff  ferae® 
L»f f  ferae® 

ferry  Marti® 
toff’  ferae®® 
Safas  Tope&oe 

Larry  Martin 
ferry  Martin 
Safas  fepence 
Vcrnea  Fitter 
Rufus  forest# 
II  jcsejjhao® 

Laff  feraon 
Rufus  Vmmm 
Farcy  Snith 
ferry  Mart l» 
Rufus  fopeno® 

tufas  fo®one# 
ferry  Sfariltx 
Mm  fersem 
L#ff  Larsen 

Hyu  Serease® 
Laff  Larses 
Vernon  Pieter 
Vernon  Pistey 

Infos  fetsooe® 
Rufus  T ©pence 
Mna  Larson 
Mm  Larsen 
Larry  Mrtin 
Farcy  Smith 
Vernon  fisher 

Vernon  Fisher 
Percy  Smith 
Rufus  fepesee 

Rufus  Toponee  . 
Mm  ferae® 


f  if  17*19  Rufus  fepeate 
84  1017*1®  Rufus  fepentt 
89  1017*19  Rufus  Tojcene® 


1917-19 
1917-19 
1916? 
87/88  1948 
m/m  iii7*i0 
•  1017*10 


1917*19 

1917*19 

1920? 


mm 


Rufus  f&pomm 
Rufus  fepows® 
Indio  "B&lbot 
tmmm  fisher 
tufas  fteens# 
ittfus  foiicwc 

RufUS  fefMSCs 
Rufus  Teponse 
Laff  feraon 


it#  John*  Idaho 
St#  John#  Idaho 

.  8&®&#  Idaho 
St#  John*  limbo 
St#  Jehu,  Idaho 

Mem,  Idaho- 
Men#  Idaho 
St#  John#  Idaho 
Idaho  Falla#  Idaho 
St#  John#  Idaho 
Sfelad#  Idaho 

St*  John#  Idaho 
St#  John#  Idaho 
Sion#  Mate 
Ken#  Idaho 
St#  John#  Idaho 

it.  John#  Idaho 

8#®n#  Idaho  ;  ■ 

Salt  fete#  City 
St#  Jdhn#  Idaho 

femfeaton#  9teh 
St*  John#  fr 


Idaho  Palls#  Mat© 
Idaho 


it.#  John#  Mate 
St#  John#  Idaho 
Salt  fek®  City 
Salt  fete  City 
Men,  Idaho 
Mon#  fish® 

Idaho  Falla#  Idaho 

Idaho  Folia#  Mate 
Moo#  Idaho 
St#  John#  Idaho 

St*  John#  Idaho 
Salt  fete  01%* 

it#  John#  Idaho 
st#  John#  Idaho 
St#  John,  Idaho . 

St#  John#  Idaho 
St#  John#  Idaho 
St*  John#  Idaho 
Idaho  Polls#  .Idaho 
St*  John#  Idaho 
St  *  John#  Mate 


St*  John*  Idaho 


m.lmv  Twist 
Itaghtt*  Sol 

59/60 

f»«  a  Little 1 
Perpetual  H®rd*Q& 
Photographer 
Polluted  Sprtag 

8^/»8 

4l/®B 

3/$& 

80/87 

Rod  Hj  lag 

7§/» 

Sowoath  Relief 

Stlfc  SandkerohioP 
Sin mt  Bui  Idling 

So  Closol 

Soldier 's  Ooodhyw 
Squared  fllrol# 
Shorn 

if/it 

JWT 

16/48 

80/60 

87/89 

86/80 

fate  It  Ms.fi 
fhoro  Met  ilil 
thing 

fhroo  Brother® 

t/46 

mM 

47/87 

44/i® 

tool#  dofaa 
Btoderts&ar 

6$fa 

U/4S 

¥aooimttoa 
V~B®ak®d  Sweater 

ii/4f 

85/49 

’•%hool 

Warmad*0p  Supper 
tilted  Bouquet 

48/67 

84/80 

2/44 

turns  vopam 

list  ferry  fertis 

191 7-19  Rttfa®  f op©®©® 
wm  fer rf  ifertte 
lil?*4f  itiftt®  topes®® 
1912  ferry  Martin 

19101  Homia  3om& 

ltlf«4§  Rufat .  few  mm 
lflf-49  !«fni  Topeno® 
1§1?*»1§  Htiftts  fopoaos 
lilf*49  Unfits  fopeno® 
Rufus  loimet 
10187  Steroid  S,  Thomas 
XtSU  CUrri#  1*  farms 

1917*49  tufas  Ttopono® 
1917*49  laftj®  Toptmo® 

19 1 7**  10  tufas  Topone® 
1917*40  tufas  foposw 

Ifit  Mm.  larsctti 

1917*19  Sufu#  Topotto® 

19167  L®ff  Larson 
lift  ferry  ferfeis 

19X7*19  tufas  fop ®no® 
1912  ferry  Sfertln 
1§1?-1§  tufa®  fep#»@® 


Yod«l«r 


Turnon 


St,  .John,  Idaho 
®S©»#  Idaho 

St*  John,  Idaho 
M*mt  liah© 

St*  «f©te#  fifth© 
Ii«»,  lists® 

St,  John,  Idaho 

St,  John,  Idaho 
St*  ^oim,  Idaho 
Sit,  *f©h»*  Idaho 
St*  doha,  li®h® 
St,  SdhM*  Idaho 
St,  d©hs,  Ii«h® 
Sd@s,  Idaho 

St* . Jahn,  Idaho 
St*  <So!i»*  Hah© 
St,  4?ahaA  Idaho 
St*  «faha,  Idaho 

Salt  fete  City 
St*  John,  fclah© 

St*  tloha.,  Idaho 
Won#  Idaho 

St,  John,  Idaho 
Bd®nt  Idaho 
St,  dotm,  Idaho 

Idaho  fails,  Idaho 


0LOSSARY  OP  mm®  AID  HEUfSD  FSTOfOMOfCAL  TSRMHOtOdY 


ABOtHOS 

ADULTLY 

MAL  'IffiKtoaXS' 


AMTS  (s©@  Buttook) 


—  miscarriage,  untimely  birth* 

i*  fornication,  stepping  out,  marital  ■  unfaithfulness, 
*»  1*  retentive*  constipation,  hoarding,  collecting, 
certain  Impotence  and  frigidity, 

2*  sadistic i  cruelty,  dirtying  (attacking  with 
fecal 'matter).,  mile  Iocs  gossip  ■ 

—  opening  of  alimentary  canal,  colon,  rectum*  hfi&g, 
pusher,  bung-hole,  &ss«hels* 


'’corporation,,  ” 


mm~pm  {me  pot) 

BSD  wmmm  (see  Sneuresis) 

BMjLY  —  guts,  paunch ,  stomach,  "bishop 3 

’Herman  goitre*  ” 

BSSHIT’OTG  SSLS'  —  anal  neurosis,  senility,  loss  of  sphincter  Con¬ 
trol,  regression  to  infantile  patterns,  intense 
fear  and ’anxiety 

—  sexual  intercourse  between 'man  and  animal* 


iWMLITf 

3  mm 


^appoosisg, 


-  nativity,  parturation* 
pepping  of  the  pod,  ©to* 

BXEfB  GOHYHOL  (see  Contraception) 

BOLLS  (gee  Testicles) 

-  boy-friend,  beaux,  follow1,  'female  partner  is,  home* 
sexual  relations  (pederasty)* 


BOY  (to#  Man) 


B8MST  (see  Mamma) 
S80IE1L 
BGTTOOI  (see 


CAKNXB  ALIBI 

6AJP0N 

OASTEATlfi 


Ulhore  house,  bawdy  house,  rod-light  district* 
wrap,  bum,  butt,  bottom,  fanny.  Hinder,  behind, 
backside,  satchel 

(see  ’Aerewulf,  Vampire) 

lexualiged  male  bird. 


to  out,  nut,  de-stone,  remove  testicles 


„  ,  dcsexu&lige, 

effeminate  (psfptehio  castration). 


CASISATIOB  GQSPLtS 


HR  (see  Pot ) 

(see 


a  is  envy. 


emasculate,  sab 
sterilise* 

**-  1*  female  I  fantasy  of  the  lost  penis, 
mmy  of  masculine  prerogatives . 

2* 'males-  fantasy  of  threat  to  sexuality,  fear  of 
envy,  of  father,  voluntary  effeminacy  to'exc-ape 
rivalry  with  father  or  penis  envy  of  mother. 

to  shack  up,  to  go  under 


SHAMS  OP  LIP: 

§m§umi§jm 


CLITORIS 

SOWS  or  COITXC*  (t 

eOBDOtf 


—  v,  to  practice  ludeness, 
a  blanket* 

Menopause ) 

—  removal  of  the  prepuce  or  foreskin*  Jewish  purifi- 
Cation  rite |  token  castration  to  appease  the  hos¬ 
tile  father, 

—  stealthy,  surreptitious  actions,  usually  in  coimoe- 
tion  with  Illicit  sexual  conduct, 

—  the  "button,"  the  female  "penis." 
lee  Copulation) 

—  artificial  membrane  to  prevent  concept  lost  merry- 
widow,  diaphragm,  fish-skin* 

—  v,  t© • have ' sexual  intercourse*  to  fuck)  to  frig, 
screw,  shag,  diddle,  grease  your  bolls,  soak  your 
pecker, 

—  n,  booty,  me|ten,  ass,  tail,  pussy,  nooky,  choose- 
cake,  piece  off  ass  (or  tail). 

6QRD££  (see  Venereal  Disease) 

C1IMM  (see  Sin,  Vice)  a  wrong  committed  against  society  or  the  State. 
CWMLIBS1S  (see  Perversion,  Homosexuality) 

v,  discharge,  excrete,  evacuate  the  bowels*  t© .  . 
shit,  8 tool,  take  a  crept  to  ride  the  throne,  make 
Chamber  meal®,  go  Into  the  wood®  (weed®,  bushes). 


7£ 


BlFlDAf IOH  «*'  body  waste *  pretest  of  a»  evacuation*  feces#  shit# 

crap,  a  tool#  teng#  birds  #  manor©#  teakey**’  %ag- 
by**  *<ju©edup n  ( Indian  word), 

JMFMRATS  1  —  seduce#  ravish#  violate*  rape*  pick  her  cherry# 

crash  her  flower#  bust  her  maidenhead* 

BSSEKUAL1ZB  (see  Castrate) 

PBBSCHS  (see  Contraception) 

DfSIffifSRY  —  diarrhea*  sw»r  complaint#  running  off  at  the 

bowels*  'trots#  skitters#  rtnming-shits* 


WA8COTAfI0K  (see  Castration) 

^ESIB  (see  Anal  Neurosis#  Sphincter  Control)  bed-rotting 

ifcWt'if  A  A  JjL  -  A  -  -i  -..a...  '  fc  *  *  * 


gRSCTIOK 

mmm 

KS.QRS1 
KXCRSTION 
■MiilBJfiOlISI 


distended  penis*  hard-on#  stiff  pri«k7  the  %M 
stiff# ”  "bone.* 

an  emasculated  man#  one  who  has  been,  oastrated# 
-sweat#  win®,  fecal'  matter, 
defecation#  urination  (which  see}* 
the  perversion  of-  indecently  exposing  the  body 
or  the  ssx  organs  for  sexual 'gratification# 


FiCJisS  (see  Defecation) 
FBKIHIST 

FSflCHIil 

FfflPDB 

FLAGELLATION  — 

FLATUS  or  FLAmENCB  - 


FORhSKIN 

FOHIIOAIXOS 

F&SB  LOTS 


suffragette#  advocate  of  the  rights  of  women*  bat¬ 
tle  axe#  battle  wagon,  old  dragon,  man-hater*  mas¬ 
culine  woman*  woman  with  masculine  strivings* or 
•penis  envy#  or  a  castration  complex* 
a  perversion  involving,  sexual  gratification  from 
a  symbol  or  representation#  such  as  picture*  hair# 
or  'token*  of  the  normal  love-object#  rather  than 
from  the  love- object  itself*  a  displacement  of 
affect#  " 

usobern  young. 

dipping#  scourging#  punishing*  psychologically,  ' 
the  punishing  of  the  sex  object#  or  the  self#  to 
reduce  the  tensions  of  guilt  feelings/  one  typo 
of ■ sadistic  behavior*  or  masochistic#  ’ 
windinasa#  |as  cn  stomach#  or  the  relief  of  scaei 
»#'  ccphyr#  *besn$#"  odoriferous  br@<§g#» 
v#  to  fart#  to  blew  off,  to  break  wind#  or  tp  bust 
a  button* 

prepuce  of  the  ppaic* 

adultery#  Illicit  sexual  interest  between  unmar¬ 
ried  persons,’  harlotry,  incest* 
the  practice#  or  cult,  of  cohabitation  as  husband 
and  wife  without  marriage,  with  freedom  to  change 
to  another  partner  at  will,* 


GBLDIKi  —  &  castrated  horse  • 

GIGOLO  —  a  men  who  "entertains "  women  for  pay*  male  anim» 

^  terpart  of  a  mistress  or  prostitute# 

(1®!#  (see  Woman)  —  female  child,  young  woman*  girl-friend*  girl  or 

girlie  (a  prostitute), 

GONADS  (see  Testicles) 

StOlQtlSiA  (sec  Venereal  Disease} 

—  band#  whore#’  or  lewd  woman*  prostitute;  chippie# 
tough#  "ifadam# "  girlie,  flusie,  "woman#  *  piefc-i*f># 
push-over#  bar-fly;  loos®  woman#  street-walker, 
good-time  gal#  lady  of -  the  reel-light  district# 

—  a  pervert  who  satisfies  emotional  needs  through 
his  own  ssxs  Lesbian  (female),  Sodoraist  (raalefi 
queer#  fruit#  fairy#  ’‘’French!®# "  cock-sucker # 
corn-holer #  $$  o lubber • 

—  Federasty,  ounnilingus*  Lssbi&niaia#  Sodomy. 


tASLOf 

BQMOSflCWL 

mmQSsfmbiTY 


80 


7? 


Busmcrr 


SBIh® 

IBSSilS® 


HffOTjaei 


—  enmity,  antagonism,  hatred#  psychologically,  the  , 
resentment  or  aggression  .felt  toward  a  person  #feo 
Is  .thought  t©  be  blocking,  hesum  -  frustrating,  the 
satisfaction  or  fulfilment  'of -a  Strong  racial  . 
(Freudian  It)  ionise,  egoistic  or  sexual,  or  who 
offers  a  threat  to  the  defense  system  or  to  the 
safety  or  well-being  of  the  individual#  subeon- 
scions  hostility  is  a  generalised  and  usually  mis* 
directed  hatred-  growing .out  of  the  maladjusted 
condition  of  existing  complexes  -and  conflicts* 

—  vaginal  membrane  of  virginity#  cherry lower* 

glory,  miden-heacU  *' 

—  the'  old  man,  dad,  pop,  father,  the  ’’provider,®  the 
head  of  the  house,  the  guy  who  pays  the  bills, 
the  ’’old  tyrant,"  etc*  Also  ’’honey  bunch,”  "lev- 
or  boy,*  *3 agar -daddy,”  etc. ,  though  the  latter 

ftern  usually  anplias  to  a  rich  ’’play-boy”  suppor¬ 
ting  a  gold-digging  mistress. 

—  scxaSl  incapacity,  mental  or  physical |  a  "flat 
tire,®  a  "wilted  bouquet,"  a  "prick  that  bends  in 


the  -  mid 

die 

”  (  th 

at  ®ed  damn 

ad 

middle 

ie  oast 

rat 

ion#.  ’ 

i,  "id  -  Sm 

DBT 

Igo”  . 

volviag 

Ira 

east. 

father  prerog 

stive. 

possess 

ive: 

03  S3 

guilts#,  and 

2, 

self- 

to  -piao 

ate 

the 

castration  < 

fern 

■ands  o: 

and  the  penis  envy  of  the  mother#  also  S*  -subbed- , 
cclous  reluctance  to  yield  up  the -semen,  growing 
out  of  anal -retent ivs  neurosis |  and  4,  subcon¬ 
scious,  f  oar  or  hostility  toward  the  sox  object, 
or  a  throat  to  defenses  or  to  ©go  ideals, 

IBCSSf  —  sexual  intercourse  between  Close  relatives,  parr 

tioularly  within  the  family  group* 

UfAIfltlff  —  emotional  Immaturity#  expectation  of  treatment 

from  the  world  at  large  of  a  tyoe  shown  to  a  much 
■  loved  small  child  by  doting  parents  —  unto#  cod¬ 
dling,  praise,  favoritism,  with  a  dearth  of  dis¬ 
cipline,  criticism*,  or  demand  for  conformity-  to 
social  standards #  unwillingness  to  face  reality 
as  an  adult  among  his  poors#  wilfulraesa,  self- 
lehness,  ■  laolc  of  consideration  .for  ethers#  I&ole 
of  so  If -control  through  the  absence  of  Super  Igo 
or  the  imtrojeoted  sorr@ct.ing,  punishing  pa-rant# 
the  basis,  perhaps,  for  psychopathic  personality, 
and  soia©  perversions  and  sox  criminality,  as  well 
a®  Juvenile  delinquency  and  ordinary  criminality* 
ttl®m  001PM  —  a  character  patio  ra'  built  around  feelings  of  Inad¬ 
equacy,  due  to  childhood  influences  such  as* 
glaring  uuderpr Ivilege ,  lack  of  opportunity  for 
growth  and  self-improvement,  parental  coddling 
and  over-protection  (as  a  reaction  formation  to 
subconscious  hostility},  arrested  emotional 
growth  (infantility),  the  castration  complex  (grow** 
lag  out  of  parental  hostility,  belitt lament,  aid 
desire  to  destroy),  and  other  like  factors,  ■ 

—  the  bottling  up  of  Id  -impulses  (anti- social  atti¬ 
tudes,  desires,  and  fcrgas )  within,  the  freudian, 
subeenseious  mind#'  perhaps  the- most  important,  of 
all  defense  mechanisms,  or  sharing  place  with  In- 
-trojootien  (growth  of'  Super  fgo)  and  reaction  for- 
mat  ion#  very  nearly  synonymous  with  repression* 
ijSGOUESS  (sea  Copulation)  i.c. ,  sexual  intercourse* 


.  IiFa.I011IY  QQWIM 


aaiiifios 


M$mt  (see  Semen) 


IM8I3P  (see  Hap®,  Sex  ■Criminal) 
SHOCKED  HP  (sqo  pregnancy) 

IAWT  (m®  toilet) 
ySSBI.AH  (so©  Homos axual) 

UBHD. 


l&soivl* 


carnal,  lecherous,  licentious,  lustful, 
ousj  tfto&ed,  sinful,  wanton*  nasty,  vulgar,  sexy, 
over-sexed,  excessively  sensual# 
a  seducer,  one  ■who  does  not  restrain  Ms  desired, 
love-bird , ■ turtle-dove,  sisot-hoartf.  "cookie,® 
"sugar  candy,  "  darling,  etc, *  friend,  ..aistress* 
iUKQtffflSA  (see  Venereal  Disease) 

**»  inordinate  desire  for  .carnal  pleasure. 


LXBBRTXRB 

IOVBK  (so©  Paramour) 


lUXDSKEBAS  (so© 

mmm. 


wmmms 

msoenst 


MffST&MTS 

MASTURBATION 


MSMOFAUSS 

IWIffilATlOS 


dairy,  nipple , 


Hymen) 

—  breast,  milk  secreting  organs  tit, 

"grape-fruit, *  boopl®,  milk-shake. 

***"  S«y#  jake,  fellow,  blide,  goon,  bounder*  prick, 
slink,  little  fucker,  lover-boy?  gay-blM®,  right 
guy,  hail  fellow  well  met,  good-time  Charlie j  lady- 
killer,  ladies’  man,  personality  kid,  package  .©f 
goodies,  cock-master?  drip,  droop,  sad-sick?  sat¬ 
chel  ass  or  cho  as  e-ass  (fat  mn)?  old  fartf  old 
puke,  clod-hopper,  8u.be,  hick,  old  gander*3'  hoob, 
nut,  simp,  .dumb-ball,  ■  diAb-gong,  ' 

•»  a  legalized  and  socially  approved  union  between  mm 
and  woman.  for  the  purpose  of  forming  m  faoily  unit, 

—  a  sexual  perversion  in  which  pleasure  is  derived 

from  domination  or  oven  cruel  treatment?  psycholog¬ 
ically,  it  solves  a  conflict  situation  and  hence 
serves  ne  a  defense  mechanism  by  combining  sexual 
excitation  with  a  mheh  needed  punishment  for  sex-  : 
guilt?  a  placation  of  Sod,  of  angry  and  accusing  - 
father,  and  of  tho  Super  Bgo,  end  thus  an  aehle4# 
inggof  forgiveness  and  acceptance,  by  the  d® liber- 
atc  socking  of  punishment  or  of  penance?  a  se  If- 
©ffacamsnt  to, ©soap®  wrath,  hostility, .or  envy  by 
being  beneath  notice *  humility,  lack  of  conceit? 
"sack-cloth  and  ashes  n?  a  primitive  and  basic  atti¬ 
tude  in  many  religions.  -  - 

- —  v,  to  abuse  self  sexually,  jack  off. 


flip  dick,  etc, 

—  »,  self -abuse,  auto-sroticisa,  or  the  practice 
thereof ?  jacking  off,  pulling  your  pud,  playing  , 
with  your  hound,  rolling  your  marbles,  rattling 
your  bottles,  shaking  your  thing,  jerking  your" 
dingus  (string,  hose,  rope,  Oord,  etc.),  reaching 
In  your  pocket,  patting  your  dog,  pounding-  your 
Hta&t,  or  simply  playing  with  yourself,  etc,' 

—  change  of  life,  climacteric,  cessation  of  menses 
(monthly®,  periods  of  a  woman). 

—  periodic  discharge  of  the  meases*  monthly®,  the 
period*,  the  red  river,  the  red  flag,  pussy  in  full- 
bloom,  also*  wearing  a  rag,  rtdinp  a  whit**  horse, 
having  the  red  flag  out,  etc* 

IIIBDLB  SstfC  (see  Sissy,  Feminist,  Homosexual)  the  man  whose  self-concept  ' 

(characteristics,  personality  structure,  and  ego 
identifications),  or,  in  Freudian  terminology,  Bgo, 
is  more  like  thei  usual  to  a  typical  woman,  and 
vies  versdfililit  area  where,  mentally  and  emotional¬ 
ly,  -  the  two  sexes  become  almost  indistinguishable. 
Consisting  of  meat  who  would  prefer  to  bo  womon  and 
of  women  who  would  prefer  to  be  men?  notably,  the 
creative  world  of  artists  and  writers. 


eot  cause,  too,  of  normal  Super  lg©  fmm&im#  ,, 
&mh  ft*  the  inoast  Carrier,,  the  oonsoioasir,: 

■tti#  ego  Ideal,  and,  if  exaggerated,  of  such  afenef- 
ml  and  neurotic .  formations  as  the  castration  oe®- 
plsx  and  paranoid  proje© tloni  the  basis  for  grow- 
«P*  for  abandoning  infancy,  and  fading  reality 
a®  an  adult,  with  his  own  fee  (consider  the  final 
S3 eat  ion,  father  rejection,  in  the  §arden  of  Mm 
f antes y,  which  is  itself  wholly  Oedipus  in  nature, 
with  f#d  being  the  at  first,  benevolent  father  of 
the  oral  and  anal  perlMs  and  later  the  outraged, 
vengeful,  and  castrating  father  of  the  pubic  per* 
iod,  and  with  the  whole  garden,  in  general,  and 
the  tree  of  life  or  of  knowledge  of 'good  and  evil. 
In  particular,  being  but  lush  dream  syalbollsa  for 
the  mother,  because  incest-guilt  ha®  made  hip  dl- 
rest  image  impossible  and  Undressed,  and  -ill#  the 
forbidden  fruit  being  the  weaning,;  denying:, breast, 
later  the  pubic  region,'  of  the  mother aft4’;hhe: '  s@r* 
peat  _  tempter  of  fee  the  eroti©  and  nossesaive  penis 
of  the,. prerogative*# wrcis lag:  father,  and,  lastly* 
the  flaming  sword  of  the  ©gelling  angel  being  the 
Incest  enraged  sexuality  of  the  father  terminating 
the  situation  by  final  rejection),  for  only  by  es¬ 
tablishing  his  own  family  can  Mam  avoid  the  wrath 
of  the  father,  by  abandoning  his  mother  for  his 
sister  (sister-substitute),  and  thus.  In  his  own 
little  nest,  replacing  the  father  by  assuming  his 
role  fully  and  completely^* 

—  sexual  climax,-  ejaculation  of  semens-  discharges  gun 
going  off,  shooting  your  wad  (or  your  load,  charge, 
©ream.  Juice,  etc,),  Symbolloally,,  the  orgasm  rep¬ 
resents  and  resembles  death,  for  it  brings "am  end 
(and  acmes  in  the  end!)  and  a  culmination  (as  of 
life  itself),,  even  though  it  actually  plants  the 
seed  of  lifej  and  since,,  in  dream  symbolism,  a  body 
lying  in  a  coffin  (or  Chr 1st  in  the  tomb),  any  rep¬ 
resent  penetration  of  vagina  by  penis,  the  highly 
repressed  religious  fanatic  seeking  martyrdom  may, 
to  his  subconscious,,  actually  be  combining  wish  for 
orgasm  with  need  for-  pUBishaast  for  that  wish, 
through  death  (because  they  .tatted  the  fruit  Mmm- 
and  fee  brought  death  upon  themselves)*.  Flood  and 
water  fantasies  (the  deluge)  growing  out  of  anal,, 
or  urination,,  memories  of  "infancy,  and  lush  land¬ 
scape  fantasies  (Garden  of  Men)  growing  out  of 
breast-sucking  and  maternal,  pubio-h&lr  manor  lex, 
are  later  associated  with  sexuality,  and,  la  dream 
symbolism,  are  probably  equivalents  of  the  orgasm, 


■•Problems  involving  culture  and  social  conformity  grow  out  of  the .relation¬ 
ship  between  mother  and  child,  fhey  have  their  roots  in  the  oral  (seek¬ 
ing  and  weaning)  and  tee  anal  (diaper  and  toilet-training)  periods,  hat¬ 
er  personality  is  there  laid  down  as  a  pattern  for  further  development  a*r 
maturation  proceeds,  problems  involving  authority,  however,  and  politi¬ 
cal  order  and  regimentation  In  a  State,  grow  out  of  the  relationship  be¬ 
tween  father  and  child,  and,  particularly,  out  of  the  Oedipus  or  Sleotra 
situation# brought  to  a  head  in  the  publo  period.  She  real  culmination 
©f  Super  ago  growth,  begun  earlier,  takes  place  in  the  adolescent  con¬ 
flict  between  father  and  child.  Attitudes  toward  sex,  fed,  and  religion 
also  ripen,  Sbe  mother  figure  in  religion,  however,  precedes  that  of  the 
father*  for  her  sensual  and  rewarding  figure  is  in  the  garden  before  ®ed. 
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MISCARRIAGE  (lisa  Abortion.) 

MISPRESS  —  sweetheart!  a  *kept "  woman,  or  a  woman  'lived 

wH4iwf  a  woman  living  with  a  man*  though  umar- 
riod,  for  purposes  of  sox#  companionship,  and  fi¬ 
nancial  support. 

KID1SK  (sec  Exhibitionism)  theory  and  practice  of  nakedness  and  primitiv¬ 
ism,  or  the  salt  thereof,  sitting,  ostensibly,  at 
improvement  in  mental  and  physical  health  through 
a  return  t©  ihe  conditions  of  the  Garden  of  Sdonj 
symbolically,  an  attempted  return  to  that  infancy, 
innocence,  and  dependency  antedating  the  waning* 
period  and  th®  Oedipus  situation  (garden  of  Idea 
fantasy),  and  the.  final  ejection,  or  rejection,, 
bringing  about  enforced  facing  of  reality  and  as¬ 
sumption  of  responsibility!  likely  also  a  movement 
partially  motivated  by  the  infantile  drives  of  th® 

Voyeur  and  the  Exhibit! onistf  in  addition,  a  Mad 
of  physical  confessional,  satisfying  th®  very  hum- 
an  urge  to  stand  before  «m*i  fellows  frankly  re¬ 
vealed,  without  subtref uge ,  and  to  achieve  a*’ 
leagsd-for  closeness  and  oomaunion  with  people  and 
th©  outside  world,  such  as  might  b©  highly  grati¬ 
fying  to  the  lonely  or  shut-in  type  of  personal¬ 
ity!  th©  kind  of  thing,  too,  perhaps,  which  takes 
place  on  an  emotional  and  intellectual  level  dur¬ 
ing  a  psychoanalysis  «.  a  complete  disrobing  and 
revealing  of  th®  repressed,  hidden,.  unconscious 
self  to  that  other  person,  who,  in  a  sense,  repre¬ 
sents  a  Judging,  and  evaluating  God,  and,  by  indi¬ 
rection,  helps  the  disrobing  parson  better  to  see 
and  understand  himself  j  and,  lastly,  oven  a  perver¬ 
sion,  if  you  will,  of  sexual  expression  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  merely  seeing  and  being  seen,  instead 
of  having  actual  intercourse!  a  motivation,  too, 

-  Ip  some  individual  cases,  might  be  downright  lust 
and  th©  hop®  for  unusual  opportunity  to  satisfy 
it  without  inhibition  and  to  th®  full, 

HJSPHOMAHI&,  —  a  morbid  and  insane  . sexual  desire  in  women  j  an  eg© 

identification  with  sexual  prowess,  a  highly  ego¬ 
istic  satisfaction  with  the  sexual  act  itself  and 
with  insatiability!  a  subconscious  envy  of  th®  male 
penis,  a  eastratlAn  fantasy,  and  a  hunger  to  regain 
the  lost  penis,  which  combine  to  produce  a  yearning 
which  dan  only  bs  satisfied  so  long  as  a  panics 
actually  lies  within  the  vagtnan  also,  perhaps,  a 
fantasy  of  triumph  in  conquest  of  the  father"  fig¬ 
ure,  and  hence  of  GodV  a»d  the  complete  defeat  of 
the  rivaling  mother,  involving  owting  the  father 
and  devouring  him,  via  the  vagina,  by  sucking  him 
dry  of  the.  precious  fertile  seminal  fluid,  th® 
life-giving  fluid  —  hence,  a  type  of  vampirism, 
only  with  semen  replacing  the  blood-fluid  on  which 
•the  conventional  vampire  feeds f  in  a  sense,  symbol¬ 
ically,  the  male  becomes  God  bestowing  his  gifts, 
and  the  female,  the  earth  (earth -mother),  receiving 
the  gratifying  bounty  of  tod,  and  being  fertilised, 

•  rejuvenated,  and  renewed* 

OEDIPUS  COMPLEX  —  &  Freudian  ooncoptf "named  for  a  invol¬ 

ving  the  rivalry  of  a  male  child  MmnJs  father 
for  the  love  of  'the  mother,  -with  th®  ensuing  hate 
and  Jealousy  between  the  two,  and  the  castration 
wishes  of  each  directed  toward  the  otherf  the  dir—.' 
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PAID®  or  PMJ3IS1E1  —  pimp,  arranger-)  procurer  of  sexual  partners  for 

Others,  usually  with  an,  ©ye  to  financial  gai m  or 
other  advantage i  the  male  business  partner  of  a 
prostitute, 

PMMMOUR  ( see  Lover )  —  one  who  unlawfully  takes  the  place  of  husband  or 

wife;  moll,  mistress,  lover,,  concubine,  quasi* 

. . . wife,  common-law  wife. 

FAS SIGH  "^^Umorom.  fooling,  desire*  sexual  appetite* 

PASS  10$  ATS  —  horny,  hot,  worked  up,  sexually  aroused  (see  fit*  - 

lllated)*  ' 

PBUSASTf  (see  Homosexuality) 

FSMIS  —  copulating  or  seed-planting  organ  of  the  male  an¬ 

imal)  prong*  dong,  baloney, .prick,  cock,  pecker, 
pud,  Jock)  club,  knob,  hose,  pencil)  old  stiff, 
sprinkler,  stud-horse,  Indian  root,  Adam's  whip, 
tally«whaek®rf  drip,  spigot,  faucet,  gun,  rod, 
staff,  joy-stick  (or  the  name  of  almost  any  ob¬ 
ject,  or  droam  symbol,  which  somewhat  resembles 
in  size,  shape,  or  use)* 

pmtmsiQE  —  any  abnormal  or  unnatural  form  of  sexual  interest 

or  activity*-  masturbation,  auio-er ot i c i sm )  besti¬ 
ality)  fetishism  (totem  polo))  homosexuality  — 
pederasty,  ..ounnilingus,  Lesbianism,  Sodomy |  rape,  ' 
sex  criminality,  cleptomania,  pyr mania)  masoch¬ 
ism,  sadism,  flagellation.)  exhibitionism  (sexual, 
not  infantile  egoistic,  aspect )|  nudism)  nystphe- 
mania* 

^SMS  ESW  (see  Castration  Complex,  Feminist,  Oedipus  Complex) 

1*  Of  woman  (toward  father,  brother,  son,  or  to¬ 
ward  men  in  general)*  the  complex  of  emotions,  ■ 
involving  envy,  rags,  resentment,  and  sense  or 
loss  and  deprivation  because  he  has  what  she  so 
obviously  lacks,  a  penis,  and  growing  out  of  the 
Shlldhood  fantasy  of  having  one®  had  on®  and  halo* 
lag  been  deprived  of  it  villainously)  also,  the 
envy  growing  out  of  masculine  strivings  and  a  feel¬ 
ing  of  rivalry  with  men,  because  she  would  prefer 
being  one  herself  and  -thus  enjoying  the  freedoms, 
privileges,  and  advantages  of  being  a  nan,  includ¬ 
ing  that.  If  she  is  a  repressed  homosexual,  of 
having  inter  cola’s®  with  women*  (Such  a  woman  may 
be  expected  to  be  either  frigid  or  oversexed  and 
perhaps  even  to  destroy,  or  emotionally  castrate, 
her  husband  and  sons*) 

2.  ©f  men  (toward  father,  son,  or  man  in  general)* 
the  complex  of  emotions, ' Involving  envy,  hostility, 
fear,  and  desire  to  castrate  th®  rival,  because  of 
the  latter's  recognized  or  suspected  sexual  super¬ 
iority,  or  ability  to  outrival,  and,  in  the  case 
of  the  son,  particularly,  the  sense  of  having  been 
cheated  out  of  his  just  dues  and  of  being  inferior 
to  his  father  In  sexual  capacity,  because  of  the 
letter's  much  larger,  more  mature  organs ,  and  his 
greatfer  skill  in  dealing  with  women)  this  envy  may, 
furthermore ,  be  aggravated  by  a  feeling  of  castra¬ 
tion  threat  from  the  other,  and  a  need  tpahvoid 
that  threat  by  a  belittling,  depreciating,  or  de¬ 
nying  of  one's  own  penis,  or  sexuality,  in  order 
to  avoid  giving  offense  and  become  the  object . of 
hostile  atta«k  (or,  in  other  words,  castration  of 
self  to  avoid  oastratlonpat  the  hands  of  th®  ether, 
performing,  through  the  leper-  Sgo,  the  Interjec¬ 
tion  of  the  castrating  father,  of  the  latter's  ex¬ 
pected  function,  resulting  in  .impotence)* 


Wm  lam  Binder)  ...  . 

—  mes&rsnc  surrounding,  nourishing,  and  keeping  the 
fetus  bathed  in  fluid  §  the  afterbirth* 

POf  —  chamber,  bed-pan,  receptacle  for  urine  or  feoesj 

.  piss-pot*  shit-pot*  can,  throne,  stool,  thunder- 
mi^g  - 

FOI®SEtrr  —  e  oxtail  prowess  ,  capacity*  ability  te  fertilise 

.  the  female  sad  produce  pregnancy*  prolific.  • 

JPSi&S&If  .  —  knocked  up.  Carrying, ,  heavy  with  child,  farti3j|‘ 

i«®d*  , 

f®0fl.I#i®S  --  insenstbl®  to  decency,. 'dissipated,  abandoned  to 

,  vice  or  evil-doing* 

PROSflfOTB  (sec  Harlot)  • 

PX10MSMC  —  a  **fir#  bug,  "  or  o m  with  the  insane  propensity  of 

setting  fire  to  things*  a  sen  pervert  who  gains, 
his  excitement  or  orgasm  only  at  the  moment  of  wit¬ 
nessing  a  building,  which  he  himself  has  fired,  in 
the  grip  of  raging  flames  (dream  symbolism  for  in* . 
tore our so  and  oho  orgasm,  Just  as  is  levitation, 

.  flood-waters,  or  the  esthetic  landscape!),  and  who 
is  thus,  in  psychotic-  fashion,  substituting  the  ■ 
symbolism  of  fantasy  for  reality*  (Similar  pro¬ 
cesses  are  also  presort  ia  kleptomania,  illegal  ■ 
entry,  Voyeurism,  sex  murder,  and  like  perver¬ 
sions,  where,  at  the  moment  of  consummation  of  the 
crime,  the  individual  experiences  sexual  excitement 
and  sometimes  even  orgasm,  which  he  Is  incapable  of 
,  achieving  in  any  other  way,  the  typical  sox  mur¬ 

derer,  like  «Jaek  the  tipper,  for  Instance,  probably 
©an  experience  orgasm  only  by  stabbing,  siloing, 
and  destroying  the  sox  object  with  a  knife,  which, 
by  symbolic  processes  and  a  transference  of  affect, 
has  booms®  a  substitute  for  the  peals  making  pene¬ 
tration,  end  which  satisfies  thereby  a  double  mot¬ 
ive,  that 'of  gratifying,  the  sexual  hunger  and  at 
the  same  time  destroying  the  sexual  object,  surro¬ 
gate  of  the1  hated  mother*) 
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MSISSI0! 


#  v,  to  seise,  over  com®,  overpower  ,  'force, , 

sexually*  or  to  take  by  violence,  as  a  theft,  what’ 
normally  Is  given  as 'an  act  of  love* 

—  end  of  alimentary  oanal* 

—  a  Freudian  term  for  the. mental  process  of  forcing 
down  into  the  unconscious,  and  out  of  awareness,, 
any  urge  or  impulse  of  animal  nature  (id  impulse), 

.  and  thereby  conforming  to  social  standards  by  pre¬ 
venting  the  consummation  of  an  anti-soolal  act  or 
criminal  behavior*  the  Id  (devil;)  is  thought  of  as 
being,  thus,  in  a  state  of  constant  wep^^^with  ’ 
Iftld  fuper  Bgo  (Sod),  and  the  Ego  (enlightened  man) 
exercises  free-agoney  in  the  choice  between  good 
and  evil*  Ihe  modem  revolt  of  institutionalised 
f|s»nwiets,  epitomising  Id  impulses  repressed  into 
the  uneenscious,  attoapting  to  break.-lferangh  the 
barriers,  or  listen,  but  nevertheless  held  inearder- 
ated  by  authority  of  the  polio©  and  the  courts,  the 
Super  Sge,  represent®  but"  an  object ifylag,  ia  Soci¬ 
ety  at  large,  of  these  forces  in  the  human  mind, 

—  rake,  rotter*  one  lost  to  sens®  of  decency,  aban¬ 
doned  to  depravity* 

—  the  process  of  reverting  in  behavior  and  emotional  . 
responses  to  a  level  in  development  antedating  the 
obstacles  which  initiated  the  neurosis. 
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SADISM 


SCAFE-dOA* 


SEBQOE 


ShLF-ABUSS  (see  Masturbation) 

JM  .  *  A  ^  “ 


a  sexual  perversion  in  which  gratification  i#  de¬ 
rived  fa*  iafliailag  pats,’ ©a.  .the 
either  physical  or  mental*  thought  t|  be  based  la 
the  tnf&nt  hostility  of  the  anal  period,  -when* 
through  his  fecal  attacks,  he  combines  hi®  expres¬ 
sion®  of  low  and  hat#, 

fall-guy,  victim*  that  person,  la  a  group,  who 
afford®  pea##  among  otherwise  hostile  elements,  by 
besoming  an  object  of  attack  and  thus  fooallglng 
th®  undlreoted  hostility  and  discharging  it*  also, 
th©  out-group,  la  society,  a®  againstth#  in-group, 
to  make,  ■  to  lead  astray,  to  entice  into  surrendep- 
lag  the  chastity*  '  '  \  : 


8? 


SM-ABPMb 


the  Impregnating  male  fluid*  ©ream,  juice,  sap, 
load,  charge,  jis®«»*  powder  (in  bag),  lead  (in 
gun)  or  ammunition,  also  lead  (in  pencil). 

"oomph, *  "it, ®  voluptuousno ® s ,  ability  to  arouse  ' 

_  .  .  .  deair®  in  the  opposite  sex* 

SS  6RTXB  (see  Sadism)  rape,  a  ex  murder,  homosexuality,  perversion, 

SW&  WAR  (so#  Feminist,  Sissy,  Yaraplfce,  Werewulf  )»  ’ 

SSOfblfTIKS  (see  Perversion,  Pyromaniao) 

SH  (see  ®ri«te.  Vie#)  a  wrong  committed  against  @od  or  th®  tenets  of  re¬ 
ligion* 

SISST  —  effeminate  man,  ^ueer,"  woman-hater *  tea-hound, 

cake-eater,  lounge  llsard*  psychologically,  a  man 
with  repressed  masculinity,  self -castrated,  psych¬ 
ically,  to  placate  the  hostility  of  th©  jealous  ’ 
father  and  the  penis  envy  of  th#  man-hating  mother* 
also  a  man  who,  because  of  over-identification  with 
women  and  absence  of  contact  with  men,  has  grown  1 
up  with  thoughts,  emotions,  attitude®,  and  behav-  ■ 
lor  patterns  resembling  those  of  a  woman, 'and  has 
never  been  able  to  1st  go  of  his  mother*#  apron, ' ’ 
strings  and  hi®  emotional  dependence  on  her* 

SODOMY  (see  fervors  ion,  loraesexu&lity) 

SPANISH  FLY  —  a  sexual  excitant,  the  powdered  body  of  a  beetle, 

sometimes  criminally  used  by  men  to  break  down  the 
"  resistance  of' virtuous  women  to  seduction.  ■ 
ability  to  retain  excrement,  urine  and  face®,  and 
hence  conform  to  social  standards  of  decency  and 
cleanliness*  established  in  infancy  through  toilet 
training,  often  at  the  cost  of  great  conflict  fa*, 
tween  mother  and  child. •  .  ^ 

.  castrated  bull, 

SYPHILIS  ( see  Venereal  Disease)  ■ 
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TRIAL  MARRIAGE 


—  sale  gonads*  bolls,  eggs,  stones,  nut®,  bollicks, 
oysters  (mountain  oysters  *  sheep  nuts  eaten  by 
sheepherders), 

—  to  excite  pleasurably,  to  arouse  sexually, 

—  privy,  can,  backhouse,  outhouse*  shithouas* 
ery,  urinal,  lavatory,  dispensary  (beer 
latrine,  slit-trench  (army), 

mm  Sphiiaster  iontrol)  th®  process,  or  th®  fact,  of 
housebreaking  m  infant,  the  basis  for  ami 
neurosis  (which  see). 

—  cohabitation  on  a  temporary  basis,  pending  the  de¬ 
cision  of  the  participant®  as  to  whether  they  are, 
or  are  not,,  sufficiently  satisfied  with  eadh  other 

■  to  make  it  permanent,  sanctifying  it  with  marriage, 
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¥ICB  (see  ©rime, 
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WISH* 

«Ifg  SUTOT 
TiICKEDHBSS 
WIFI  (see  Woman) 
Will 
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—  the  rope— Ilk#  structure  ccnnectlBg  the  fetus  with  88 
the  placenta# 

—  void-  or  .pass  urine? pise*  .make  water-,  .pass  water,, 
spring  a  leak,  drain  your  tank,  squeeze  your  lem¬ 
on,  shake  your  spFfalkler,  water  your  stud-horse, 
pick  daisies  (or  flowers;* 

—  fluid  secreted  by  the  kidneys i  piss,  water,  kid¬ 
ney  wash* 

—  female  sex  organ,  receptacle  for  the  p0®$fo$  cunt? _ 
twah, •  twitch,  '.twidgot,  snatch,  thatch?  hole,  creek, 

..  .  slough,  .split,  pussy,  mound?  hair  poultice,  "ball 
of  yarn,"  *Vlng  dang  doo* ”  (These  names,  instead 
of  following  lines  of  resemblance,  seem  to  lean  to- 
,  ward  an  unusual  and  suggest ire  sound*) 

—  one  who  preys  on  persons  of  the  opposite  sex?  a 
ghostly  blood-suoking  creature?  a  man-hating,  can¬ 
nibalistic  woman,  who  castrates  men.  psychically, 
by  destroying  their  confidence  in  themselves?  a 
ruthless  gold-digger  preying  on  the  affections  of 
men  to  enrich  herself#  ' 

I*#  ■  fpsorrhiat  dose,  clapp,,  blue  balls* 

2*  Syphilis?  syph,  pox,  "shankors w* 

3*  Alsot  lukerrhea  (whites?), ,  ©hordes  (an  erection 
0 Chinese  rot,  ©to* 

Sin)  an  act  aoa»ltt©d  against  and  to  the  detriment.  of 
the  self,  such  as  masturbation  (so If -abuse)  or  the 
use  of  narcotics,  alcohol,  or  borbituates* 

—  a  woman  tmdifllcd,  unused,  and  still  a  maiden  (us¬ 
ually  possessing  her  maiden-head). 

—  one  who  obtains  gratification  from  seeing  sexual 
objects,  acts,  or  scenes?  a  peeping- Torn* " 

—  throw  up,  puke,  retch,  spew,  gag,  belch  forth?  cm- 
osia,  puke,  regurgiaiion* 

—  coarse  and  common,  nasty,  d irty-t onguad ,  obscene 
,  in  speech. 

--  unrestrained,  running  to  excess?  lewd,  lascivious, 
lustful?  horny,  hot,  loose,  adulterous,  on  the 
■  make* 

—  a  person  who,  at  will,  change®  into  a  wolf  In  or¬ 
der  to  practice  cannibalism?  a  man  who  is  a  woman- 
hater?  ©no  who,  fixated  at  the  oral  level  (with 
the  breast-eating  fantasy),  continued  in  an  infan¬ 
tile  dependency  on  the  mother,  miked  with  help¬ 
lessness  and  hate* 

—  castrated  sheep#  . 

—  enforced  prostitution# 

—  islaKMbiess,  moral  depravity* 

—  frau,  missus,  old  woman,  ball  and  chain,  etc, 

—  broad,  bag,  dame,  package,  skirt,  petticoat?  gal, 
miss,  missld,  girl,  maiden?,  moll,  jane*,. frill, 
frail,  damsel?  bunny,  quail  ,  doll,  slick-chick? 
baby,  chicken,  cunt,  pussy,  split-tail,  cook-teas¬ 
er,  pecker-bait,  whl«tl*-bait,  jail-bait,  love- 
flew,  ffiscse*«cat|.  :c«^:;witA,;  hag,  %ib©n,  she- 
devil,  shrew,  termagent,  battle-axe,  battle-wagon* 

—  a  man  whose  ego  feeds  on  his  conquests  over  women* 
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4 

ir  god,  sow  tsi  moss?  rolls  nri 

(fune;  fMy  Bonny  Lies  Over  the  Oeean*) 

Uy  father  sells  sa cm  to  the  snowbirds} 

My  mother  makes  synthetic  gin* 

My  sister  makes  love  for  a  living} 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

Wy  brother  * s  a  young  missionary} 

He  saves  little  girlies  from  tin} 

He'll  a«ve  yon  a  blende  for  ten  dollars s 
Hy  (Sod,  how  th©  money  rolls  ini 

Sy  uncle’s  os  artist  and  painter} 

He  turns  out  a  beautiful  fin,} 

B®  sells  them  ten.  cents  on  a  dollar j 
My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

My  aunt  is  a  boarding-house  keeper } 

She  takes  little  working  girls  ini 
they  put  a  rod  light  in  the  winder} 

My  Sod,  how  the  money  rolls  Ini 

My  aunt  runs  a  girl’s -seminary, 

To  give  girls  a  cultural  in; 

Her  caller®  address  her  a®  'Madam;  " 

%■  Sod,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 


1  triad  tolling  snow  to  the  snowbird®} 

2  tried  making  synthetic  gin} 

I  tried  making  love  for  a  living  -*• 

My  God,  what  a  moss  I  am  ini 


A  l&TTBRt 

.  ,  ,,  d(Ad£ 

Was  it  you  who,  with  your  penis,.  '  . ""T"  • 

Screwed  ray  darling  daughter.  Vents, 

"^ho  put  footprints  on  th©  dashboard  upside  down? 

Was  It  you  who  did  the  pushing, 
the  put  stains  upon  the  cusnion? 

If  it  was,  you’d  bettor  leave  this  townl 

It  was  I  #io  did  the  pushing, 

"Who  put  stains  upon  the  cushion. 

Who  put  footer lags  on  the  dashboard  upside  down! 

Ivor  since  I  met  your  daughter, 

I*v©  had  trouble  passing  water. 

See,  I  wish  I’d  never  seen  this  town.* 

Ever  since  I  laid  your  Venus, 

I’ve  had  pimples  on  ray  penis. 

And  now  it’s  slowly  turning  brown! 


oh,  m&Saitf  your  daughter  *s  too  fine  l) 
Sttapool 

fk$  madam?  eh,.  madam?  your  dau^iter**  too  fins 
fo  sloop  -with  a  sailor  fro®  oror  the  Shine  I 
Chorus  t 

Ifep  ©  tap  pater  and  'ran  4#  go  tater 
AM  shaker  snap  peter  snapooi 

Oh 9  mothers  ©h*  mothers  I*®  not  too  fin® 

To  sleep  with  a  sailor  from  over  the  Shine 4 

Oh 9  mothers  oh,  mothers  he's  teasing  mol 
Ha'S  tickling  the  hole  I  us®  to  peel 

©h,  mothers  oh,  mothers  he's  on  ms  yet. 

And  if  he  den*1®  stop,  I  will  certainly  shit|: 

light  months  rolled  by  and  the  ninth  did  pass. 

And  a  little  Dutch  soldier  marched  out  of  her  as si 

Th©  little  Dutch  soldier  grew  and  grew, 

A »«!  now  he's  chasing  the  chippies  tool 


( 10  MORS  A-ROTM A  4*  fU w  1  a* 

And  then  4  touched  her  on  the  kneel*) 

Mark  well  what  1  do  say 4 
And.  then  I  touched  her  on  the  knee? 

Cays  shot  "Young  man,  you're  rather  free!  * 

Chorus i 

A-revin,  a-rovin,  sine®  rovin's  been  ay  ru-eys-ls. 
I'll  go  no  store  a**rovin  with  you  fair  maldj 

And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  thigh I 
Mark  well  what  I  do  sayl 
And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  thigh? 

Says  she?  "Young  man,  you *re  rather  hlghl" 

And  then  1  touched  her  on  the  thatch I 
Says  sh®|  "Young  man,  that's  my  main  hatch  I  w 

And  than  1  slipped  it  to  the  blocks  I 
Says  she*  "Young  man,  Jive-  got  the  poxl" 


would  bo,  j 
on  ay  knee? 
Puck  you,  fuck  you,  for  curiosity, 

To  fight  for  aunt,  for  cunt,  for  c  ©us.tr  i®  I 


>3.9’ 
And  piss. 


ass  hole 


,  (a  soldier  1 
,  and.  pistols 


Thor®  war©  (fehree  whoras  in  Ganada  ) 

Sipping  sherry  wime$ 

fhe  object  ©f  the  conversation  «i, 

Is  yours  as  big  as  min®'?** 

A#  Haly-ESlz*  lleMft  atar  holey. 
fflfi.  is  SSL  g-linar  slew. 

JM.  i£&£  jssaas.  safes.  Mgaaa  12  safest* 
lost  ttSsa,  sssi  s£  Jbhs.  Aiacag  szse$ 

QMf  the  first  whor®  cot  up  and.  said, 
"My  cunt *s  as  big  as  the  sea. 

The  ships  sail  in,  the  ships  sail  out. 
And  never  bother  me#*® 

The  second  whore  got  tip  and  said, 

®%  cunt’s  as  big  as  the  air. 

The  planes  fly-'  in,  the  planes  fly  out. 
And  never  touch  the  hair « ** 

The  third  whore  spoke  up  and  said, 

"My  cunt ’s  as  big  as  the  moonj 
Three  men  went  up  in  January, 

And  didn't  coma  back  'till  June,”  ..... 


A  man  told  a®  just  before  he  died  •» 

Ifll  never  know  if  the  bastard  lied  <*• 

About  his  wife  who  cried  and  cried 
That  she  was  never  satisfied. 

So  he  built  a  fucking  great  wheel. 

Driven  by  steam,  with  a  prick  of  steel. 

Two  brass  balls  all  filled  with  cream. 

And  the  whole  frlggln*  riggln*  was  driven  by  steam# 

Bound  and  round  went  th®  fucking  great. wheel j 
In  and  out  went  the  prick  o**  steel} 

Till  at  last  the  maiden  cried* 

"Enough,  enonmi  Iba  satisfied!  tt 

low  we  com®  to  the  bitter  bit* 

Th©ro  was  no  way  of  stopping  it} 

She  was  split  from  ass  to  tit} 

And  the  whole  frig, sin*  riggin  was  covered  with  shit! 


. msaing  little  rust; 

And  every  time  it  wagged  its  tail 
It  showed  it#  little  cunt, 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb  «•** 

It  fed  uonn  the  grass  «•«* 

And  every  tins  It  wagged  its  tail 
It  shewed  its  little  ass, 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb  — * 

Its  fleece  was  white  as  snow  -» 

And  every  where  that  U&py  wen!, 
lh®  lamb  wars  sure  to  go,*  , 

It  followed  her  to  the  bars  ©a®  day*  ' 
For  eggs  she  ms  to  huntf 
It  stuck  its  nose  beneath  her  elott.es 
And  got  a  whiff  of  cunt# 


Mow,  Mary  was  a  naughty  girl 
And  didn’t  give  a  damni 
She  let  him  have  another  whiff. 
And  killed  the  §©d  damned  Iambi 

Mary  had  a  .little  watch j 
She  swallowed  it  ©no  <*ay$ 

And  now  she’s  taking  oasoarets 
fo  pass  the  time  away.  . 

But  as  the  time  wont  on  and  on, 
Th®  watch  refused  to  passf 
So  if  you  want  to  know  the  time, 

d^st  look  up  Mary’s  a®a| 


■  I  fSHD  TO  HOFI  IS  CHICAGO 

I  used  to  work  in  Chicago, 

In  a  department  store ; 

1  worked  in  the  candy  department# 

1  did,  but  1  don’t  any  more, 

A  lady  came  in  for  some  candyi 
1  asked,  *?4i&t  kind?  ”  at  the  door, 
tucker,”  sho  said.  Stock  her  1  did. 

I  did,  but  I  don’t  any  morel 

'2t  Hat  department  »»  hat  — «  felt. 

8*  Cake  department  •»»  cake  «*<•  layer# 

4*  Hardware  department  —  hardware  ~~ 
screw* 


V,4f' 


On*  aight  in  May,  as  Mary  lay  s-sloeplng* 

One  night  in  lay,  as  Mary  lay  a-slaeplng. 

Along  on«  a  corporal  on  his  hands  and  knees _ „„ 

With  his  funny  dlngls-dongl®  my  down  to  his  kneesj 


S* 


Ctee  month  went  by,  and  Mary  was  in  bleror* 

On©  month  want  by,  and  Mary  was  in  elororj 

Sh©  Wished  that  th©  oorporal  would  $w  aad:d®  it  over. 

With  his  funny  dingle-dangle  way  down  to  his  knees! 

three  months  want  by,  and  l&ry  lay  a-yfa©|rf.ng* 
three  months  wont  by,  and  Mary  lay  a*ws®pingf 
She  wished  that,  th©  corporal  had  n @ror  noma  a— creeping, 
"with  his  funny  dingle-dangle  !my  down  t®  hi®  knees! 


Six  months  wont  by,  and  Mary  grm  muesh  bigger f 
Six  months  wont  by,  and  Mary  grow  much  bigger | 
the  neighbors'  all  wondered  just  who  the  hell  had  frigged  her, 
rdth.  his  funny  dingle-dongle  way  down  to  his  knees  1 

Sine  months,  .went  by,  and,  Mary  burst  asunder* 

Min®  months  went  by,  and  Mary  burst  asunder* 

And  out  jaaped  a  e orpor&l  with  a  regimental  number. 

And  a  funny  dingle-dangle  way  down  to  his  knee® I 


(  cJOOWAS  ^  C)  ^ 

Sow,  1  etuse  hm*  th#  other  night 
As  drunk  as  i  could  be* 

I  saw  a  hat  upon  the  r&ek 
shore  my  hat  ought  to  be , 

J  asked  ay  wife,  ay  darling  wife, 

"Shose  hat  is  thfct'X  seel 
fhose  hat  is  that  upon  the  rack 
there  my  hat  ought  t©  bet  * 

”fou  dammed  fool,  you  drunken  fool. 

Any  son-of-a-bitoh  can  see 
It*s  nothing  but  a  plsspot 
l?h»t  you  here  given  to  meJI® 

Row,  I  hare  traveled  round  this  world 
Seat©  forty  years  or  mere, 

S«t  a  pis spot  with  a  swe&tfaand 
l*ro  noror  sees  before  I 


t#  .faats 

Ourtain-sash 

5.  Pol© 

Sol ling-pin 


©hair 

peeker**  tracks 
hole 

olroumolsed 


X  wont  to  town,  and  on  the  street 

t  m%  &  girl  So  very  Wostf 

ills  said,  Hello!  *  I  said,  ’Hour  d#|  . 

1*11X  jot  let  m  play  with  your  Sing  Sang  Soot  * 

WA  Ring  Bang  Boo,  pray  what  is  that? " 

"It’s  soft, and  sweet  life®  a  pussy  oat, 
iovortd  with  hair  and  eras feed  in  two* 

That’s  what  is  eallad  a  ling  Dang  Doe! w 

She  took  a#  down  her  ©14  man’s  cellar. 

Said  I  was  a  darned  nloe  feller} 

She  fed  tm  win#  and  whiskey  too 

And  lot  me  play  .with  her  ling  Bang  Boo* 

She  laid  mo  in  her  pappy’s  hod. 

Put  two  pillows  beneath  my  head,  ' 

Took  my  ifohtmy  in  her  hand,  '  - 

And  showed  it  up  her  Promised  land* 

"Haughty  girl!”  her  mother  said, 

”Fer  lotting  him  oracle  your  maidenhead! 

Pack  |p  your  trunk  and  suitcase  too. 

And  go  to  hell  with  your  Ring  Bang  Boo!** 

She  man.  they  came,  Ha.®  sea  they  west} 

Th®  prie*  west  down  t©  fifty  coats  % 

Prom  sweet  sixteen,  to  sixty-two 

She  lot  thorn  play  with  her  Ring  Bang  Bool 


10  BALLS  AT  ALL! 


i  , 

Ife  oca®,  all  y«  laddies  and  listen  to  me. 

And  I’ll  toll  you  a  tale  that  will  fill  you  with  gloo 
Of  a-  pretty  young  maiden  so  fair  and  so  till 
lh©  married  a  mm  with  no  balls  at  all! 


Mo  Balls  at  all}  no  balls  at  all# 

*  $h®  married  a  man  who  had  no  balls  at  all! 

The  night  of  the  wedding  she  crept  into  bed 
(Her  oheeks  wore  so  rosy,  her  ass  was  so  red!)} 
*»'  reached  for  his  penis,  his  penis  was  small,. 
She  reached  for  his  balls,  ho  had  bo  balls  at  all! 

%h*  mother,  oh,  mother,  oh  what,  shall  1  do? 

XNw  nmrried  a  man  i#i&%  timhiit  to  mr^w* 

My  troubles  are  may,  my  pleasures  aro  small. 

For  I’ve  married  a  man  who  has  no  balls  at  all!" 

w0h,  daughter, , oh,  daughter,  do  not  be  so  sadt 
The  same  thing  happened  to  your  dear  old  dad* 
There's  always  an  ieeman  awaiting  the  call 
Of  the  wife  of  the  man.  who  has  no  ballls  at  all!” 


Ihis  daring  young  daughter  took  mother's  advics 
And  laid  with  the  wan  that  delivers  the  ioe* 

A  bouncing  tough  bastard  -was  born  in  the  fall 
To  the  wife  of  the  man  who  had  bo  balls  at  alii 

line  months  have  elapsed  sines  that  me-norable  night* 
The  boy  that  was  born  -ms  a  terrible  sight j 
His  head  was  to®  large,  and  his  body  too  sw.ll, 

Bui  fche  worst  thing  of  all  »«  he  had  no  balls. at  all! 


(&m  AS  YOB  AID  I  ^ 

A  J&BflL-there  ms,  and  he  met  a  belle, 

Wvm gaa  you  and  II 

He  took  hSr  to  a  swell  hotel,  • 

Even  as  you  and  11 

He  thought  himself  a  smart  young  gink  ■  ■  ’ 

As  he  wrote,  "Agd  *if*, "  with  his'  pen  and  ink 
(And  gave  the  disk  clerk  a  nudge  and  wink) 

Bvon  as  you  and  III  • 

H®  called  her  "Bear”  and  she  called  him  rPet ”» 

Ha  sailed  as  he  thought  what  h®  was  to  gat* 

Tho  jane  ms  Frisco's  most  beautiful  belle. 

And  Julius  was  set  to  give  Jan©  hell, 

But  when  you're  past  fifty  you  never  can  tell! 

They  ^nt  up  the  hallway  and  into  the  room, 
frying  to  look  like  a  bride  and  grocaij 
Ho  gazed  on  her  beautiful  fora  divine, 

H®  put  out  the  light  and  pulled  down  the  blind. 

And  thought  he  was  in  for  a  wonderful  time I 

She  took  off  hsr  waist  and  showed  her  whit®  breast* 
He  stripped  right  down  to  the  hair  on  his  chest* 

Sc  iwaped  Into  bed  with  a  yearning  desire. 

His  body  was  feverish,  his  brain  ms  on  fir®. 

And  then  he  discovered  he  had  a  flat  tiro! 

Oy,  yoyl  Gy,  yoyl  0y,  yoyl 

The  fool  sat  down,  and  he  made  a  prayer. 

To  a  rag  and  a  hose  and  a  hank  of  hair  * 

For  once  in  hi®  life  he  prayed  on  the  square* 

But  the  beautiful  Jane  gave  up  in  despair, 

3h®  called  in  a  bellhop  and  gave  Julius  the  air I 
This  is  between  you  and. ’ll 


In  Derby  Tom,  1b  Dsrb)p  Town 
The  Jtraots  are  sad®  of  glftSsi 
And  every  time  you  take  a  step, 
ten  fall  rl#t  ©tv  your  ass* 

isiimrMMsL  Mk*MrlMk£* 
laaesat  Mil  i,  n©. 

JM  Mat  ilia  mm  m  It* 

in  Barby  ? Own,  la  Derby  Town, 

A  toaeher  was  teaching  a  class, 

And  every  time  sho'd  turn  her  bask 
ffcoy'd  kick  her  in  the  ass# 

In  Derby  Tea®,  In  Derby  town 
There  were  two  aea'-wfeo  wsr®  rlohj 
0n@  ms  the  son  of  a  millionaire. 
The  other  &  s©»»©f«>&*Jjit®h1 

In  Derby  Town,  in  Derby .  Town, 

A  lady  was  climbing  a  pole. 

And  every  time  a  man  talked  by 
B@*d  look  right  up  her  holol 

In  Darby  Town,  in  Derby  Town 
Two  mn  m re  digging  a  ditohj 
One  of  thorn  said  to  the  other  one, 
fYou#re  a  dirty  son~of~a«*bitohi  ” 

In  Derby  Town,  in  Derby  fepm 
A  man  ms  driving  a  truck. 

And  every  time  a  girl  walked  by 
H© *d  ask  her  for  a'fuokj 


I  one®  was  a  gay  cabal loro 
Coming  from.  11®  Janeiro, 

Bringing  with  se  ray  laehamboloe 
AM  both  of  ay  lachoaholeros* 

M  wet  a  gay  senorlta. 

An  exceedingly  gay  senorita, 

I  asked  her  t©  so®  my  lachambol©« 

And  both  of  ay  laehsussboleros • 

She  said  sho  hadn't  ©tighter. 

For  A©  was  &  minister's  daughter. 

But  she  wants d  to  see  my  laohawboloe 
And  both  ©f  mj  lachasibelorosl 

I  laid  h#r  ©a  th®  sofita. 

An  exceedingly  soft  sofita. 

And  inserted  the  tip  of  ay  luehambelee 
And  both  of  wy  lachambcleros# 


that  8on**of»a*bltoh  senorita, 

She  gave  me  a  ©as©  of  ©laplta, 

Right  on  the  tip  of  my  1 aehambelee 
And  both  of  ay  laehambolcros* 

t  want  to  so®  ay  medic®, 

As  exceedingly  wise  medico, 

1®  oat  of  th@  tip  of  my  laehambole® 
And  both  ©f  my  laohemboloros* 

1  now  am  a  gad  caballero 
Rsturaing  to  Ho  Janeiro, 

Without  the  tip  of  my  lachambola© 
And  both  of  my  iachambdloros! 


Hi®  pioneers  have  hairy  ears; 
they  piss  through  leather  britches  j 
They  wipe  their  ass  on  broken  glass, 
(those  hardy  s ons-of -bitches  1  ^ 

When  cunt  is  rare  they  fuck  a  boar 
(they  knife  him  if  he  snitches)* 
they,  knock  the ir  cocks  against  the  rocks 
Those  hardy  s ons -of *bi tahe s J 

They  take  their  ass  upon  the  gras® 
from  fairies  or  from  witches? 

Their  two-pound  dinks  are  full  of  kinks, 
those  hardy  s ons-of -bitches! 

Without  remorse  they  fuck  a  hors® 

AM  beat  him  if  he  twitches? 

Their  mighty  dicks  are  full  of  nicks, 
those  hardy  sons -of -bitches I 

To  make  a  mul®  stand  for  the  tool 
He  *s  beat  with  hickory  switches* 

They  use  their  pricks  for  miking  sticks. 

Those  hardy  s ons-of -b itches  t 

Great  joy  they  reap  from  buggering  sheen 

sundry  bogs  and'  ditch®#!  " 

Nor  give  a  damn  if  he  be  a  ran  — 

Those  hardy  s ons-of -bitches! 

?h®n  booze  is  rare,  they  do  not  car®. 
They  take  a  shot  of  Pitches1! 

They  fuck  their  wlvas  with  butcher  knives 
Those  hardy  s on® -of -bitch® bS 
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there  onm  was  an 
«h©  was  very  much 
that  some  buokareo 
Vould  slip  it  up  her  slough  ■ 
As  ®h®  lay  sleeping  la  the  shade* 


Sow  she  had  an  idea.  grand# 

She  filled,  her  slit  with  sand, 

S©  a©  buckaroo 
Would  slip  it  up  her  slough 
As  she  lay  sleeping  la  the  shad®* 


Oh  the  gtoon.  shines  down  on  pretty 
As  she  lies  sleeping.  '  " 

there,  ootnes  a-oroaning. 

A  2A&S.  at  SZM&MZ  a  sneaking 
M  M§£2 k  at  Mia  Rgaftiaafl.  land* 


Sow  this  hue karoo  was  wise. 

He  crept  between  her  th  3  gh  a , 

And  with  a  gum-boot 
On  the  end  of  his  root 
Be  started  for  the  promised  land. 


Little  Sedwing  earn®  to  life 
And.  drew  her  bowl®  knife# 

^'ith  one  pngs 

She  cat  his  balls  fro®  his  ass. 

And  his  sporting  days  were  o*er# 

Mi  jfci.  am  jMfi£St  is®  Ml  pretty  Redwing. 

M.  sim.  lias,  maring. 

Mass.  hMBM,  %  warning. 

A  M&£.  of  &&!4slQX  .racks,  adorning 
J&a.  £laa  at  Ms  Mama  .door* 


(0«  bail  .  ,0 1  (L,  Ly  f 

As  I  was  siti.in*  in  O'Riley’s  has  . 

Listenin'  tales  of  blood,  and  slaughter, 

©was  a  thought  into  my  head, 

*$onna  go  shag  O'Riley's  daughter*  w 

SA^XamAraa»  t.lddle-i-^y* 

ilffi  Jtea  tei  for,  tho  One  Ball  Riley J 

Ml~Srp&rMk*  MM&  Mi  Ml# 

First  1  threw  her  on  the  floor# 

Ihon  1  threw  my  left  leg  over# 

Shagged  and.  shagged  till  she  yelled  for  mors, 
Shagged  until  the  fun  was  over* 

Came  a  knocking  at  her  door# 

^ho  should  it  b©  but  her  ©od-damnad  father,, 
two  hors®»pistols  In  his  hands. 

Lookin'  for  the  guy  wtv't  shagged  H5s  daughter* 


First  I  grabbed  him  by  the  nock. 

Shored  his  head  la  a  pail  of  water * 

Shored  these  pistols  «p  his  ass  - 
Farther  than  I  shagged  his  daughter* 

#ien  1  go  miking  down  the  street* 

She  people  stand  "on  every  corner*  ', 

"There  *  s  that  &©d-d*raned  son-of-e^teitoh  * 
The  guy  that  shagged  OUUsy's  daughter! w 


cmsmm  mw  tmmaitm 


Save  your  ammunition*  boys*  don't  waste  a  single  shot* 

For  some  day.  you  may  need  a  little*  just  .as  like  as  sot? 

Don't  be  a  .fool  and  blase  away  at  everything  you  see; 

Select  the  best*  pass  up  the  rest*  and,  talcs  a  tip  from  me. 

The  game  is  fine  and  plentiful*  the  supply  exceeds  the  demand. 

So  use  a  little  judgment  »•»  keep  a  fair  supply  on  hand* 

For  when  you  run  out  of  lead  you  might  just  as  well  be  dead* 

And  what  good *s  the  inclination  when  it's  only  in  your  head? 

I'm  told  each  man.  starts  out  with  three  thousand  rounds,  about* 
And  that  he  can  neither  borrow,  bog*  nor  steal  when  ho  runs  out ; 
So  it's  up  to  you*  old  fop,  and  you'll  find' it  out  at  last. 

That  the  mill  can  never  grind  with  water  that  is  passed; 

So  conserve  your  ammunition  while  you  are  young  and  strongs 
lemanbor  you  are  ageing*  getting  pretty  well  along. 

And  should,  you  meet  a  worthy  foe,  that  fee  would  jeer  and  scoff 
If  twere  found  you  had'  an  old  gun  that  you  couldn't  fire  offs 
I  find  then  men  grow  old,  with  ammunition  meagre.* 

They  lose' enthusiasm*  and  are  never  quite  so  eager.. 

As  when  young  ant?  full  of  rigor*  and  it's  tough  to  hear  them  say* 
’Sad  a  good,  supply  of  lead*  1  did*  but  I  shot  it  all  amyl’* 


Don't  beast  .of  what  you  used. to  do,  way  back  long  years  ago* 

For  that  makes  people  tired,  and  what  they  want  to  know 

Is  —  can  you  turn  the  trick  today?  If  net*  you're  is  the  ranks 

With  those  #io  do  no  damage  and  fir®  only  harmless  blanks*  . 


The  successful  athlete  depends  upon  his  strength  and  skill; 

The 'pugilist  must  have  a  punch  that  he .can  land  at  will; 

'Sis  so  in  ©vary  walk  of  life.  If  you  don't  possess  the  stuff* 
You'll  hare  to  take  a  gambler's  chance  of  winning  out  through 
bluff 

To  be.  entirely  out  of  lead,  you  might  us  well  be  down  in  hades? 
You  can  fool  a  bunch  of  men,  but  you  cannot  fool  the  Indies* 

«h©  are  keen  and  quite  ’  observing  *tls  instinct  makes  them  so  *» 
They're  cool*  calculating  Missourians*  ■who®  you  have  got  to  show! 
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Up's*  Bill,  she  said,  Ko  mere  tonight, 
tpt  three  you’ve  had  already} 

She  was  indeed  quite  liberal. 

But  then  he  was . her  steady. 

But,  fill  replied  with  great  emotion, 

Han’t  you  see,  dear,  that  I  orate  itf 
And  furthermore  .lust  what'®  the  use 
Of  ©ndo&voring  to  save  itf 

Learn  to  control  yourself  ,  she  said. 

For  seam  wsi  will  be  married} 

Accomplish  this,  and  we *11  be  happy*  ’ 
fhts  ms  how  she  parried* 

But  it's  rip©,  my  angel  girl. 

And  it  will  not  last  forever* 

She  just  smiled  and  taunted,  laughing, 

Don’t  you  think  yoSire  awfully  ©lever? 

Oh*  dear,  he  said,  just  on®  more  piece; 

1*11  soon  have  it . stripped,  my  dear} 

One  more  will  not  hurt,  my  darling} 

Banish  your  unfounded  fear. 

Well,  she  said.  Hero,  you  can  have  it; 

But  you  must  strip  it  by  yourself* 

'He  slowly  stripped  the  herbaoious  fruit 
And  ate  the  whole  banana  himself* 

&(gwmm  mm  old  wmmm  \  JtW  r 

£&n  old  sport  lounged  in  &  grandstand  ohair  ^ 

Shit  in  his  whiskers  and  hay  in  his  hair. 

And  his  voice  rang  hoarse  in  the  salty  air* 

'Be*  11  win  in  a  walk,  b*#osusiw 

Host  mit  till  you  sea  them  turn  him  loose; 

He’ll  go  through  th&t  field  like  shit  through  a  goose; 

H®*11  do  it  as  easy  as  as©  takes  a  deuce  —  oto* 

His  breeding  is  right;  he  can't  run  slow* 

He’s  out  of  Blank  Bito|ig"hy  Bollieky  $<*m$ 
that  bunoh  of  erowbait  won't  oven  show  «**  ©tS** 


X  ain’t  gob  .no  money,  but  if  X  was  rich. 

I'd  g©  dead  broke  on  that  s on- of -a-bitoh ; 

then  he  gets  a-going  he'll  mate  'ara  all  iteh  —  etc* 

fh@  barrier1'®  up,  he  got  the  worst  kind  of  start; 

It  don't  make  no  differ  on®®  —  he  don’t  give  a  fart; 

The  suckers  are  yellow  —  hefs  game;  what  &  heart  —  etc* 

Prom  the  nineteenth  position  wav  ©at  in  the  grass, 

Uiere  the  weeds  ar©  so  tall  they  tickle  his  ass, 

He'S  nosed  into  fourth  place  past  Sootoh  Highland  Lass  —  etc* 

Xhey've  strung  down  the  a  tret  oh  and  the  bastard  is  third; 

He  *s  worked  up  to  second  —  he’s  slipped  on  a  turd; 

He's  down  in  the  ditch,  sweet  a  on- of -a«b it oh I 
He  He  wasn't  in  it,  b'Jesusl 
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low,  Lulu  had  a  baby? 

Sh«  ©ailed  him  Sumy  dim* 

Sh©  put  him  in  a  plaspot 
toaoh  him  how  to  swim* 

So  swam  to  the  bottom?  .  ■ 

1®'  swam  to  th®  top? 

Lulu  got  ® spited 
Asad  grabbed  him  by  the  cock* 

low,  bang  away  at  Lulu; 

Bang  it  good  and  strong? 
that *11  wo  do  for  banging 
'Mtea  banging  .  lulu  *  s  gem  f 

1  wish  I  wore  a  diamond 
%on  fair  Lulu’s  bond, 

And  ©wry  time  ghe’d  wipe  her  as® 

I*d  890.  tha  promised  land, 

1  wish  X  -mm  a  nooil ao© 

.  Opon  fair  Lulu’s  breast, 

u-rery  tims  A®  heaved  a  si^i 
I’d  80-0.  the  aid  ©row’s  nest, 

f* 

I  wish  I  was  a  diamond 
%©»  ay.  tnlu’g  hand, 

And  ©wry  tin©  she  wiped  her  ass, 
l*d.  so®  the  premised  land* 

Ssms.  msm*  m  Mia* 
lass  mm.  M  aM  strong » 

s4Ji  m.  Js  ..tan  a.  Raised  good  screw 
iHSM  MM  la  isj&  &ad  £ms.f 

$  wish  I  was  a  p@©«pet 
Beneath  my  Lulu’s  bed# 
for  every  time  she  took  a  rise 
IM  see  her  maidenhead* 

%  Lulu  had  a  baby? 

She  named  it  Sunny  Jimj 
She  drooped  it  in  the  pisspot 
to  see  if  it  could  swim* 

first  it  went  to  the  bottom, 

AM  then  it  came  to  th©  top- 
ihou  my  Lulu  got,  excited 
.grabbed,  it  by  the  cock, 

I  wish  I  its  the  ©anile 
Within  my  lulu’s  room; 

A»d  every  night  at  nine  o’clock  ' 

I’d  penetrate  her  womb. 


? -V* ^ ^  ^  v  ^  t 


Lulu’s  tall  and  sprightly* 
iy  I*uiuf®  tall  and  thi»§ 

I  ©wight  her  by  the  railroad  tr#afc| 
Jacking  off  with  a  coupling  pin, 

I  took  her  to  the  Foodie  Bog, 

%  on  the  seventh  floor* 

And  there  I  gave  her  seventeen  raps* 
AM  still  she  ©ailed  for  sore, 

My  Lulu  was  arrested* 
f®n  dollars  was  the  fins* 

She  Said  to  the  judge# 

"Take  it  out  of  this ‘ass  of  minor' 


o* 


lew*  Inin  was  a  pretty  gal* 

2er  ey»s  wre  snake  shit' browns 

Her  cheeks  wore  like  a  Lillygoat ’s  ass 

ler  tits  wore  big  @»d  round. 

Jam,  m  MM* 

Mm  ksL  £M&  SM.  strong* 

Ms,  Ms  Mil  ®a  1  gmm.  Msg. 

Asa  telp..*p.  Jaai  ajgl  gonaf 

Sow*  Lulu  had  a  little  boy. 

She  ©ailed  him  Sunny  Jim, 

§h@  put  him  in  a  pis® pot 
Just  to  see  the  bastard  swim. 

I  wish  X  wore  a  oaks  of  soap 
Sight  in  my- Lulu's  tub* 

And  every  tins  she  took  a  bath 
Just  think  wh&t  I  would  rub!. 

1  wish  1  were  a  little  flea 
Sight  in  my  Lulu’s  thigh* 

AM  every  time  she  spread  her  legs 
X’fl  bang  her  to  the  sky!  "  ■ 


18 


v  \ML  W  * ' 


fstasm  1  ms  ’but  a  serving  girl 
Way  down  la  S®w  Orleans* 

I  had  a  mysterious  happening 
fhat  brought  me  to"  my  sham®. 


I  met  up  with  a  sailor 

%ofd  just  eome  back  from  sea* 
And  that  was  the  beginning 
Of  all  my  Hilary* 


He  asked  a©  for  a  candle 
To  light  his  way  to  bed; 

He  asked  mo  for  a  handkerchief 
To  tie  around  his  head* 


And  like  a  foolish  maiden, 
lot  thinking  it  no  harm, 

I  jumped  into  that  sailor*®  bed 
To  keep  his  nice  and  warm* 

He  put  hi®  arm  around  me 

And.  kissed  m  there  in  bed % 

Then  with  his  nine* inch  Johnson  bar* 
He  broke  ay  maidenhead* 

8arlv  in  the  morning* 

I'hen  that  sailer  boy  awoke  * 

Ho  reached  into  his  poekut 
^  And  handed  me  a  not®* 

"Ton  take  this?  my  darling* 

For  the  wrong  that  I  have  don®; 
for  in  nine  months  yavtfr®  going 
to  have  a  daughter  or  a  sen! 


wAnd  if  it  is  a  little  girl 
Jugt  rook  her  on  your  knee; 
But  If  it  is  a  little  boy* 

Ifay*  send  his  out  t©  so®, 

'With  his  b®ll*-b©ttora  trousers* 
AM  his  jumper®  mad®  of  blue* 
And  1st  him  climb  th©  masthead 
Like  his  daddy  used  to  do**  ” 


low*  all  you  pretty  maidens  * 
A  warding  take  from  met 
lover  let  fe "sailer  put 

Sis  hand  above  your  knee* 


For  1  did  it  once* 

And  you  can  plainly  see, 
He  went  away  and  left  me 
with  a  baby  on  ay  kneel 


Oh,  I  ms  hat  a  serving  maid, 
t  lirod  In  Drury  Lana. 

Mf  master  he  ms  kind  to  ms , 

My  mistress  m.$  the  same. 

Oh#  -along  ©am®  a  sailor  lad 
iHth  heart  so  hold  and  free, 
<tod  h©  caused  all  the  trouble 
That  erer  ©a»«  to  me! 


"bottom  trousers: 

„  pi  ^sk  Ml  msx  Mmi> 
SHU.  siiik  ml  lis.  sisMm 
MJ£s.  Mj,  Jlnililx  Mssi  Ms.  is* 


1®  asked  me  .for  a  candle 
f©  light  him  t©  his  bedj 
Ha  asked  me  for  a  kerchief 
To  wap  around  his  head. 

Oh#  1  ms  but  a  foolish’ maid, 
And  thinking  it  no  ham, 

I  hopped  into  that  sailor's  bed 
To  keep  the  sailor  w»l 


Oh#  early  in  the  morning# 

H®  was  gone  -When  I  awoke  f 
A  letter  on  the  mantel 

With  a  soggy  fire-pound  not©* 
**0h#  this  will  help  to  pay  for 
The  aishhief  I  hare  done. 

For  you  may  hare  a  daughter. 

And  you  may  hare  a  son.* 

”Jf  you  hare  a  daughter. 

You  may  bounce  her  on  your  k» 
But  if  you  hare  a  son, 

Send  the  bastard  off  to.  seal” 


S* 

(A®  ab ©re  except  t ) 

Sarly  in  the  morning, 

At  the  break  of  day. 

It  handed  me  a  firer. 

And  he  ms  on  his  way. 

His  hand  had  wandered  Idly# 

In  the  cows©  of  which. 

His  finger  crushed  my  glory  — 

She  lousy  son-of-a-bitohl 

He  said,  "If  you  hare  a  little  girl, 
Bounce  her  on  your  knee, 

Apd  when  the  bitch  is  seventeen# 

Send  her  her®  to  me. 

M  if  you  hare  a  little  boy# 

Bounce  him  on  your  kne®. 

And  when  he  is  seventeen. 

Send  the  bastard  out  to  seal B 


*ltaa#  at  a  bail  I  mat  her, 

I  asked  her  for  a  daneej 

She  oould  tell  I  was  a  rifleman 
By  the  my  I  wore  ay  pants* 

%  shoes  were  neatly  polished, 
Uy  hair  was  neatly  cashed. 

And  after  the  ball  was  over, 

1  asked  to  take  her  home* 

*fwas  in  her;  father**  hallway 
That  she  was  led.  astray* 

*Twas  in  her  mother’s  bedroom 
That  she  first  got  her  lay* 

I  promised  her  silks  and  satins, 
■  I  promised  her  diamond  rings. 

I  promised  her  a  golden  cradle 
To  rook  her  baby  in* 

She  never  |©t  silks  or  satis®, 
.She  never  got  diamond'  rings* 

All  she  got  was  a  wooden  cradle 
To  rock  her  bastard  in*' 

Oh  .  girls ,  oh.  girls ,  take  ■warning 
And  listen  to  my  plea.* 

■Don’t  ever  trust  a  rifleman 
■An  inch 'above  your'  knee* 

8s *11  love  you  and  caress  you. 
And  say  that  he  ’ll  be  true* ■ 

But  when  your  cherry 1 s  busted* 
He’ll  say  to  hell  with  you.’ 


ft’s  th®  a  am®  the  whole  world  ever, 
ft's  the  poor  that  gets  the  blame, 
'will®  the  rioh  have  all  th®  pleasure®; 
low,  ain’t  that  a  blinking  shams! 

She  was  just  a  parson’s  daughter* 

Pur®,  unstained  was  her  fans®. 

Till  a  country  squire  earns  oourjlng. 
And  the  poor  girl  lost  her  naa®. 

So  she  want  away  to  London, 

♦fust  to  hid®  her  guilty  shame; 

Bier®  sh«  met  »n  amy  chaplain. 

One®  again  she  lost  her  name* 

leer  hi™  as  he  jaws  his  tommies. 

Warring  of  Hell’s  bright  flame; 

With  all  her  heart  she  had  trusted* 

But  still  she  lost  her  name* 

low,  he’s  la  his  riding  britches.. 
Hunting  foxes  in  the  chase , 

While  the  victim  of  his  folly 
Makes  her  living  in  disgrace. 

So  she  settled  down  In  London, 

Sinking  deeper  in  her  shame; 

Then  she  met  a  labor  leader 
0®o@  again  she  lost  h«r  name* 

How,  he’s  in  the  House  ©f  Common®, 
Making  laws  and  gaining  fame, 

While  the  victim  of  his  oleasurea 

W@.lks  th©  street  each  nicht  in  shame • 

Saen.  there  cam©  a  bloated  bishop. 
Marriage  was  the  tale  h©  told; 

There  ms  no  one  else  to  take  her. 

So  she  sold  her  soul  for  gold. 

See  her  in  her  horse  and  carriage 
Riding  daily  through  the  park; 

Though  she’s  made  a  wealthy  marriage. 
Still  she  hides  a  breaking  heart* 

la  a  cottage  down  In  Sussex 
Live  her  parents  old  and  lame. 

And  they  drink  the  win®  she  sends  them. 
But  they  never  speak  her  name. 

It’s  the  s&a®  the  whole  world  over, 
it’s  the  poor  what  gats  the  blam®, 
*11©  the  rich  have  all  the  pleasures. 
How,  ain’t  that  a  blinking  shame! 


boor  nm  mmst 
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Sh©  was  poor,  'feat  she  was  honest, 

Victim.  of  the  squire  * s  whim 
First  he  loved  her,  then  he  left  her. 

And  sha  lost  her  hsaest  name. 

Ifeen  she  ran  away  to  London, 

For  to  hide  her  grief  and  shaisss? 
there  she  net  another  squire. 

And  she  lost  her  mma  again, 

Sm  her  riding  in  her  carri&gs. 

In  the  park  and  all  so  g&jrj 
All  the  nibs  and  nobby  persons 
Gcsaa  to  pass  the  time  of  day. 

Sea  the  little  old* world  ■Tillage 
'"here  her  aged  parents  live. 

Drinking  the  champagne  she  send®  theiiij 
Bat  they  merer  can  forgive. 

In  the  rich  man*#  arms  $h®  flutters. 

Like  a  bird  with  broken  wingf 
First  he  loved  her,  then  ho  left  her. 

And  she  hasmit  got  a  ring, 

$&@  him  in  th®  splendid  mansion. 

Rate rt aiming  with  the  best, 

Ihile  the  girl  that  he  has  ruined , 
Satsrialns  a  sordid  guest. 

So®  him  in  the  Souse  of  Commons, 

Making  laws  to  put  down,  crime, 

While  the  victim  of  his  passions 

Trails  her  way  through  Bind  and  slime. 

Standing  on  the  bridge  at  midnight , 

Sh#  says*  ’’Farewell,  blighted  love,  n 
There  *g  a  scream,  a  splash  *•*  Hood  Heavens! 
ihat  is  she  undoing  of? 

Then  they  drag  her  from  the  river, 

■  Water  free*  her  clothes  they  wrong. 

For  they  thought  that  she  was  crowded  j 
gut  the  corpse  got  up  and  sangi 

"ft’i  'the  same  the  whole  'world  wsjpj 
It’s  the  poor  that  gets  the  blase. 

It’s  the  rich  that  gets  the  pleasure! 

Isn’t  it  a  blooming  shanof” 


Cmm  cams  iolui*  mm  rm  KonifAii  ^ 

In  the  hills  of  •%*%.  TirgiMf 
Lived  a  gal  itmmi  Banoy  Brown? 

She  was  the  fairest  sudden 
In  city  or  in  taw®* 

©no  day  there  earns  a  dee,®  on, 

44p®ekl»  for  a  thrill} 

B©  took  ©nr  little  fancy  Brow® 

Ismy  tip  in  the  hillsj 

She  earns  rollin'  daw®  the  mountain, 

Rollin*  down  the  mountain* 

lollin'  down  the  mountain  mighty  wist? 

For  she  didn’t  give  the  doaoon 
Th©  thrill  than  ha  was  soakin'} 

She H  as  pure  as  West  Virginia's  Bluest  skit®! 

fiian  there  oaae  a  western  ©owboy 
with  all  his  .-chaps  and  frill®} 

Ha  also  took  our  Haney  Bros® 

A-way  up  in  the  hills. 

She  earn®  rollin'  down  the  mountain* 

Roili**  down  the  mountain,. 

Rollin'  down  the  mountain  like  a  lamb} 

For  is  spits  of  all  his  urgin' 

She  still  remained  a  virgin} 

She's  as  pure  as  West.  Virginia*®  heme»saok«d  has! 

Then  there  ease  a  oity  slicker 
Hth  his  hundred  dollar  bills.} 
lad  he  took  our  little  laney  Sr own 
Away  up  in  the  hills. 

Oh,  she  stayed  up  in  the  mountains, 

She  stayed  up  in  the  mountains , 

-She  stays!  up  in  the  mountains  all  that  night} 

She  ©am®  down  next  aornin *  early, 

Mora  a  woman  than  a  girlie. 

And  her  pappy  M@k®d  ths  hussy  out  of  sight! 

Bow  she's  livin'  in  the  oity. 

Livin'  in  the  oity. 

Livin'  In  the  oity  mighty  swell} 

For  she's  through  with  cookin'  Tittles 
And  with  washin'  pots  and  kettles. 

And  the  West  Virginia  hills  can  go  to  hell! 
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ML 

'Big®®©  Field } 


Lil  was  the  Lest  oar  camp  produced, 
tad  of  all  the  gents  what  Lilian  goosed 
Hone  had  such  goosin',  nor  never  will. 
Sine®  the  Lord  raked  in  peer  Led?  Lil# 
W®  had  a  bet  in  our  town' 


there  warn’t  no  gecsor  that  could  brown 
Lil  to  a  finish,  any  style— 

And  n©  biota  ever  made  the  trial 
'Cept  Short  Fete,  the  hslfbrocd.  galoot, 
%o  wandsrsd  in  frm  Scruggin s*  Qhutc* 
Sis  bakin'  it  surprised  us  all. 

For  Fete#  he  warm't  m  big  nor  tall. 

But  vixen  ho  yanked  his  tool  out  far 
.And.  laid  it  out  across  the"  bar, 

W®  *  lowed  our  Lil  had  act  her  fat®. 

But  thar  wam't  no  bookin'  out  that  latof 
And  so  wo  tyanged  to-  have  -  the  .mill . 

Behind  the  wfeorahousa  on  the  hill,  ' 

Iher©  all  the  boys  could  get  a  s®at 
And  watch  that  halfbroed  brown  his  moat* 
Lil'g  start  was  Ilka  a  gentle  brass© 

B»t  swayed  the  noddin*”  cypress  trees. 

But  when.'  hat  up,  she  screwed  for  keeps 
And  laid  her  victims  out  in  heaps# 

She  tiled  her.  twists  and  double  biff® 

A«d  all  such  maneuvers  known  to  quiffs. 
Start  Fete  war  thar  with  every  tack 
And  tapt  out  more  jack# 

It  madd  .-tat®  oooksstoa  fairly  s lek, 

?©  see  that  halfbreed  shove  his  prick# 

She  gave  Short  Fete  a  lively  sill 
And  wore  tho  grass  half  off  the  hill, 

Till  finally  she  missed  her  shot. 

And.  Short  F@t@  had.  her  on  the  potj 
But  she  died  gam©,  just  let  me  toll. 

And  had  her  boots  on  when  she  fell# 

So  what  th©  hell.  Bill,  what  the  belli 


She  ms-  the  best  our  soap  produced. 

And  them  that  ain't  boon  screwed,  by  Lil 
Ain't  had  no  goose  or  never  will. 

For  Lil*®  boon  took  away* 

'Swas  a  standing  bet  around  our  town 

That  no  on®  could  screw  her  and  damn  her  down# 

For  when  Lil  screwed,  she  so rawed  for  keeps. 

And  piled  her  victims  up  in  heaps. 


But  down  from  the  north  case  Yukon.  Pete, 
Pot®  from  the  land  w here  tho  winters  meet# 
Bhen  he  laid  hi®  cock  cut  on  the  bar. 

The  dawn  thing  reached  from  her®  to  thar# 

f%  all  knew  Lil  had  met  her  fata. 

But  w®  Couldn't  back  down  that  thar  late# 
So  It  was  arranged  derm  by  tho  mill 
Back  of  the  schcclhcus®  on  the  hill* 


* hen  all  the  hoys  eetald  get  a  seat 
And  vat  eh  that  half«breod  bury  his  moat, 
141  started  out  like  an  autumn  hr® ©a® 
whistling  through  the  hemlock  trees* 


She  tried  the  twist  and  double  hunt 
And  all  the.  tricks  what  *  s  tecs®  to  cunt. 

But  |h>te  was  with  her  every  lick 
And.  just  kept  reeling  out  more  prick. 

At  last  poor  111  just  had  to  stop 
For  Pets  had  nailed  her  on  the  spot. 

Her  clothes  were  tattered  and  torn  to. shreds 
And  scattered  all  ever  the  cactus  beds, 

the  sod  was  ripped  for  miles  around 
Utter#  poor  Lil  *s  ass  had  hit  the  ground  $ 

But . she  died  game,  X*»  her©  te  tell, 

Bled  with  her  boots  on  where  she  foil I 
i©  what  the  hell*  boys,  whet  the  ho 111 

t.SSJL  WtSSSL  Sin.  Ml  \  ^  t  Wtl 

©hf  her  name  was  Lil,  and  she  me  a  beauty* 

She  lived  In  a  house  of  ill  repute®, 
the  men  all  came  from  far  to  see  . 

Lilian  la  her  deshabille, 

0l»i  Lily  in  her  deshabille# 

She  was  comely,  she  ms  fair. 

She  had  lovely  yellow  hair. 

But  she  drank  too  much  of  the  demon  rum, 

Ahd  she  smoked  hashish  sad  op  in®* 

©ho,  sh®  smoked  hashish  and  opium# 

.Bow  day  by  day  her  cheeks  grew  thinner 
Because  of  the  lack  of  protein  in  her. 

She  grew  two  hollows  in  her  chest 

fill  she  had  to  go  around  'completely  dressed, 

©fee,  she  had  to  go  around  completely  dressed I 

She  went  to  see. the  house  physician 
To  prescribe  for  her  condition, 

'You  have  got,  *  the  doctor  say, 

"Per-nish-i-us  anem-t-a. 

©ho,  psr»nish*»i-us  a»m«4»&4  ” 

She  took  treatments  in  the  sun, 

She  even  tried  Scott’s  emul-si-on, 
three  times  daily  she  took  yeast. 

But  still  her  clientele  decreased,  ■ 

Oho,  still  her  clientele  decreased# 

low  it  may  be  said  of  her.  cli-cn- telly. 

That  it  rested  mainly  on  her  belly. 

And  whoa  she  covered  her  belly  with  cloth, 

Scr  clientele  grew  exceedingly  wroth* 

©ho,  her.  clientele  grew  exceedingly  wroth# 
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Sow  clothes  may  asks  a  girl  go  far. 

Bat  they  have  no  place  on  a  fills  da  Joi«| 

And  Lily1 a  troubles  they  began 
Hies  she  concealed  her  abdomen# 

Oho,  when  she  o  ones  ala  <5  her  abdomenf 

As  she  lay  there  in  her  dishonor 

Sh©  felt  the  hand  of  the  Lord  noon  her. 

She  said,  "Oh,  Lord,  1  do  repent. 

But  that's  gonna  aost  you  thirty-five  cent, 

■  Oho,  that's  gonna  cost  you  thrlty~fiv®  cent  I® 


LYDIA  FBKHAM 


.  f 

Eav®  you  over  hoard  of  Lydia  Piakhara  *'• 

And  -her  compound  so  refined. 

It  turned  pricks,  to  flowering  fountains 
And  mad©  ousts  grow  on  behind? 

Pion.  .ipll.1  alnr.  :pttll  slug.#  ■ 

m*U  Mm  M  LMM  lijaMm, 

Mm. Isl  M  M&  k man  im&*  f 

Mm  Jim  awlaieihft  1 

lb®.  jaIU,lafc  ssssfeMi. 

ted...  tjho  papers,  publish  her,  face! 


~fk>j 


Widow  Brown  she  had  no  children 
Though  she  lowed  them  very  dear. 

So  she  took,  sh©  swallowed,  she  gargled 

Some  vegetable  compound, 

ted  now  she  has  them  twice  a  year! 

Willie  Smith  had  peritonitis. 

And  he  couldn't  piss  at  all. 

So  he  took,  he  swallowed,  he  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  he  's  a  hnaan  mter-fallA 

Mrs#  Jones  had  rotten  kidney® | 

Poor  old  lady  couldn't  pee* 

So  she  took,  sh©  swallowed,  she  gargled 

Some  vegetable  compound, 

ted  now  they  pipe  her  to  the  seal 

Geraldine  she  had  no  breastworks. 

And  sh©  couldn't  fill  her  blouse* 

So  sh®  took,  she  swallowed,  she  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  they  milk  her  with  the  cows! 


Arthur  Ihite  had  been  castrated, 

AM,  had  not  a  single  nut, 

So  he  took,  he  sups  11  ©wed,  he  gargled. 

Some  vegetable  expound, 

ted  now  they  hang  all  round  his  butt! 


’  Walter  Hack  ms  a  boarded  lady*  -  i 
And  his  pecker  wouldn't  peek* 

So  hs  took,  he  swallowed*  ho  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound,  ' 

And  now  it’s  as  1  ong  as  a  giraffe’s  n€®kl 


Plakh.aa’.s, 


Oh*  Srs#  Jones  had  a  pregnant  daughter# 

And  oh*  the  pain  was  hard  to  hear* 

So  she  gave  her  a  bottle  of  flompound. 

And  she  dropped  her  cargo  ri^it  under  the  stalri 


$&  mill  Jtlflk  a.  drink  a.  drink 

M  nm.  flskf 

$kS.'MMML  j£  th®  ImmLXMM? 

Jim  .Iggatej.  &  .ifljgit.imft.to  o^ESMi* 

ML  sm  all  Jim  Mil  ..rafellah  hen  SmsJ 

Oh,  little  Johnny#  the  little  bastard. 
Through  masturbation  had  lost  his  vlmj 
So  wo  gave  him  two  bottles  of  Compound# 
AM  now  the  rabbits  all  ©trey  him! 

Oh#  little.  Willy#  the  little  fuefewup, 
Gould  pass  no  water  —  oh,  none  at  all. 

So  we  gave  him  three  bottles  of  Compound# 
And  now  he  clears  a  tea-foot  wall. 


A  for  the  Artful  word ' he  uses. 

I  for  the  Hush  as  she  gently  refuses, 

G  for  the  Creep  of  his  hand  up  her  legs, 

D  for  the  *B«nfhw  as  she  quietly  begs# 

E  for  the  Excitement  when  his  hand  gate  higher. 

F  for  the  Foaling  of  ticklish  desire# 

®  for  the  Gasp  as  her  sweat  snot  he  touches  * 

H  for  her  Helplessness  fast  in  his  clutch©®. 

Z  for  the  Itching  which  makes  her  foal  hot, 

J  for,  the  Jumps  as  he  touches  her  spot, 

K  for  the  Kiss  with  which  he  rewards  her# 

I#  for  the  hove  he  now  has  towards  her, 

Sf  for  the  Move  they  sake  into  bed* 

1  for  the  feat  way  her  legs  are  outspread# 

0  for  the  ©pening  thereby  revealed, 
f  for  the  Pencil 'already  pooled* 

Q  for  th®  Queer  feeling  she  has  when  it's  in* 

1  for  the  Rapture  even  though  It  is  sin, 

S  for  the  Strokes  which  war  stronger  and  stronger 
T  for  the  Throbs  which  she  want®  to  last  longer# 

G  for  the  Unction  which  comes  with  a  rush# 

V  for  the  Vim  which  attends  a  last  push, 

M  for  the  Wishes  to  d©  it  again, 

X  for  the  Ssstasy  girls  find  In  men# 

Y  for  the  Teaming  which  comes  from  desire, 

2  for  the  foal  which  the  pleasure  inspires. 


I'm  only  at  sterilised  heiress, 

A  butt  for  the  laughter  of  rube®, 

I'a  comely  and  rich  '  ' 

But  a  •venomous  bitch  »»  ‘ 

%•  aether  —  ran  off  with  »y  tubes* 

S(L  Ms.  SSL  lm»  mother.*  von  laatjarAJ 
SSm.  J2sfi&  2Ua.  m  tmSMm  t&m* 
Icstorc  IE  abdomen 

And  make  me  a  -woman  -• 

I  web  ta  ms  jsii  2®.  Tm  Mm* 

Imagine  tap  stark:  consternation 
At  fooling  a  surgeon:  *@  rude  hand® 

? Exploring  ay  person 
.fag©  Alas®  McPherson) 

.And  then  rudely  snatching  my  glands* 


»  fis.  rm>  as^Aaal,  monsters* 

-Sealsl  22E  Ja  handle  sqj;  Amt 
&  Mssmls.  MaMse., 

&  .Sli.tar.la.  ifeglafciat 

I  asM  s.  strong  s§nisss  jass.t 

the  butler  and  so©  ©ad -man  snub  m$ 

Vo  more  will  they  use  my  door  k@y§ 
the  Cook  fro®  Samoa 
las  spermatozoa  »» 

For  others,  but  never  for  s»* 

Sk»  Mm.  m  xm.»  jj&feis.  servants  i 

SUfe.  2SME.  e trope  predilection  jfya  ^orp. 
the.  ear^I  £SZ  paternity? 
oaggl y©  fflv  infirmity  **. 
a  J&Cl  iigi  be  fun  meet? 

Shat  ruling  in  court  can  repay  me 

For  losing  sty  peas  »in»th e«pod f 
Vtp  j&pms  fecundity 
Turned  to  morbundity  »- 

Like  field1 ord,  I'll  *  have  to  try  Sod* 

Hi a  Ms.  m  sm»  jusasl^gMs.  &M . 

I  3U&  IS  JadA  bubbles,  jf.  Jggj* 

Take  am?  mv  hot,  flashes 
And  menopause  rashes 

Mi  i®t  m  jfeal  might  as  ahosti 


y m  irm  buffered  j 

With  all  sorts  of  horrible  pain** 

I’va  had  awry  ailment,  1  reckon. 

Prom  rapture  to  varicose  reins. 

Heurltis  with  ms’s  <joit®  a  hobby. 

And  X’v©  bunions  and  corns  on  my  feat. 

Will®  I  seem  to  breed  stones  in  my  bladder 
Like  bloody  great  lumps  of  concrete. 

I’ve  spent  a  small  fortune  at  chemists 

.ted  lain  monthly  in  hospital  beds. 

But  the  stuff  1  hare  taken  to  shift  me 

lag  torn  my  poor  arsehole  to  shreds I 

I’ve  a  sciatic  nerve  that’s  a  torture. 

And  I’m  told  I*ve  a  valvular  heart, 
while  I  strain  like  a  bloody  buck  navvy 
Before  I  can  settees®  out  a  fart  I 

$h«  rheumatic  gout  in  my  fingers 
Has  made  them  all  sizes  and  shapes, 

Whilst  the  piles  that  I’ve  got  up  my  dirt -box 

Just  hang  like  a  big  bunch  of  grapes  I 

My  digestion  at  tines  is  quit©  stupid} 

If  I  hav®  a  square  meal  I  feel  sick} 

And  I  got  an  unpleasant  sensation 

Like  gnats  gnawing  holes  in  my  prick! 

Uric  acid,  they  say,  is  the  trouble , 

And  1  don’t  mind  telling  you  this} 

I’ve  got  to  whistle  the  Last  lose  of  Summer 
fo  got  my  old  doodle  to  piss* 

And  as  far  as  a  ®°d  damn  erection, 
fh@  idea  is  simply  absurd} 
for  my  prick’s  like  an  undersized  m&gsrot 
And  as  soft  as  a  young  baby’s  bird. 

Bespit®  the  advice  I  keep  taking, 
there  isn’t  a  day  I  feel  fit} 

AM  it  takes  half  a  pound  of  gunpowder 
"Before  1  can  possibly  shit. 


So  you  see,  I  spend  hours  In  the  crap-house. 
Or  groaning  and  moaning  in  bed. 

And  my  pal©  simply  mutter  when  passing, 
"Ain’t  it  time  the  old  bastard  was  deadi n 


vut  saw .  ctsM®:  *a  mmm 

fott  can  see  me  wid  m&  little  cart  upon  the  street  each  day. 

Cleanin'  after  horses,  Bor  ’whieh  Ofc  gets  |ood  payj 
Oi  likes  to  clean  an*  sweep  an*  dodge  around  the  team®. 

But  at  might#  01  gits  in  m  twit#  Oi  haw  *ueh  terrible  dreamt | 

0i  sees (horseshit  on  the  oeilin^an*  horseshit  on  the  floor. 

Horse shit  on  ths  tete-a-tete  an*  horse shit  by  the ■door,  ■ 

Horseshit  in  the  sugar-bowl,  horseshit  in  the  chair, 

Horseshit  in  me  Whiskers,  an*  horseshit  every  where  I 

She  host  friends  sweepers  have  is  the  little  English  sparrer? 

Stir®,  they ‘a  eat  more  horseshit  in  on©  day  than  could  go  in  a  wheelbarrer* 
But  in  spite  of  all  the  sparrers  at,  an*  Oi  cleans  arid  me  broom. 

In  me  dreams  there's  loads  of  horseshit  piled  all  around  the  room.' 

there's  horseshit  in  the  mtor-pail,  an'  horseshit  in  the  sink, 
Horseshit  in  every 'bite  1  oat,  an*  ovary  drop  Q^drinkj 
Horseshit  on  the  pilly-ahaas  an*  horseshit  is  tie  bed* 

Sometimes  01  think  there's  nothin*  hut  horseshit  in  me  head! 

lie  wo  if  e  says  it*s  the  noite-mars  that  makes  me  act.  so  had. 

For  Oi  tsars  up  all  the  hod-clothes,  an*  screams  an*  yells  like  mad ? 
ifeis  morula*  about  half  past  thray,  Oi  nearly  lost  mo  head. 

For  Oi  thought  the  nette-mar®  *d  boon  there  an*  shit  all  round  me  hod! 


0 


low 

An' 

But 

For 


01  saw  hors a shit  on  the  duro-mat,  an*  horseshit  in  the  hall, 
Horseshit  in  the  kitchen  stove  an*  horseshit  on  the  wall, 

Hof’s  as  hit  in  ms  poonkin  px@  an*  ten  the  windy-pane. 

An*  the  doctor  told  me  woif©  that  Oi  have,  horssshit  on  the  brain! 

they're  build-in*  wagons  to  be  run  by  steam,  that  never  shits,  bserob 
bye  an*  bya^  when  they  gets  plinty.  Of  suppose  0**11  lose  me  lob," 
all  things  happen  for  the  best,  and  praps  'twill  save  a©  loi**e, 

Oi'Bi  crazy  sow  from  horseshit,  and  it *s  nearly  kilt  me  wolfs! 


# 


fh®  staff  of  the  hospital  was  getting  suits  vexed; 

!h@  antics  of  a  patient  there  had  got  them  all  perplexed* 
He'd  had  his  operation  now  for  pretty  near  a  week. 

But  hadn't  shown  'm  Inclination  yet  to  take  a  leak. 

they  filled  him  full  of  lemon  juice  and  orange  juice  and  tea. 
And  yet  he  didn't  sees  to  have  the  least  desire  t©  pecf 
they  took  him  to  the  bathroom  and  turned  the  faucets  on, 

* Cause  running  wa ter »n"« 'posed  to  bring  the  urine  on. 


Bio  patient  simply  stood  there  like  a  person  paralyzed; 

Sc  they  decided  they  would  have  to  have  hist  psycho-analysed. 
Si-ay  made  him  say  %h@  alphabet  begiimlBg  A  B  0f 
But  -though  he  got  to  H  If  0,  ha  couldn't  got  to  P, 

fhey  tried,  to  hypnotize  hi®,  and  they  got  hi®  in  a  trance. 
But  the  only  thing  that  happened  ms  a  doctor  wet  his  pants; 
Biey  found,  that  kindness,,  sympathy,  and  tact  wore  so  avail. 
And  thought  that  sterner  measures' new  might  possibly  prevail. 


Jhey  raged  and  stormed  and  threatened  him,  each  doctor  getting  madder 
But  the  patient  turned  to  each  of  thorn  with  unresponsive  b  ladder  * 

Sion  someone  on  the  staff  had  a  bright  idea  and  said, 

’’Sunoose  we  try  him  with  a  glass  of  "bear  instead?  * 

Si©  patient  pricked  his  ears  up  and  before  he'd  had  a  drop, 
fie  started  urinating*  and  they  couldn't  .make  him  stop! 

And  that's  the  story,  gentlemen,  though  it  may  sound  rather  queer. 

Of  how  a  common  fellow  in  a  flash  became  a  peer* 


C^k-i  n  ra*  tkiw^ 


Among  maidens  forlorn, . 
that  (the  older  the  bqfltjje. 
Hie  sniffer  the  horn*)  . 
But  l'r@  been  around 


And  I,  know*  which  is  why 
I  say  it's  a' ©has taut  ' 
And  all  a  damn  He* 


Prom .twenty  to  thirty, 

|f  a  man  lire#  right. 

It's  once  in  the  morning 
And  twice  every  night* 

Fro®  thirty. to  forty. 
Without,  any.  warning,  . 

He  misses  a  morning 
Or  outs  out  the  night* 

Proa  forty  to  fifty 
It's  now  and  then* 

From  fifty  to  sixty 
It's  Sod  knows  whoa* 

Proa  sixty  on  up. 

If  he's  still  inclined*  «  * 
Don't  let  him  kid  you  »** 
It's  all  in  his  mind* 


Hth  women  it  As  different* 

It's  morning  and -night 
fiegardle ss  of ■ whether 
fhey  live  wrong  or  night* 

Ago  makes  no  difference, 

Shsy'rs  always  Inclined# 
fhey  have  nothing  to  get  ready, 
Sxeopt  .saybe  their  mind# 

So  after  all  : 

Is  said  and  done, 

A  man  of  sixty  has 
Finished  his  runt 
.But  a  woman  of  sixty 
(And  figures  don't  lie) 

Can  take  the  eld  man 
fill  her  time  eomes  to  die* 


^SSova  It  h«»%  imdtm  it  home*  (inches  ©no,  Inches  mm) 

1  gave  h*r  inches  one. 

Show  it  honwy  .(foehes  was) 

I  gw®  her  inches  ©net 

Si®  said,  "johnny,  al»*t  it  ftml# 

Put  your,  bally'  close  to  n&tm 
And  show  it  bonol ; 


So  I  F*ay©  her  inches  two* 

SBby®  it  home,  shove  it  hoiac#  (Xmhes  ®w#g>»  inches  to®) 

So  I  gw®  her  inches  two* 

*»««  it  hwej  (Ihohes  two) 

So  t  her  Inches  two* 

Sio  said*  Johnny*  1  love  vmit 
Put  your  bally  close  to  mine 
And  show  it  htumi* 

S*  ®»®  says,  Mohnny,  got  to  pee*,# 

##  She  says*  "Johnny,  t  want  siore,,* 

8#  She  says*  hlohnny,  look  allvei,., 

6#  She  says*  wl*ve  §®®»  bigger  urittesl*,. 

f*  She  says*  *tJ©fXy,  ©ln*t  it  h«avon|,», 

8#  She  says*  H,jQhmv,  fMa  Is  *?roaiJ,*» 

9*  Sh«  a?. vs,  Vohimv,  aio»t  it  final,,. 


10,  She  say®,  B0an*t  you  e»?  agalnt,,* 

<0r»  ,i,ya  seen. better  menl,„)  (inches 

lie  I  gave  her  inches  twenty, 

Sho^°  **  home,  shove  it'  hornet  (Inches  twenty,  laches  twenty) 

So  I  gave  her  inches  twenty. 

Shove  it  homes 

So  X  gave  her  Inches  twenty# 

She  said,  Johnny,  that* a  »<**»lentyl 
Put  your  pecker  In  yonr  neats 
■And  shove  off  hose I w 
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„ESLB3?  V  4*i :  VuSdJiiJ&a, 

Qt  laid  my  hand  m  har  toaji  v  V,U!  V<U  1 

%st  !i  tilts,  MM  Betty,  my  dear  fn 
"Tmt  tiokls-to®  «***  0012s  tlokle  up  ay  tm  #»oa  moni* 

1  MM  my  hand  Amm  ©s  her  shin* 

**%at  Is  this,  MAi  Betty,  asy  aaarf* 

T,3hXs,  shioMo-shmok,  tm,  tiefcl#»t m,  t«t  tickle  m 

ajr  toe  ©so®  moral w 

I  laid  ay  hand  down  os  her  tetwaf 

-hat  is  this,  kind  Batty,  my  dear? " 

thieklo»«fa»o,  shin,  shtoMo-ihij^,  too,  ttoKls*. 
to#,  ookw  ttokia  up  ay  to®  obgs  aorol R 

1  laid  hand  down  on  her  thigh  $ 
ttKtmt  is  this,  kind  B«tt  y$  my  dm,rfn 
nTnlgh,  thioklo-tiiigh,  tea®,  thiokla-too®,  shin,  shiofe- 
l««shaofe,  to®,  tiofclowto®,  00m  tfokl©  t m  mr  too 
o aoo  moral B 


X  laid  sty  head  dom  on  hsr  coekj 

^hat  is  this,  kind  Boit^,  my  <imrfn 
^ml  black  000k,  thigh,  thisklo-thigh,  low®,  thioklm 

ksoo,  snzn,  shl0*cl®**sli  i&t ,  vo^i ,  t ioklo«*too,  c cm® 
ticfclo  up  ay  too  omo  moral  " 

1  laid  ay  hand  down  on  her  holly* 

,  Is  this,  kind  Betty,  m  d®<:r?n 

Slslly  for  to  fuofc,  coal  blaok  000k,  thigh,  thloldew 
thij^t,  kn#9,  thiofcls-kma,  shin,  shioklo-slwek, 
too,  tiokla-toa,  corn  tioklo  tin  mv  too  ones  moral " 

I  laid  ay  Viand  dot*®  en  her  breast f 
%hat  is  this,  kind  Betty,  ray  do‘iT'f,f 
’Breast  for  to  suck,  belly  for' to  fuak,  coal  black  cock, 
thi$a,  thiokl@**thlfh,  knee,  tblokle-kmi,  shin, 
shioklc-shnok,  toe,  tloklo-fo®,  oo?«s  tickle  t»  mr 
too  erne  morel n 


toy  hand  down  on  her  mouth | 
is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?*' 

‘loath  for  to  kiss,  broeat  for  to  suck,  holly  for  to 
fuok,  Goal  black  cook,  thigh,  thlokla*»thlgh,  kno®, 
thioklo^feaee,  shin,  shiokla-shaok,  too,  tickl®-*to®, 
tiokls  up  say  too  once  moral* 


JOBBUOttHi 

iaviar  ©oft®s  trm  virgin  sturgeon, 

Virgin  sturgeon'  is  a  fish. 

Virgin  sturgeon  needs  no  urgin', 

®iat *s  why  caviar's  a  very  rare  dish* 

SSSBBSht  -ttMBDflh.  ooma3.h>nah-t>a.h . 

QSmsk>  QfLBSaah.  p«pah~pah~£>ah* 

1  fed 'caviar  to  my  girl-friend. 

She  was  a  virgin  tried  and  tr us. 

How  my  girl-friend  needs  no  urgin' j 
there  ain't  anything  she  won't  do! 

2  fed  caviar  to  ay  grandpas 

He  was  a  man  of  ninety-four  (three). 

Screams  and  cries  wore  heard  from  grandaa, 
Grandpa  had  her  on  the  floor  (up  a .tree). 

Class  in  astronomy,  learning  about  stars, 
teacher  asked.  Willie,  Have  you  seen  Marat* 
willie  answered,  nice  and  outs, 

*’I  ain't  seen  ma's,  hut  pa's  got  a  beaut J  ** 

Postman  called  the  first  of  May, 

Policeman,  ease  the  very  next  day. 

Bin®  months  later  out  came  J  immy  j 
Who  fired  first  the  blue  or  the  gray? 

Ihree  little  girls,  all  powdered  and  painted. 
Set  three  little  hoys  behind  the  school. 

Two  of  thorn  laid  and  the  other  one  fainted? 
Wasn't  she  a  God-damned  fcolt 

1  put  caviar  in. the  soda* 

Shat-  livened  up  the  party,  sure# 
that  am  I  doing,  stripped  down  naked? 
thought  thssa  girls  wore  sweet  and.  purs. 

X  fed  caviar  to  say  mistress ? 

She  always  did  it  cheerfully, 
low  she  does  if  with  a  VApgeanoa  — 

Oh,  my  tod,  it's  kitting  me  I 


3SE  *f©ttT  f  IK® 


It 


1  m„  tt ter©  ms  a  Jelly  tinker 
Hho  came  over  from  Franc®  , 

Oame  over  especially 
fo  learn  to  tmk  and  dans®* 

Mm  a  MwtMie  Mtsa-Msm 

Ms# 

Ijag.  a  baM.aj-Mg&g.  MM 

Y.P11,  tiia  ship  which  he  earn  ever  am 
The  women  vmro  so  few*  . 

First  he  fucked  the  captain* 
then.  ha  fucked  the  crew* 

tell,  the  ship  which  he  cam©  back  in 
The  women'  had  the  poxj 
So  he  shinnied  wp  the  mast, 

And  he  Talked  the  doable  blocks, 

AM  ha  treat  .in  the  cabin 
To  get  a  glass. of  older, 
tod  there  he  found  a  bed-bug 
A* Jerkin*  off  a  spider. 

lew  ay  song  is  ended}' 

J  can’t  sing  any  .more? 

The  apple  *s  up  ay  ass  hole. 

And  you  can  have  the  coral 

2, 

There  ms  a  Jolly  tinker, 
tod  he  easts  from  ©afigare®, 

Vvith  a  half  a  yard  of  fungus 
Hanging  down  below  his  Imes* 


aft.  Ms.  Xm#.JLa?ig. 

SsMrmmm  IsMms.  skmMl* 

Looking  for  a  aorimmare 

SmM.'%ks.M2Msk§m* 

the  landlady*  s  daughter, 
©oaing  fPo®  the  ball. 

Saw  tn®  jolly  tinker 
Lashing  piss  against  the  wall* 

w0h,  tinker,  oh,  tinker, 

I*m  in  love  with  you  I 
©h,  tinker,  oh,  tinker, 

■nil  half  a  dollar  do?* 


Oh,  he  screwed  her  in  the  parlor, 
1®  fucked  her  In  the  hall, 

AM  the  servants  said,  "By  #«sus, 
He’ll  be  jumping  on  us  all*  M 


*$h,  daughter ,  oh,  -daughter, 
tm  mre  a  silly  fopl 
to  got  to  fuoklng  with  a  man 
ihose  tool  is  like  a  mule!  ** 

,Qh,  mother,  oh,  mother, 

1  thought  that  I  was  abl®f 
But  he  split  a®  up  the  bally 
From  the  ouat  up  to  the  navel! B 


MfcMSltt’S  SQW 

■~*\B yi  Jim  tolly) 

City  name  is  Sam  McCall, 

And  1  ootrn  from.  Pone  gal, 

And  1  have  no  balls  at  all,  ball®  at  all. 

Oh,  ray  name  is  Sam  jieiall,  Sam  McCall, 

And  1%  the  greatest  stud  that  over  had  a  stall, 
lad  a  stall* 

Oh,  I  kicked  the  boards  all  out 

l%en  the  women  cam©  about  j 

low  1  have  no  balls  at  all,  balls  at  all, 

there  can  be  no  rotas  for  balls 
’'hen  your  penis  fills  the  stalls,  , 

Fills  the  stalls. 

Oh,  the  girlies  laugh  and  sing 
At  th©  joy  1  always  bringf 
Damn  it  all, 

Damn  it  all. 

Damn  it  all J  ' 

Oh,  when  I  •■"as  just  a  lad. 

My  mother  and  my  dad  ^ 

Had  to  out  me  in  a  tent  to  hide  tie'll,  hid©  it  all 

for  they  know  whan  girls  discover 
A  big  penis  In  a  lover. 

It  would  be  tho  last  of  any  lad.  from  Donegal, 
Donegal , 

And  when  Barnura  came  to  Dublin, 

Is  my  father  kept  a-fcroublin*, 

fo  make  a  oirous  freak  of  Sam  McCall,  Sam  McCall* 

For  ha  knew  that  all  the  women 
'Alth  passion  would  bo 

fo  get  a  private  look  at  3am  McCall,  Sam  McCall* 
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worn 

In  olden  days  there  Hired  a  maid 
Ifto  plied  a  vary  ancient  trade j 
It  was  a  trade  of  ill  repute*  . 

In  fact  she  was  a  prostitute, 

&Agk  iifi.  -feCoogalna, 

Jfef.  Ifafifit  si  simmlm* 

leigh  ho  Kafoozalum. 

3£m  i&ag&feag.  jil  jl  rahfrM 

She  had  a  hush*  *tw&s  very  black# 
la  fact  the  thing  could  quite  contract 
f©  fit  the  tool  of ’ any  fool 
that  fucked  in  all  Jerusalem* 

learby  there  lived  a  bastard  tall 
With  prick  sc  hard  could  break'  a  wall* 
*Tssras  rumored  he  had  ridden  all 
The  harlots  of  Jerusalem# 

One  day  returning-  from,  ’.a  sore® 

His  customary  hard  had  ho, 

Ha  spied  beneath  a  nearby  tree 
The  harlot  called  Kafoozalwra* 

d'ith  many  a  nod  and  glancing  look 
She  led  him  to  a  nearby  brook 
AM  from  his  bulging  pants  she  took 
The  pride  of  all  Jerusalem, 

3h@  took  his  oride  with  aim  to  please. 
And  rubbed  it  gently  ‘twist  her  knees* 
The  bastard  showered  all  the  trees 
And  drowned  out  half  Jerusalem# 

■The  bastard  he  was  underslung* 

He  missed  the  oust,  and  hit  the  bung* 
AM  didn’t  stop  till  ho  hit  the  dung 
In  the  asshole  of  Eafoo&aiunu 

Kafoog&lum  she  knew  her  art* 

She  arched  her  back  and  blew  a  fart 
And  sent  the  bastard  like  a  dart 
®v@r  ail  Jerusalem* 


eaiisfow®  caunoros 


|n  fourteen  hundred  and  ninety  two 
A  Sago  fr«®  Jtally 
Ifalked  the  streets  of  Sunny  Spain 
A-sh outing,  "Hot  taaalel *  * 

la  Mss  tj>&  mz3A  sm.  xasaAr&t 
Sis.  &&LU,  taft  is  £bsl  gromi~oj 
J§»&  MAh.  s-o.mn.-TOar~1t.0h.,. 

3!3s&£  syphilitic  .gcsft-.af»,f,~M.tgh. 

Iffy?.,  Shriotsoph^y,  fio.l-umh.o> 

Ooltiabo  mmt  unto-  the  queen 
And  asked  for  ships  and  Cargo* 

And  said t  *»  a  -dirty .  8 on-ef~a -bitch 
If  1  do <nH  bring  back  Chicago! * 

Columbo  paced  upon  .the  dock; 

If®  know  it  .was  his  duty; 

He  laid  his  whang  into* his  hand 
Aik!,  said,  "Ain ’t  that  a  beauty?” 

A  little  girl  walked  up  th®  desk 
And.  peeked  in  through  th©  keyhole; 

Ho  knocked = her  down  upon  her  brown 
And  shored  it  in  her  poo-hole. 

She  sprang  aloft j  hor  pants  fell  off. ; 
The  villain  still  pursued  her; 
fhe  white  of  an  eg?  rolled  down  her  leg 
the  son-of~a»bi.toh  had  ©©rawed  her! 

Bach  sailor  on  Colombo* s  ship 
Had  each  his  private  knothole; 

But  Golurabo  was  a  superman. 

And  h©  used  a  padded,  porthole! 

Ooluiabo  had.  a  cabin  boy; 

B©  lovod  him  Ilk©  a  brother j 
ABd  every  night  they  went  to  bed 
And  laid  upon  each  other. 

For  forty  days  and.  forty  nights 
They  sailed  in  search,  of  booty; 

They  spied,  a  whoro  upon  the  shore  — 

My  God,  she  was  a  beauty! 

All  the  men  jumped  overboard, 

A»shedding  coats  and  dollars; 

In  fifteen  minutes  by  th®  ©look 
She  made  ton  thousand  dollars! 

Those  ware  the  days  of  no  clap  cure; 

The  doctors  wore  not  many; 

Th©  only  doc*  that  h©  could  find 
’%s  a  son-of ~a«*bitoh  named  Benny, 

Columbo  strode  up  to  the  doc  ’  j 
His  smile  serene  and.  placid; 

The  God -damned  doc 1  burned  off  his  oock 
^ith  hydrochloric  acid. 


fh©  ©Id  man  ©am©  horn®  th©  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  b®j 
He  saw  a  hors®  stand  la  the.  stable, 
Wher©  his  hors®  ought  to  be. 

nMy  dearest  trite ,  my  darling  wife. 

My  am  dear  wife,’*  said  hcj 
%ho®«  hors®  is  that  there  in  the  stall, 
Where  my  hors©  ought  to  be?" 

”fou  blind  fool,  you  4aau»4  fool. 

Can't  you  plainly  ssa? 

That's  the 'heifer  calf 
Tour  mother  sent  to  mo. * 

flIt*s  a  long  road  X*ve  tray© led. 

And  many  a  rail©  it  used  to  be> 

I«t  harness  ©a  a- heifer  calf- 
I  never  before  did  3a©.  * 


the'  ©Id  man  cam®  hen©  th©  .other  night 

■  As  drunk  a©,  he  could  b®f 
He  saw  a  hat  upon  the  ra ok. 

Where  his  hat  ought  to  be, 

’My  dearest  wife,  ray  darling  wife. 

My  own  dear  wife,  ”  said  h©| 
r^hod©  hat  is  that  unon  th©  rack, 

■  ltt#r@  my  hat  ought  to  bet* 

"Ton  damned  fool,  you  blind  fool, 
0an*t  you  plainly  see? 

That's  nothing  but  the  chamber-pot 
four  mother  sent  to'  a©*  ” 

"It's  a  long  road  I’ve  traveled. 

And -many  a  rail©  it  used  to  bej 
But  ©ar-flaps  on  a  chamber-pot 
1  never  before  did  see. * 


Th©  old  iBfta  came  home  th©  other  night 
As  drunk  as  h@  could  be$ 

1©  saw  a  eoat  upon  th®  wall, 

■Where  his  coat  ought  to  be, 

’My  dearest  wife,  ray  darling  wife. 

My  own  dear  wife,”  said  k@f 
Bth.os@  ©oat  is  that  upon  th©  wall. 
Where  my  coat  ought  to  bet " 

”You  cl  sane  a  fool,  you  blind  fool. 
Can't  you  plainly  s©@t 
Shot's  the  now  petticoat 
four  mother  sent  to  s»# w 


"It’s  a  long  r§A|||§*ii«  trawled* 
And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 
But  sleeves  upon,  a  petticoat 
I  never  Before  did  soc. m 


Oio  old  man  came  Homo  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  he; 

JBt  saw  a  head  upon  the  bed, 

Iher®  his  Hoad  ought  to  ho, 

"My  dearest  wife,  j ay  darling  wife* 
tty  own.  dear  wife,"  said  ho; 

"hhose  head  is  that  upon  the  bed* 
there  my  head  ought  to  be?" 

’You  damned  fool,,  you  blind  fool, 
Can’t  you  plainly  see  ? 

fhat’s  the  cabbage-head 
Your  mother  sent  to  mo* * 

"It’s  a  long  road  I’ve  traveled. 

And  .many  a  mile  it  used  to  he  5 

But  hair  upon  a  cabbage -head 
1  never  before  did  see,* 


fha  old  man  cam®  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  be; 

Ha  saw  a  thing  up  is  her  thing, 
liner®  his  thing  ought  to  be. 

*lly  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife, 
tty  own  dear  wife,"  said  hej 
%hose  thing  is  that  up  in  your  thing, 
Yhar®  ay  thing  ought  to  be?  " 

'You  damned  fool ,  you  blind  fool, 

Can’t  you  plainly. see? 
feit’s  the  rolling  pin 
Your  mother  sent  to  mo.  ** 

"It’s  a  long  road  I*vo  traveled. 

And  many  a  mils  it  used  to  be? 

But  a  rolling-pin  with  bal locks  on 
I  never  before  did  see »  " 


»S  BALL  OP  BALL  Are  f* 

•fwas  the  gathering  of  the  clansmen* 
AM  all  ill#  lasts  were  there# 

A**l yin*  with  Hi®  lassies 
An*  stroking  silky  hair* 

Hie  king  ms  in  his  count lng-*hous« 
Amounting  out.  his.  mosey? 
fha  queen  wa®  in  tha  parlor 
A**playis*'  with  her  bunny* 

Therofwas  fuckin'  in  the  pari or? 
There  ’’'was  fuckin'  in  the  sticks. 

Y®  kittna  hear  the  music.. 

Per  th®  swishln*  c*  the  pricks# 

The  farmer *s  daughter  she  was  there, 
A-standip*  .out  in  front?  : 

A  wreath  *#i||pos®s  In  her  hair 
An*  a  carrot  in  her  oust# 

There  are  ousts  wi *  the  syphilis# 
la* .  ousts  wi*  the  piles# 

An*  cunts  wi*  their  assholes 
All  wreathed  tip  in  smiles* 

Under  the  spreading  Chestnut  tree 
The  Tillage  idiot  stands # 

Arms  in*  himself  hv  aims  In*  himself 
to*  oatchin*  the  drips  in  his  hands* 

Hie  preacher's  wife  she  was  thoro# 
Her  back  against  the  wall# 

Availin'  to  the  laddies# 

/%tssm  ye  one  an*  all  I " 

fha  bride  was  in  the  bridal  suits 
Explainin'  to  the  groom 
That  the  Vagina#  not  the  rectum# 

Is  tha  entrance  to  tha  womb* 

Old  MaoTavish#  the.  root  or,  ms  there 
And  so  surprised  .to  sa« 

Pour  and  twenty  maidenheads 
AHmnging  from  a  tree* 

The  doctor  ms  in  the  parlor 
Admonishing  the  maid, 

"Ifou'd  batter  stop'  your  twitching 
If  you're  itching  to  be  laid I* 

And  when  the  ball  was  over# 
they  all  lay  dawn  to- rest# 

Saying  the  music  was  delightful 
But  the  fucking  was  the  best I 


0b#  1  went  down  to  Darby  Town# 

.’All  da 'a  rainy  day#  ■ 
to!  th@r®  I  saw  the  finest  sheep 
that  ©rer  was  fed  on  hay! 

Stb  .llamrda--dd.Qdle*d.s~j^tet 
0&* 

SSSKa  msn*t  that  theflneat  sheen 

JfeaSt  MM.  as.  JM  masxT 

Bvery- tooth  it  had#  Sir# 

Was  hoi lor  to  the  horaj 
Ivory  tooth  it  had#  boys# 

Held  forty  barrels  of  corn* 

the  wool  on  that  r«a*s  seek#  boys# 

It  grew  most  neat  and  fine# 
tod  spun  two  thousand  bolts  of  cloth 
■&&  fine  as  any  twine# 

the  wool  on  that  ram*s  belly  grew 
Until  it  reached  the  grounds 
&ot  owner  trying  te  weigh  the  wool 
wfoke  his  weigher  down* 

The  wool  on  that  rain's  back  grew 
Until  it  reached  the  ekyj 
And  ravens  built  their  Hosts  in  it# 
for  I  heard  their  young *uns  cry* 

lbs#  the  wool  on  that  ram*s  back#  boys# 
Actual ly'  grow  up  to  the  moons 
The  Devil  went  un‘  ir.  January, 

And  never  got  back  till  June* 

Su«b  &  sheep  as  this  J*ve  savor  soon 
Since*  the  day  that  T  was  bornj 
It  took  a  bu&s&rd  forty  years 
To  fly  from  horn  to  horn* 

Hi®  mutton  this  ram#  when  kijlod# 
fed  a  million  men  and  siore||. 

The'  blood  it  turned  a  water -ad  11 
That  was  never  turned  before* 

It  took  all  the  boys  in  Darby  T®w» 

;  f©  haul  away  hie  bones j 
It  took  all  the  girls  in  Darby  Town 
T®  roll  away  his  stones* 

How#  the  man  that  owned  this  mighty*1  ram 
counted  very  rich; 

But  the  one  that  ma.de  this  silly  song 
Was  a  dirty  son*- of-a-b  itch  J 


®l(li©ll  I  SOM?)  ^  ** 


1%  hoax’d#  bear,  I*ia  hunt  bull  mo  os a, 
I*Hi  sometimes  hunt  da  rat? 
taA  *  w mU  1  take  tta  km  a»w  go 
For  hunt  a  skoalt  polao&t. 


0  1 

_) 


(a 


Ma  fr#a*  Be®!  aay  ha  *s-  Tory  fine  fur 
:  And  garnet  am  good,  to  heat? 
t  tell  ma  wife  1  got  fur  coat, 

Sametasa  I  got  Borne  moat, 

1  walk  ‘bout  two,  thro#,  five,  soox  mil®? 

I  fool  on®  da ays  strong  small j 
fink  asbba  dat  damn  skonk  she  dio. 

Par  ooat  she  *3  goa®  to  hell, 

Porsoon,  biaeby  I  see  dot  shook 
•  01  os®-  up  by  one  boeg  tree? 

I  sneak  up  r#r*  Ter*  ©loss  bshin*, 

I  taenlc  she  no  sm  ma, 

Biraaby  Vm  up  there  Ter*  Ter*  close? 

I  raise  ay  ha*  up  high? 
fat  Goddam  skunk  she  up  an*  plunk. 

Team  something  in  ma  hey®. 


Oh  saer©  bloul  I  t®@nk  I*a  blin* 
Joes  Chris !  I  no  can  see? 

I  1 1®  all  roua*  an*  reran’  an*  roun* 
fed  bunk  in  Goddam  tree, 

I  drop  my  gu»f  by  Car,  I  run? 

I  light  out  for  d®  shack? 

I  t@®»k  'bout  hundred  million  skonk 
She  olim*  up  on  ma  back. 


Ma  wife  she- moot  me  hat  do  door? 

Sh@  sick  on  sue  d@  dog? 

Sh®  say,  ’You  no  sleep  here  tonight? 
Go  out  an*  sleep  wit*  hog* a 

I  try  to  climb  in  dat  pig»p<s»l 
■ime  Chris,*  no  what  you  teenk? 
Bat  'Goddam  hog  he  up  and  goes 
©a  ’count  of  awful  steenk. 

So  I*»  no  more  g©  hunt  d©  skonk 
For  get  his  fur  &a*  meat? 

Say  if  b»  pees  he  smell  so  bad, 

Goes  Chris!  What  if  he  sheet! 


ss  MUiM-mats! 

"bold  by  th®  Tkapperjl 

I  hunt  m  bear#  t  hunt  m  rat*' 

Sometimes,  %  Car,  I  hunt  g®  ©at, 

&ast  vAk  I  take  ay  ha*  in  hand* 

I  go  to  hunt  %®  stank  polo -eat* 

My  fren*  Bill  he  say  ' 

far1  good  fur#  same  tin.®  good  meat* 

So  I  tell jay  wife  she  get '  fur  coat, 

Sane  timefpet  good  eat* 

So  I  walk  one,  two#  throe,  four,  fi*  mil© 
Attl  X  feel  quo  awful  smell, 

Att|  I  tink  dat  skunk  she  gone  an*  die. 

An*  fur  coat  gone  to  hell* 

Byai@*by  I  gat  up  pretty  close? 

I  raise  my  hax  up  high* 

in*  <fod  dam  skunk,  sh©  up  an*  trow 

Something  plunk  I  »*»  right  in  my  eye* 

Caere  bleu!  I  tink  I  blind! 
d®es  Chrise!  1  no  can  see! 

I  run  arena*  an*  roun*  an*  roun* 

An*  baacp  ia  <t©d  dam  tree! 

S  eurse#  1  swear,  1  tear  out  hair! 

Byso-by  I  light  out  for  ze  shook* 

I  tink  one  million  polo-oat  skunks 
®lim©  right  up  pa  my  book! 

My  wife  she  meet. me  at  m  door* 

She  si e  on  me  z@  dog* 

She  say,  *Tou  so  sleep  hore  wi*  me$ 
fou  go  sloop  wiz  a®  hog!  **  . 

So  1  go  out  by  pig-pea#' 

An*  smy!  What  do  you  sink! 

Bat  #©d  dam  hog  get  up  an*  leave 
On  ‘count  of  awful .  stink* 


So  1  no  hunt  to  skunk. ao  more 
Per  to  get  his  fur  an*  meat. 

For  if  his  poe  she  smell  so  had, 
dees  Chris®!  what  if  he  sheet! 


THE  0H  CHISHOLM  HAIL 


Oh,  I’m  tired  picking  cotton 

■■■  -Amt  I’®  pp&r  m  &  snail* 

So  I’m  going  punching  oattl* 

On  the  old  Chisholm  Trail • 

&ms. iljd  xim&J 

Came  a  ti  vi  vavi 

&sm  &  M.  xi  lissx  Mmx 

I  hit  Butts#  Montana# 

On  July  the  third* 

■By  the  Fourth  of  July 

I  couldn’t  shit  a  dry  tirdl 

I  ms  there  six  weeks 
Before  I  set  sail 
A»pulling  for  Texas 

On  the  old  Chisholm  Trail* 

They  fed  us  on  sow  belly 

And  the  work  was  mighty  hard. 
And  for  sixteen  weeks 
I  shit  pure  lard* 

They  called  me  one  morning 
To  go  on  guard f 
It  was  cold  as  hell 

And  raining  mighty  hard* 

It  was  cold  as  hell 

And  coming  on  to  rain# 

And  ay  damned  old  slicker *0 
In  the  wagon  again! 

iftlth  my  feet  in  the  stirrups 
And  my  ass  in  the  saddle# 

I  swore  and  I  wrastled 

tith  them  long  horned  cattle* 

Says  I#  ^Id  boss# 

1  may  look  like  a  fool. 

But  really  this  weather 
Is  too  damn  cool I” 

Heifer  went  loco# 

And  the  boss  said,  *tlll  it! " 
Shot  him  in  tho  arse 

idth  a  long-handled  skillet* 

I  wont  to  foreman 
To  figure  out  my  rellj 
So  figured  me  out 

Twenty . dollars  in  the  hole* 

I  jumped  on  ay  pony# 

And  I  let  out  a  yellf 
Bays  I#  *01d  boss, 

ton  can  go  to  hell  J 11 

**f®u  ean  go  to  hell!  * 

Says  .1  to  the  beset 
"I’m  the  best  damn  cowboy 

That  ever  rode  a  hoss!  " 


I ’a  going  to  town 
To  see  ray  honeyf 
I’m  going  to  town 
fe  spend  ray  money. 

I’m  on  ay  pony. 

And  a-eoming  on  the  runt 
The  best  damn  cowboy 

That  ewer  pulled' -a  gun! 

I  hit  Fort  Worth,  Terns, 

With  Vo  hundred  clunks. 

And  I  want  on  a  bunt 

With  a  damn  swell  cunt! 

low.  Miss  Sal  Johnson 

Is  a  mighty  nice  squaw. 

And  she  lives  on  the  banks 
Of  the  great  Mushat^w* 

The  hair  on  her  head 

^aa  a  piss-burnt  color. 

And  the  crabs  on  her  ass 

Kept  a»fuoklng  one  another! 

She  had  bubbles  on  her  breast 
like  a  four-leaf  table. 

And  her  cunt  it  was  stretched 
From  her  ass  to  her  navel* 

Asked  her  to  fuck  her. 

And  I  offered  her  a  quarter* 
Says  she,  Ulster  Man, 

I'm  a  decent  man’s  daughter  1 

Ifsen  Sal  Johnson  died, 

I  shed  no  tears * 

I  said#  "Bartender, 

Civ©  a®  forty-nine  boors!  " 

It  was  damn  fine  doings. 

But  I  ran  it  too  close* 

And  I  wound  up 

fith  a  hell  of  a  dose! 

I  went  to  -the  doctor! 

He  said  I  had,  the  clnpp* 

Save  me  a  little  bag 

So  my  dingus  wouldnit  flap! 

I  went  to  a  surge  on  j 

He  said  I  had  the  sip|f* 

A  hell  of  a  dose 

For  a  damned  old  stiff! 

1  was  there  six  weeks 

Before  they  turned  a#  loose 
And  I  had  to  soak  my  oock 

In  tobacco  juice! 

Mth  my  feet  in  the  saddle. 

And  my  ass  In  the  sky, 

I’ll  quit  punching  cattle 
In  the  sweet  by  and  by! 


Fpatdel®  and  Johnnie  ww  lovers* 

OH#  w  ®od!  how  they  could  love! 
fhey  swore  to  be  true  to  each  other, 
fra©  as  the  stars  up  abort* 

80  is  her  man*  h©'  wouidtt’t 'do  her  a©  wrong! 

FiraiM®  goes  down  to -the  bar-roos, 

Just  to  get  a  backet  of  been 
She  says  to  the  big  fat  bartender, 

*Is  ay  lover,  Johnny,  been  haref  ** 

*fi®  is  my  rnsnj  he  wouldn't  do  me  no  wrong 

**1  wouldn’t  tell  you  »©  story, 

1  wouMn’t  tell  you  ao  lie? 

I  saw  your  mn  about  <m  hour  ■  ago 
^Ith  a  ignore  named  Kelli©  Blyj 
Ho  is  your  man,  but  he’s  doing  you  wrong!  ” 

Ffcaakie  .goes  down  tohfch©  whorehouse, 
Fctkky'iti  at  the  window  so  hlsrhy 
fh©r©  si©  sees  her' 'lover,  Johnnie, 

Fing@r~f uekln *  Sell!®  Blys 
Ho  is  her  aah,  but  he’s  doing  h^r  tvrong! 

Frankie  went  down  to  -the  pawnshop, 

She  didn’t  go  there  for  fun* 

Sits  pawned  her  blue-silk  kimono 
For  a  shiny  blue-steel  gun, 

1#  is  her  man,  but  he’s  doing  her  wrong! 

Btankie  wont  back  to  the  whorehouse j 
She  rang  the  old  whorohou.se  belli 
'Stand,  back,  y  ou  whores  and  bitches. 

Or  I’ll  blow  you  all.  to  hell 4  * 

'He  is  ay  man,  but  he's  doing  me  wrong!1* 

Frankie  shot  Johnnie  once, 

Frankie  shot  Johnnie  twice* 
the  third  time  Frankie  shot  Johnnie, 

He  hollered,  "Jesus  Christ!" 

*1  w§.®  your  man,  but  I  don©  you  wrong!" 

"Roll'  as  over  so  $ lowly j 
Hold  ms  tight,  little  Belli 
■loll  mb  0W0W  vmT'j  gen tly# 

For  those  bullets  hurt  like  hell! 
f  was  her  man,  but  I  done  her  wrong!  ” 

Bring  out  the  rubber-tired  carriages. 

Bring  out  the  r«bb@r*tired  hacks’* 
fsa  men  going  t©  the  graveyard, 

Bin#  man  coming  backf 
He  ms  her  as  an,  but  he  dons  her  wrong! 

bast  time  I  saw  Frankie, 

Sh®  was  riding  on  an  east-bound  train, 
'"earing  diamonds  big  as  hoss-tirds. 

And  going  under  a  different  name, 
fee  shot  her  man,  ’cause  h®  don©  her  wrong! 


One©  upon  a  midnight  dreary,  when  of  smoking  1  tzm  m,mry,  ' 
tod  had  drunk  my  pint  of  whiskey  and  n?e  wishing  there  was  more. 
Suddenly  ther®  same  a  tapping,  Bounded  Ilk®  some  female  rapping. 
Rapping  like  the  very  devil,  jtust  outside  my  chamber  door j 
RjSi®  sows  chippy  seeking  entrance*  just  as  they  have  dons  before  — 
Only  this  and "  nothing  morel 

AM  the  smoke-rtags  now  sore  certain  drifting  up  above  the  curtain 
‘WS.rned  me,  told  me  with  fantastic  curling,  words  I’d  heard  be  for®  s 
As  I  sat  there*  still  delaying,  in  my  heart  I  kept  on  saying i 
haughty  female*  thus  assaying  ®nt ra»s  af  my::  .chamber  doors 
I’ll  arouse  and  lot  her  enter,  even-  though  she  "be  a  whore 
lot  her  eater*  nothing  mors, " 

Open  wide  I  throw  the  portal,  and  before  me  stood  a  mortal 
Shat  in  wildest  dreams  of  fancy  1  had  never  scon  before? 

■'vhlle  each  palpitating  hubby  s»emsd  so  fine  and  smooth  and  chubby 
that  my  spirits  rose  within-  as*  .just  ay  spirits,  nothing  more? 

Then  I  suddenly  grow  bolder  just  inside  my  chamber  door. 

Bolder,  yes,  but  nothing  morel 

©h*  how  well  I  do  remember*  .on  that  fourteenth  of  BecemberJ 
And  the  fifteenth  that  she  left  me,  then  our  little  dream  was  o’erj 
*$r&8  a  dream  without  a  sleeping*  and  with  sad,  .reproachful  weeping 
For  she  showed  ra®  red  spots  —  red  spots  caused,  she  said,  by  hymen* 

got*-#  ***** 

fold  me  this  «Jtl  as  she  stood  there  just  ins  id®  ray  chamber  door, 
fold- me  this  and  nothirr  more* 

Ah,  distinctly  I- remember,  ’twas  the  fifths  nth  of  December* 

Better  still  do  1  remember,  a aqua 1  of  nine  days  before I 
low  my  peals,  never  skipping,  still  is  dripping,  over  dripping, 
ivory  morning,  every  evening,-  dripping  on  the  -  bath-room  floor  j 
For  ray  painful,  dripping  peals  certain  surcease  1  implore  — 
Featteast  and  very  core  I 

Beep  into  the  .darkness  .peering,  evory  night  1  li©  hare  hearing 
Words  so  softly  sp°^sa  1®-  the  silence  by  that  winsome  whore  j 
But  with  vows  not  soon  forgotten,  every  time  I  change  the  cotton, 
loud  I  ©uss  that  gentle  tanning  one®  outside  ay  ehaabbr  door» 

Damn  the  chippy,  damn  the  dripping,  painful,  on  ay  bath-room,  floor I 
For  your  uncle  *—  Beveriaere! 


iijs  mwm»  mm  tbhhksssb  .  M 


0  i«y,  ay  friends,  ®nd  haw  you  hoard 
Th©  tale  that  Is  told  In  ^athorford. 

Of  the  deed  that  -was  dona  in  an  art  sag©# 

38y  a  modern  sculptor  from  Tonne  ess#? 

Thors  w#  ether  tales,  th4t  are  somewhat  gory. 
And  celebrated  in.  song  and  story  j 
But  the  three  blind  mi  c®  and  the  farmer  * s  wife 
Who  out  their  tails  with  a  earring  knife, 
fould  not  ocwpar©  with  statues  three , 

Who  met  with...  the  selfsame  cruelty# 


this  modern  sculptor  was  fresh  and- green. 

And  he  evidently  had  never  seen. 

Sins©  he  left  the  seen©#, of  his  native  heather , 

A  statue  posed  in  the  altogether. 

So  ha  called  for  a  ehisel  and  hammer  and  tong. 

To  handle  the  thing  that  didn’t  belong 
la  the  realm  of  art  j  and  with  one  swift  blow 
3©  removed  the  cause  of  old  Adam  *6  wo©, 

And  left  the  poor  statues  standing  there, 
the. pictures  of  impotent,  wild  despair. 

That  night  as.  h®  slept  in  his-  trundle-bed 
The  spooks  earn©  floating  around  his  head* 

They  pointed  their  fingers  at  him  in  scorn. 

And  made  him  wish  he  had  never  been  bornj 
Thor®  wore  doctors  there,  and  sculptors,  too. 

And --they,  raised  a  regular  hullabaloo} 

The  doctors  shrieked,  "You  measly  sfcataf 
Who  gave  you  license  to  amputate?” 

And  the  -sculptors,  screamed,  "Tow  infernal  quack! 

You’d  better  got  busy  and  put  them  baefef 
For  if  you  don't,  we ’ll  out  —  ahem! 

He'll  do  unto  yon  as  you  did  unto  themf* 

Ifeey  flourished  their  knives  in  fiendish  glee. 

While  the  old  man  begged  on  his  bended  km®. 

And  told  them-  they  mustn’t  emasculate 
A  man  so  essential  to  church  and  states 
"This  world, *  ©aid  h«,  "Will  go  straight  to  perdition, 
Unless  I  can  issue  a  second  edition* *! 

At  this  his  inquisitors  formed  a  ring. 

And.  danced  a  regular  Highland  flings 
They  rods  hiss  around  from  B®®rsh@ba  to  Dan, 

Till  he  woke,  .a  sadder  and  wiser  man* 


that  day  the  illustrious  president 
Bought  him  a  bottle  of  good  Dement, 

And  returned  to  the  school  with  a  single  thought* 

To  repair  the  damage  that  he  had.  wrought. 

But  there  ’s  many  %  slip  ’twist-  the  eup  and  the  lip  — 
And  the  boys  hadn’t  left  him  a  dingle"  ehlpt 
Those  innocent  cherubs  of  tender  years 
Had  carried  thorn,  off  for  souvenir®. 

There  was  naught  remaining  for-  him  to  do 
But  to  manufacture  a  thine  or  two. 

So  h®  worked  with  a  oKTsoI,  with  might  and  main, 
fill  hie  mind  gave  way  with  the  horrible  strain} 
for  the  only  model  he  had,  alas I 

the  on©  h®  saw  in  the  looking-glass* 

Imagine  the  stalwart  Hercules 

With  pygmy  attachments,  if  you  please. 
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And  1  think  you  will  then  b©  prepared  to  say* 

So  wonder  the  old  man's  mind  gav#  way* 

Sow  the  modern  sculptor  is  running  rifo, 

Idth  pincers  and  saw  and  earring  knife? ' 

And  if  you  linger  around  the  gate, 

Sou'll  be  a  eunuch,  as  sure  as  fatal 
H®  never  stops  for  bom  or  gristle. 

But  whittles  them  off  ag  slick  as  a  whistle# 

Tor  he  hones  to  f  ind,  when  he  looks  them  over, 
An  appendage  to  fit  on  the  Diadus  Thrower, 

A  matih  for  Apollo  (the  Belvedere) » 

And  another  for  Hercules-#  too,  I  hear* 

But  you  merer  ean  find  in  a  little  town 
A  vary  good  fit  In  a  hand-ae-downi 
§o©d  models  are  soars#  in  these  latter  days  «» 
for  are rage  men  look  more  like  Jaysj 
A»d  that  is  the  reason,  I  apprehend, 

Ux&t  no  one  can  tell  where  the  trouble  will  sad, 

3he  moral  to  this  isn’t  hard  to  find* 

The  nastiness  is  all  in  your  mind* 

So,  unless  for  sculpture  you  have  a  knack, 

Don't  take  things  off  that  you  oan’t  out  back* 

—Mrs,  Veil  A,  Snider,  1910. 


/'  A 

(SUSABVB  1M  A  L kW  ) 

ffugannp  was  a  girl  with  plsnty  of  class 
yhb  knocked  them  all  dead  when  she  wiggled  her 
Vy©s  at  the  fellows,  as  girls  s omet iyes  do, 
fo  make  ouite  plain  she  wanted  to 
Take  in  a  movie,  or  go  for  a  sail, 

And  then  hurry  home  for  a  piece  of 

Oeko  or  ice  ore am  or  a  slice  of  roast  duok. 

And  after  each  meal  she  was  ready  to 
So  for  a  ride  or  a  stroll  on  the  dook 
Tdth  any  young  man  with  a  sizeable 
Roll  of  big  bills  and  a  pretty  good  front, 

A°d  if  he  talked  fast,  she  would  show  him  her 
Little  pet  dog  who  was  subject  to  fits. 

And  maybe  she  *d  let  him  take  hold  of  her 

Little  white  hands,  then  with  a  movement  so  quick, 

l*tiy,  she'd  reach  right  oyer  and  tickle  his 

©sin  while  ah®  showed  a  trick  eh#  learned  in  Franca 

And  ask  the  poor  follow  to  take  off  his 

Coat  while  she  sang  of  the  Mandalay  Shore, 

For  whatever  dm  was,  Susanna  was  bo  BORBJ 


Gh,  th@  "bards  they  sing  of  an  English  Mag  . 

Who  lived  long  years  &g©f 

tod  h®  .ruled  bis  land  with  an  Iron  hand. 

Bat  his  mind  ms  wnsk  asi  low* 

He  me  used  to  hunt  the  royal  stag 
rithin  his  royal  wood. 

But  jltwras  none  but  know  his  greatest  sport 
Was  pulling  his  royal  pud* 

tod  bis  nether  garb  m.s  a  woolen  shirt 
ihicfi  used  h©  hide  his  hidej 
But  this .  undershirt  couldn't  hide  the  dirt 
That  no.  on©  could  abide. 

He  was  wild  and  wooly  and  full  of  fleas 
That  humans  ne  'or  could  standi 
tod  his  terrible  dong  to  his  knees  hung  down 
As  Bastard  ling  of  ifiaglandl 

Mmtf  the  queen  of  Spain  ms  an  amorous  dame, 
k  sprightly  dam©  wm  she. 

And  she  longed  to  fool  wath  his  Majesty's  tool 
So  far  across  the  sea* 

So  she  sent  a  nets  to  the  dirty  Icing 
By  her  royal  massesger* 

lad  reauested  his  Majesty <3  sailing  to  Spain 
T®  spend  a  month  with.  her. 

But  when  Philip  of  France  got  the  nows  one.  day* 
He  turned  to  .all  his  court, 

tod  ho  saidt  ’Tly  fair  aoeon  prefers  this  clown 
Because  ay  tool  is  short, ** 

So  he  sect  abroad  Marquis  Slphyllssap, 
who  smoked  of  fairyland. 

To  supply  the  queen  with  a  doss  of  clap 
To  trap  our  Bear  Old  England* 

Then  the  news  of  this  filthy  deed  was ■ hoard 
In  Windsor's  merry  halls* 
tod  the  king  did  swear  he  would  have  anon 
ft®  Frenchman's  greasy  ball®. 

So  he  offered  the  half  of  all  his  lends* 
tod.  -the  whole  of  Queen.  Hortens®* 

To  the  trusty  lord  of  his  srtgl  ish  court 
Who'd  nut  the  Sing  of  France* 

So  the  loyal  Bake,  of  Besexehire 
Betook  himself  to  France  % 

Shen  he  swore  he  was  a' fruitier  the  king 

Took  down  his  royal  pants  I 

then  around  his  prong  he  tied  a  thong 

tod  gaily  galloped  along* 

fill  at  last  in  flndsor's  merry  halls. 

Was  the  Frenchman  and  his  dong* 

tod  th#  'king  throw  up  and  he  shit  his  pants} 
for  in  th#  lengthy  rid® 

The  thbag  had  stretched  by  a  yard  or  more 
The  fucking  Frenchman's  pride* 
tod  then  all  the  ladies  of  London  town 
Who  saw  the  mighty  stand 

fried  aloud,  wTo  hell  with  the  English  crown!” 
tod  made  Jhiltp  ling,  of  England# 
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fh©  minstrels  sing  of  an  English  king  who  many  long  years  ago 
Ruled  his  land  with  an  Iron  hand,  and  his  mind  mg' weak  and"  low. 

Ho  loved  to  hunt  the  royal  stag  within  th®  royal  wood? 

But  his  favorite  occupation  was  to  null  the  royal  pud I 
Sail  to  th®  Bastard  ting  of  England!' 

His  only  undergarment  was  a  dirty  undershirt 

Ifhieh  half  cones aled  the  royal  hide  hut  failed  to  hide  th®  dirt. 

He  was  wild  and  wooly  and  full  of  fleas 
ind  hi®  terrible  tooi  hung,  down  to  his  knees. 

Hail  to  th©  bastard  M.n.%  of  England! 

lha  Queen  of  Spain  was  a  sprightly  dame,  a  sprightly  dams  was  she. 

She  loved  to  fool  with  the  royal  tool  of  the  king  across  the  sea* 

She  sent  a  special  message  by  a  royal  messenger 

To  ask  the  Mag  of  England  If  he  wouldn’t  sleep  with  her. 

Hall  to  th©  Bastard  ling  of  England! 

3h@  King  of  franco  heard  the  u&m  and  summoned  the  royal  court* 

He  told  them  how  he  had  lost  because  his  tool  ms  short, 

la  summoned  th®  Count  of  Ziggidysap,  to  give  th®  queen  a  dose  of  olap 

By  which  to  bitch  th®  bastard  King  of  England, 

Hail  to  th®  bastard  ling  of  England! 

Th®  King  of  England  heard  th®  news  outside  th®  castle  walls* 

He  swore  upon  his  testicles  ho’d  have  th®  French!®  *s  balls, 

B@  offered  half  his  kingdom  and  a  piece  of  Queen  Hortens® 

To  any  loyal  subject  who  would  down  the  King  of  Franc®, 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King  of  England! 

Hi®  lari  of  Sussex  mounted  his  hors®  and  betook  himself  to  Fran©#, 

He  swore  he  ms  a  fairy,  and  th®  ling  took  down  his  mats, 

H©  knotted  a  thong  around  his  dong,  and  mounted  his  hors®  and  rod® 
along, 

m&  brought  him  to  the  bastard  Hag  of  England, 

Hail  to  th®  Bastard  King  of  England! 

ft®  King  of  England  shot  his  load  and  fainted  on  the  floor, 

For  during  the  ride  his  rival’s  prid®  had  stretched  throe  yards  or 
mor®| 

ft®  merry  maids  of  England,  came  down  to  London  town 
And  shouted  round  th®  castle’s  wallls* 

|*To  hell  with  th®  English  crown!  " 

Th®  king  usurped  the  royal  throne* 

His  sceptre  was  the  royal  bone 

By  which  he  bitched  the  bastard  King  of  England, 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King  of  Ebgland! 
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0  We’re  all  black  bastard®,  bat  we  do  l«w  oar  king* 
ferery  night  at  the  flicks  you  east  hoar  us  fuckia’  sing*... 

Quads  katir,  King  Faruk, 

Quais  katir,  ling  Parafe, 

©h,  you  can’t  fuck  Farlnda  If  you  don’t  pay  Faruk. 

©  we’re  just  fuckin’  mgs,  but  wa  do  lore  him  so. 

And.  w»  all  do  without  just  to  keep  him  os'  the  gog 
From  Sollm  to  Hollueh* 
fal  cl  Kobir  to  fobruk, 

©h,  you  can’t  fuok  Fhrlda  If  you  d on ’t  pay  . Faruk* 

©  we’re  just  daianad  niggers  th«t  a  bugger  brouth  to  birth. 

But  whan  we  hare  a  bint,  than  wo  want  our  money’s  worth* 

You  aia|f.  have  a  tarboosh, 

A  gamel,  a  gaaoos,  - 

But  you  oan’t  fuok  Farida  if  you  ain’t  got  filoos. 

©  it’s  no  use  to  say,  If  you  want  to  have  it  la, 

"Be  a  sport.  King  Farukl"*  He  would  only  fuokln *  grin* 

You  may  beg  on  your  kness. 

Ho  would  just  say  "Bafeesh*  * 

©h,ycw  won’t  get  Farida  if  .you  don’t  giro  baksheesh* 

.0  his  subjects  all  tall- of  the  fame  .-of  ling  Faruk 
Fro®  G@zi.ra  to  Turf,  from  Helwan  to  lab-el-bouk. 

They  can  tell  what  a  sell, 

#an|§'  their  balls  os  a  hook. 

For  they  ean’t  fuck  Farida  if  they  don’t  fuok  Farukl 

If  her  boudoir  you  pass  'tween  the  hours  of  ten  and  two. 

You  will  so©  all  the  W&fd  standing  waiting  in  a  ououo. 

Though  Sahas  ain’t  an  ass. 

Though  F&has  is  a  crook, 

..Still  he. can.' t  fuok  Farida  if  he  don’t  pay  Faruk, 

..©  it’s  not  hard  to  so©  poor -Delilah’*  up  a  tree. 

For  the  "She R  wears  the  horns  in  the  lamps on  familse. 

Old  Sir  Milos  with  his -wiles 
in  advance  tries  to  beefs  •*» 

.Still  he  can’t  fmk  Farida  if  ho  don’t  pay  Faruk* 

If  you  feel  like  a  grind  when  you’ve  had  a  pint  of  beer. 

To  the  Berka  won d  your  way,  where  it  ain’t  too  fuok is*' dear* 
4uals  ketir ,  mangariyeh , 

Qua®  ketir  gonorrhoea. 

Shufty  kus.  dot  filoos  f  Shore  it  up  -<*  fro®  .the  roar  I 

Queen  Farida’s  very  gay  when  Faruk  has  got  his  pay, 
but  she  ain’t  so  bleedln*  glad  when  she’s  in  the  family  way* 
Staxma  shwayai  ©  dssirsl 
Starrnc  ahway&l  Full  your  wire* 

Pull  your  pud*  Dees  it  good.  Send  it  higher!  Send  it  higher! 

Hag  Faruk!  ling  Faruk!  Haag  your  balloeks  on  a  hook! 

King  Faruk!  ling  Faruk!  let  the  swaddles  have  a  look* 

Qti&ds  ketsir  Abassia! 

■  Bags  o’  beer*  Shit  aw’  fear! 

Up  your  pip©!  Take  a  swipe!  Quads  ketir!  Quads  ketir! 


©  this  song  that  you'v®  heard  is  the  song  th®  ©tapes  sing. 
And  they'd  sing  just  the  amm  if  we  made  oM  lahas  Icing* " 
©uals  ketir,  Nah&s  Jhsh,  ' 

Quais  kotir,  Kahas  Fash* 

Oh,  we  won't  mind  your  morals  if  yon  hand  out  the  cash* 

And  this  song  that  you ’vo  hoard  is  tho  song  the  Sipnos  sing. 
And  they'd  sing  just  th©  same  if  they'd  Rcamal  for  a  king,' 
Quais  kstir,  Rommel  dear, 

Quais  keiir,  Eommel  dear,  ■ 

Ch,  we're  glad  you 're  won  the  battle  and  we're  so  bucked 
you're  here! 

Then  sing  8 leg  Hell  for  Sgypt's  King 
And  to  his  feet  your  tributes  bring. 

Quais  kotir,  ling  Paruk, 

Quais  kotir.  King  Paruk, 

©h#  you  can't  fuok  Farida  if  you  don't  pay  Paruk* 


tune*  -Salim  jgjL  Malik  (Sgyntian  National  Anthem). 

The  version  as  sung  (19©2)  in  tho  First  South  African  Division, 
Seventh  Armored  Division,  Ninth  Australian  Division,  Second  Mew 
Zealand  Division,  and  Fifty  First  Highland  Division* 

glossary  (Arabic) 

©uai©  ketlr  -*  plenty  good|  Mn^  —  woman?  tarboosh  —  fee;  gsmsl 
ea»®l|  gaaoos  water  buffalo?  filoos  —  money?  aafoesh  — 

Rthore  ain't  none  w?  Bab-el-Louk  Cairene  railway  terminus |  stan¬ 
za  shwaya  »**  take  it  easy  {££&»  atfcy  a  little). 

”8ung  by  the  troops  in  all  the  civilian  cinemas,  when  the  Sgyptiaa 
national  anthem  was  played*  *  «*  Cooil  Ifoolf,  tendon,  1961* 

M4i.tl.onal. '  glossary 

Abaasia  —  a  suburb  of  Cairo j  Wog  —  an  Arab?  Sahas  Pasha  —  lead¬ 
er  of  the  y&fdiat  Party?  9p  a  tree  —  pregnant?  Berka  --  Arab 
quarter?  maagariyah  *»•  food?  ous  — *  female  pudendum?  Swaddles  •»» 
British  troops?  glppos  —  Sgyptlans* 

Last  verse?  p.  tl  (actually  the  8th  verse),  refers  to  Faruk's  rro- 
Axis  sympathy. 
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SOCRAf  JB  LOTI 
(ly*  Sagem  Field) 

The  story  goes  that  Socrates,  that:  Use  Athenian  oedger, 

Carried  concealed  about  his  clothes  a  rara  avis  dodger, 
ithsrowith  h®  used,  whenas  ho  felt  particularly  ninny 
To  ransack  holes  that  did  not  appertain,  to  his  Xahtipoe. . 

Young  AleibiadeB,  they  say,  was  such  a  pink  of  fashion 

As  to  excite  old  Socrates  into  a  flame  of  passion, 

thioh  spurred  him  not  Xnntinoewards  to  coddle  and  t©  him  her. 

But,  filled  him  with  a  violent  and  Inmt  desire  to  bugger* 

low  wit  ye  well  that  in  those  parts  ‘turns  not  considered  nasty 
For  sago  philosophers  to  turn. their  tools, to  pederasty. 

The  sapient  Plato,  whom  they  called  in  those  old  times,  the  Master, 
Did  know  a  tergo,  as  they  say,  a  pretty  boy,  high  Aster* 

The  old  Diogenes  who  thrived  by  raising  of" the  Dickon® 
tas  wont  to  occupy  all  bums  from  pupils  down  to  chickens? 

‘hi l"*  that  revered  and  austere  man,  th"  groat  and  rious  Solon, 

Did  penetrate  n  Thracian  youth  unto  his  transverse'  colon* 

In  short  it  was  the  usual  thing  for  horny  Greeks  to  diddle 
Ihis  eunry  v«nt  instead  of  that  with  which  the  lamias  ni^ie* 

how  Aloibiades  was  tall,  and  straight  as  any  arrow; 

His  butt-ox  thrilled  old  Socrates  unto  his  very  marrow. 

Mo  hairs  as  yet  profaned  the  vale  that  cleft  those  globes  asunder, 

Mo  h'-^irs  to  stay  the  fetid  breath  of  bosrorygmal  fchnr^er. 

Mo  hairs  to  Interrupt  the  course  of  his  diurnal  ordure- 
ted  gather  front  that  ©xoromonb  a  rank  dilberrio  bordure. 

His  sphincter  was  as  fair  a  band,  so  Socrates  nrot'usted. 

As  ever  kept  one’s  victuals  in  or  massed  the*  undtgosW. 

Mo ■ hemmorhoids  had.  ever  marred  its  soft  and  sensuous  beauty. 

And  on  its  virgin  fords  no  prick- had  spent  its  pleasing  duty; 

Mfca  some  sweat  bud  it  nested  there*  the  winds  blew  gently  through  it 
Scenting  the  breoao;  Old  Soors-tos  wore  madly  longue  to  do  it. 

But  Aloibiades  ms  wont  to  m«kn  absurd  objection 

«hon  Socrates  proposed  the  scheme  of  forming  a  oonrteotion. 

The  youth  conceived  the  childish  whim  that  huggerv  "as 
lhat  his  rrodax  was  for  voiding  dune,  mM  not  for  n^dorsety. 

And  kept  the  horny  old.  philosopher  from  being  hasty* 

And  so  he  grew  from  day  t©  |myj  his  bum  "'axed  hourly  fat-.er. 

And  Socrates  was  nearly  dead  to  get  at  that  fecal  matter. 

It  so  befell  that  os  a  day  in  sweaty  summer  weather 
They  walked  into  the  Acropolis  quite  casually  together; 

And  as  they  walked  the  youth  bent  down ‘to  tie  his  sandal  laces  -~ 

They  always  cows  unlaced,  you ‘knew,  at  meanest  times  and.  places  — 

And  as  he  stooped  he  lifted  high  and  left  without  protection 
Tha  loner  tract  of  his  virgin  gut  from  pod  to  sigmoid  flexion. 

For  weeks  and  months  old  Socrates  had  had  a  rriaplsm; 

Sis  ponderous  ods,  a  sight  for  (fods,  were  both  surcharged  with  gisnu 
Seeing  that  bum,  and  his  first  chance,  he  m-dn  up  his  mind  to  spot 'em. 
So  ha  hit  ‘era  a  lick  with  his  af-io  prick  and  occupied  Alov’s  bottom, 

la  Vain  the  poor  Athenian  boy  b#g|fed,  bellowed,  pissed,  and  farted; 
Pull  twenty  minutes  passed  before  "his  friend  and" he  had  parted. 

And  ■while  old  Socrates  explored  the  tantalizing  glories 

Of  rugaa  and  plica®  and  quivering  lavatories, 

fh©  vietia  of  his  lust  cried  out*  "Shne,  that  all  in  vain  I 

Should  to  this  hour  have  kep  t  intact  ay  rosy  sphincter  anil 

Fool  that  I  was  to  keep  it  sweat  and  clean  for  this  ©Id  odger, 

*ith  his  three-cornered  velper  and  his  greasy  balls  to  roger. 


ihy  did  I  not  yield  tip  my  charms  to  Xenophon’s  embraces? 

As  I  have  had  the  chance  to  do  at  divers  times  and  places? 

%y  not  have  given  op  my  wealth  of  callipyggous  treasure 
to  handsome  Oimon’s  burning  lust  or  pious  Fluto’a  pleasure? 

Sow  would  the  stoa  have  gloried  in  my  coy  and  virgin  rectum* 

With  nary  a  thought  of  vagrant  dung#  or  condoms  to  nrotect  ’em* 

But  now*  ye^gods,  this  lecherous  goat  with  sardonic  soulduggery 
Doth  rive  mf  arse  in  twain  with  his  incarnate  n-od  of  buggery* 

And  #ion  ho  pulls  the  fintla  out*  with  which  t1ust  now  he  shuts  in 
fhe  sigh  my  liver  longs  to  vent,  how  shall  I  keep  my  guts  inf  ** 
thus  railed  the  youth  against  the  fate  that  threatened  to  undo  him 
But  Soo,  all  heedless  of  his  cries*  right  briskly  socked  it  to  him 
He  packed  his  spepm  so  firmly  in  that  colon  soft  and  callow 
Siat  when  thereafter  Alcy  pooped*  the  poop  was  mostly  tallow* 

(Written  by  Field  for  the  Papyrus  Club  of  Boston  in  1088*} 
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I  am  a  young  stenographer, 

My  age  isjust  sixteen. 

And  I  will  frankly  tell  you 
The  things  I’ve  done  and  seen* 

the  men  have  almys  ©ailed  me 
A  very  pretty  girl* 

They  say  my  form  is  perfect? 

And  ay  mother  named  me  Pearl*. 

My  first  j oh  wm  in  a  garden. 

And  I  ms  greatly  plossodj 
I  left  it  on  the  second  day 
Because  ay  tits  mrs  squeezed. 

I  than  worked  for  m  lawyer. 

And  this  Job  was  a  ©inch* 

I  liked  it  very  well  until 
la  gave  my  ass  a  pinch* 

I  slapped  a  fresh  old  geezer 
tfio  dealt  in  aggg  and  cheese. 
Because  his  hands  were  working 
Too*  far  above  my  knees* 

A  doctor  then  employed  ms, 

"Who  had  not  much  to  do* 

But  spent  his  time  in  flirting 
And  asking*  me  to  screw# 

A  hoy,  working  in  his  office. 
Teased  me  till  I  cried. 

And  boldly  took  his  prick  out 
And  Jerked  off  by  ay  side* 

A  smart  professor  told  me 
I  was  a.  shapely  lass? 

X  quit  because  he  wanted 
To  goose  me  in  the  ass* 

I  tried  a  certain  doctor 
the  came  up  from  the  South, 

She  always  tried  to  coast  as 
To  take  It  in  my  mouth, 

1  felt  the  insult  greatly, 

It  gave  tm  such  a  shock* 

I  had  to  quit  again  because 
I  wouldn’t  suck  his  cook. 

1  next  worked  for  a  preacher, 

A  hairy  little  runt* 

I  left  because  he  begged  me 
To  lot  him  lick  ay' bunt* 

At  last,  I  decided 

To  take  things  as  they  ©am®. 

And  if  1  lost  another  Job 
I’d  have  myself  to  blame* 


I  saw  an  advertisement 
For  a  confidential  clerk* 

I  found  a  handsome  bachelor 
Mho  offered  pleasant  work, 

I  came  on  Monday  morning. 

And  knew  whore  I  was  at* 

He  settled  in  a  rocker. 

Taking  off  his  hat* 

Th#  boss  got  down  to  business* 

He  said  he’d  treat  me  right* 

I#  pulled  m  i&m  upon,  his  "lap. 
And  there  ho  held  me  tight* 

Along  my  lace-trimmed  panties 
His  cunning  fingers  stole* 

I  shyly  spread  ay  "leg#  apart 
To  help  him  reach  his  goal# 

In  Just  about  a  second 
He  found  my  pussy  there* 

I  felt  his  fingers  working 
There  in  my  curly  heir, ' 

He  placed  a  cunning  finger 
Into  my  burning  slot* 

He  pushed  it  In  and  out 
Bhtil  ay  hole  got  hot,  ■ 

Responding  to  such  treatment, 

%  cunt  grew  moist  and  soft* 
Love’s  strolling  way  lost  no 
_,i;  delay, 

wanted  to  go  off. 

He  knew  a  little  tridk  of  nature 
To  fill  my  tender  quiff 
Quite  full  of  Juicy  lubricant 
To  help  his  gallant  stiff, 

Ift  answer  to  this  dallying 
laeh  part  sent  forth  a  stream, 
Until  my  dainty  love-nest 
■RAg.  filled  with  slippery  ©ream* 

Sis  other  hand  was  plucking 
My  shirt-waist  clean  and  new, 
AM  In  another  moment 
My  breasts  cam#  into  view* 

He  disengaged  my  chemise 

From,  round  my  shoulders  whit®. 
And  as  It  All  below  ay  knees 
1  kswilSiSs’d  seen  a  sight. 

My  snow-white  tits  heaved  up  and 
down, 

As  soft  and  deep  he  pressed* 
They  filled  right  out  with  zeal* 
Sa©  nipples  stood  erect* 
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Between  his  turning  lipApi®  took 
the  tempting  nipple  on  the  left 
And  while  engaged  in  sucking  it, 
Ha  stroked  the  bther  tit* 

1  fait  his  body  quiver. 

And  I  looked  down  to  see 
Hi©  cause  of  this  commotion. 

And  saw  his  cock  ms  free* 

Its  head  had'  formed  an  opening 
hike  a  knife  so  sharp,  and  keen; 
the  boss  then  let  my  nipple  go. 
And  ripped  the  buttons  clean* 

His  noble  staff  stood  stiff  and- 

boss  jumped  up  in  frantic 
hast®. 

And  struggled  with  his- pants* 

Within  a  moment  he  was  stripped, 

.  And  said  please  do  the  semes 
I  too  disrobed  completely  then. 
With  disregard  for  shame* 

We  both  stood  there  naked, 

bike  kids  when  they  wore  boras 
His  cock  was  stiff ' and  husky, 

.(Just  Ilk®  an  ear  of  corn* 

He  made  me  pull  his  pecker, 
rhloh  made  it  larger  still; 

I  raised  his  balls  upon  my  hand 
And  got  an  awful  thrill*" 

I.  squeezed  it  hard  below  the  head 
And'  jerked  it  in  end  -  out; 

And  when  the  thing  began  to  throb, 
I  thought  I  held  a  trout. 

And  as  I  pulled  his  majesty. 

He  rubbed  my  throbbing  nest; 

It  took  but  just  a  moment 
fo  make  hi®  4©  the  rest. 

dear,  "  he  said  politely, 
fou've  got  it  good  and  stiff; 

How  com®  and  let  me  put  It 
■  Into  your  pretty  quiff I  * 

H©  laid  s»  on  the  sofa 
And  spread  my  legs  apart; 

He  kissed  my  dimpled  belly 
And  mounted  for  the  start. 

He  placed  my  hand  upon  my  tit, 
Which  I  pushed  up’ to  his  lips; 

I©  settled  down  to  do  his  bit. 

And  started  his  prick  into  my 
slit. 


Its  husky  head  now  quivering 
'Was  buried  is  my  crush; 

He  pat  his  hand  around  my  back 
And  gave  a  dandy  push* 

Bach  time  he  seat  it  deeper 
Sis-  tool  would  gain  an  .inch; 

Sy  surging  ount  ms  stretching 
Hut  he  couldn't  make  m  flinch * 

I  wrapped  ®y  legs  around 
^  His  strong  and  brawny  back# 

My  ass  I  shoved  up  quickly 
fo  moot  his  fierce  attack*  ' 

this  action  soon  grew  faster  •• 
Oh,  boy,  how  ho  could  screw#'  — 
I  knew  I  had  him  going. 

So  I  worked  faster  toe* 

I  nearly  swooned  with  rapture. 
Because  I  loved  It  so; 

And"  his  knob”  ms  discharging 
fo  meet  my  maiden  flow** 

both  went  off  together. 

And  bliss  ms  in  that  room; 

And  hot  emotion  mingled 
Within  my  burning  womb. 

for  some  time  we  lay  panting, 
locked  in  each. other's  arms, 
tfatil  I  felt  the  drippings  - 
.  Of  that  mad  of  magic  oh  arms# 

About  m  hour  later. 

As  the  cloek  was  striking  one, 
the  boss  s*t  me  on  his  lap" 

And  sucked  my  tits  for  fun. 

I' grasped  his  lily-white  penis. 
Because  I  couldn't  resist; 

Mth  rapid  actions  up  an#  down, 

I.  jerked  it  off  with  ay  fist* 

His  belly  squirmed  with  each 
■  stroke. 

He  wiggled  with  delight; 

I  placed,  my  other  hand 'on  it 
And  worked  with  all  my  might* 

this  time  I  got,  above  him#-  - 
Inside  my  quiff  I  tucked 
Ihe  head  of  his  enchanting  cock; 
fhen  on  top  of  him  I  fucked.  - 

This  quickly  did  the  business. 

And  made  his  pecker  swell; 

She  boss  was  lying  on  his  back. 

And  I  was  hot  as  hell. 


At  first  I  moved  quite,  slowly 
■  to  imake.-th#  j#1y|Mn?e.  last. 

But  gradually  Increased  «y  speed 
And  then  w@  both  worked  fast* ' 

I  held  my  body  higher 
.  To  make  him  olose  to  met 
He  raised  his  buttocks  quietly 
And  drove  it  straight  to  me* 

His  greasy  laek  was  sliding  ■ 
Between  my  shapely  lips# 

They  opened  up  to  smother  it. 

And  round  its  head  they 
slipped* 

It  roused  up  all  my  passion; 

My  ass,  .1  made  It  whirl 
Hlth  short  and  happy  eiroles 
Like  any  happy  girl. 

The  boss  suddenly  turned  over; 

To  him  it  was  a  Joke# 

Pith  his  arms  around  my  belly 
He  gave  my  ass  a  poke* 

Shea  cigarettes  were-  lighted, 

And  he  played  a  little  Joke* 

He  stuck  one  in  my  monkey 
To  teach  it  bow  to  smoke* 

Before  the  day  ms  over 
X  tried  another  trlok* 

Between  my  snow-white  hooplas 
X  Soueesed  his  swelling’ prick* 

X  kept  on  squeezing  harder 
Until  it  had  to  spit. 

And  then  fee  sticky  fluid  < 

Bbnt  trickling'  down  ay  tits* 

X  made  up  my  mind  quickly 
To  make  his  peoker  stiff; 

X  swore  I’d  have  it  spitting 
Until  he  hollered  quits* 

He  stretched  upon  the  sofa# 

His  pecker  was  standing, 
straight# 

H®  closed  his  eyes  with  rapture. 
And  I  just  took  the  bait* 

I.  twirled  his  prick  1m  circles, 

I  shot  it  to'  and  fro* 

X  Jerked  it  m  and  Jerked  it 
down 

To  make  the  dew-drops  flow* 

X  glanced  down,  at  his  belly# 

Xt  was  a  sight  to  see; 

It  was  heaving  up  and  down 
UUst  like  a  rolling  sea* 


X 'placed  my  fingers  on  his  balls, 
'His  breathing  goon  get: faster# 
His  belly  rose  and  fell; 

X' thought  that  he  would  yell. 

X  tickled  here,  I  tickled  there, 

1  dallied  with  delight#  ' 

His  dangling  balls  X  stroked 
jg..,  -  ’with  glee |  ’ 
fffrHis  prick  ,  X  squeeccd  it 
tight* 

I  gripped  his  pecker  firefly, 

X  shook  his  balls  once  more# 

He  shot  into  the  air 

to  I  held  his  drippitg  oar*' 

fee  Juicy  stream  rolled  down  my 
hand. 

And  oh,  but  it  w&S'hoti 
The  shining  head  was ' dripping ■ 

; white# 

I  thought '  it  would  never1  atop* 

X  still  continued  Jerking 
Upon  his  great  big  gun#  . 

■  |  swore  I’d  make  him  holler, ; 

For  I  had  Just  begun* 

The  Juicy  stream  quit  coming  out# 
■■His  prick  was  shrinking  fast; 

It  doubled  up  and  quivered  .  > 
lust  like  a  broken  mast* 

fee  boss  rolled  over  on  hie  side# 
He  really  wished  to  rest# 

I  took  his  Jaded  peoker 
And  stuck  it  on  my  nest. 

This  time  I  didn’t  put  it 
'  Into  my  virginal  swell. 

But  kept  it  lying  lengthwise 
Outside  my  dripping  well* 

It  lay  there  in  the  opening 
Of -love,  sweet  and  fair# 

His  balls  were  resting  on  ^y  ass# 
The  head  ms  in  my  hair* 

The  widening  lips  enfolded  It 
And  kissed  Its  head  so  Boat# 

I  throw  my  legs  around  his  hip® 
And  gave  fee  boss  a  treat# 

This  spread  ay  swelling  cunt#  < 

$t  gave  m  lots  of  room 
To :  slide  ay  lev®  way  up  and  down 
Against  his  n#bl® ' spoon* 

His  crick  began  to  tremble 
There  in  its  favorite  spot# 

Its  Also  was  enormous 
to  It  moved  within  my  slot* 
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8#  threw  his  aw  around  ms 

la  a  -wild  and  frensisd,  erabrae©, 
.ted  l  asted  |jj  stint  slowly. 

For  t  tee^ilPfehsPe  was  no  hast©. 


Reclining  on  a  sofa, 

1  puff ad  «  cigarette 
ted  spread  my  lags  widely, 
ted  sty  box  felt  hot  and  wet. 


the  pleasure  was  unparalleled t 
My  body  thrilled  with  joy* 
fit  is  tint©  I  knew  that  I  could 
Cleon 

. She  cock  of  that  old  boy. 

His  prick  was  now  gigantic 
And  pounded  like  a  boom* 

It  sought  to  find  that  juicy  hole 
that  led  into  my  womb* 

Stalling  and  delaying, 

I  played  the  game  of  lore} 

-I  slid  my  nest  up  quickly. 

And  he  gave  ray  ass  a  shove. 

I  raised  my  cunt  a  little, 

AM  then  1  let  it  slip 
Sight  down  upon  his  prick* 
this  surely  did  the  trick. 

A  oock  eight  inches  long  he  ! 
plunged 

Into  ray  throbbing  worabj 
I  never  hoped  to  find  such  joy 
A®  I  did 'right  in  that -ream* 

It 'wa®  sometime  later 
That  I  released  ay  ountj 
The  boss  was  really  weary, 

For  he  let  out  a  grunt* 

'You've  given  ay  cook  a  lesson} 
You  mad®  it  spit  with  glee* 

You  played  it  out  completely} 

A  rest  is  now  my  plea!” 


At  nine  o'clock  next  morning 
I  -mnt  to  work,  !t*s  true} 

I  felt  a  little  giddy 
ted  itching  for  a  screw. 

The  gay  young  spark  ms  waiting! 

-  He  called  as  his  darling  kid, 
*hile  he  hugged  «e  up  so  closely, 
AM  sea®  ether  things  he  did#’ 

He  locked  the  doors  and  windows 
.  ted  opened  a  bottle  of  boose* 

W®  drank  end  raised  the  devil 
And  did  just  what  we  choose. 

Of  course,  it  made  me  giddy* 

My  head  began  to  sing.* 

But  I  stripped  myself  sMa-raked 
ted  the  boss  stripped  off  every* 
thing* 


My  knee's  were  elevated* 

On  the  sofa  I  did  lay*  - 
Hi#  boss  looked  at  ay  beauty. 

And  then  - 1  heard  him  say* 

’Tour  ass  is  fair  and  round* 

Your  thighs  are  shapely  built* 
Your  Pant  is  we 11- dev® loped* 

Your  hair  is  soft  as  ;sllk, “ , 

H#Sbent  his  head  still  lower  .  ■ 

To  g«ge  with  sparkling.;  ©yes*,  - 
And  then  his  face  he  buried' 
Batmen  .ray  shapely  thighs. 

fh®  boss  before  -me  kneeling' 

How  braced  himself  in  front 
And  g&,T®  a  little  Shiver  / 

As  his  tongue  wont  in  my  cunt. 

My  heart  me  beating  f  aster  * 

His  nose  was  flatly  pressed* 
His  lips  wont  to. it  hotly 

As  ho  kissed  my  cuckoo1®  nest. 

His  hands  war©  on  my  boobies*, 

I  shook  them  to  and ' fro 
To  keep  time  with  his  sucking 
And  my  excited  nerves  below* 


Around  his  neck  was  hugging 
My  shapely  legs  wore  hung* 
My  blushing  cunt  with  -  rapture 
las  licking  at  his  tongue. 

A  burst  of  smothered  laughter 
From  ray  lips  shrilly  .peeled* 
My  belly  twitched  and  wiggled. 
But  nature  had  to  yield. 


The  lappsr  was  rewarded 
With  a  stream  of  juicy  ore* 
Right  in  his  mouth  I  fed  it* 
B®  had  ®e  about  to  scream. 


At  length  my  head  was  resting. 
And;  here  I  must  confess, 
While  it  tfas  quite  depressing, 
I  liked  the  French  way  best. 


His  tired  tongue  burned  madly 
ted  did  a  s  1  ippory  ,,p  tunt  * 

His  lips  drilned  all|fpi©-  juice 
That  filled  my  dripping’ cunt. 

At  length  the  boss  rose  slowly 
And  sat  upon  a  chair* 

I  ®aw  his  peoker  standing* 

Its  sis®  was  sew? thing  rare I 
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I 'vs  hoard  of  girls  who  practice 
The  French  unnatural  wayj 
t  too  sad©  op  ay  mind 
To  so®  if  it  war®  gay# 

Hie  boss  leaned  book  and  waited} 

. The  now  desire  I  felts 
And  so  without  delay 

Between  his  knees  I  knelt# 

In ■&  moment  I  was  busy 
Within  those  office  walls j 
In  a  Boat  adoring  sunncr 

I  kissed  his  prick  and  balls# 

My  fair  white  arms  wr«  clasping 
Around  his  naked  hips j 
I  took  the  head  of  his  pecker 
Between  my  ruby  lips/" 

My  pretty  i^p  just  fitted 
.Around  his  noble  shafts 
1  drew  out  all  I  could  get# 

For  it  was  very  fast# 

ly  moist  lips  were  slipping 
On  flesh  erect  and  firm/ 

And  ©very  tim©  that  1*4  recoil# 

The  boss  would  panting  squirm# 

I  varied  the  operation  • 

■  And#  using  my  tongue  to  lick, 
Th©  throbbing  sensitive  part 
/Of  his  enormous  prick. 

My  mouth  was  overflowing, 

But  that  didn't  make  ms  stop j 
I  always  liked  the  taste  of  cream# 
So  I  swallowed  ©very  drop# 

Until  his  balls  wore  resting 
Ipon  my  dimpled  oh in# 

And  still  I  snaked  upon  his  cock# 
ffeieh  was  all  the  way  in. 

Before  the  day  ms  over# 

W@  both  got  down  again} 

1  tried  a  doublewheader. 

This  time  making  it  ten. 

The  boss  lay  on  the  sofaf 
■  His  legs  were  widely  spread} 
Reversed  to  his  nakedness, 

I  stretched  over  his  head# 

His  tonga®  at  once  got  busy* 

My  box  was  fondly* tapped} 
ly  boobies  rose  and  fell. 

The  my  my  ount  ms  Mppod. 


H®  hsd  a  nice  big  hard-on, 
f  The  kind  that  t  adore} 

[t  took  its  tempting  throbbing 
head 

Between  ay  lips  once  more# 

I  sucked  his  cook  with  greedi¬ 
ness# 

And.  licked  till  I  was  sick} 

The  boss  in  my  ess 

And  lapping  my'  juicy  quiff, 

I.  had  his  big  stick  writhing. 

And  my  cunt  began  to  spout} 

His  cook  was  also  spitting# 

And  X  sucked  in  every  drop. 

It  was  a.  great  sensation 

Gf  wild-  and  delicious  blisst 
Th©  moat  fabulous  fucking 
Can’t  thrill  the  nerve®  life# 
this! 

14ion  both  of  us  wars  satisfied, 
H@  pinched  my  ass  to ' rise j 
I  had  nearly  smothered  him 
Between  say  perfused  thigh®* 

His  cock  is  growing  larger} 

My  cunt  is  growing  too} 

%  spend  much  time  together# 
Because  wo  love  to  screw# 

I  like  to  pull  hi®  packer 
ABd.  feel  it  growing  stiff. 

And  watch  the  spouting  love-juic® 
Shoot  forth  from  his  big  prick# 

So  my  diary  is  finished} 

I  hope  you  have  been  pleased) 
And  if  you  too  were  lying  here, 
IM  give  your  cook  a  squeeze, 

I'd  demons  trateifWoh  lesson 
So  you'd  know  what  to  do 
®hen  some  nice  girl  is  waiting 
To  have  you  teach  her  how  to 
;  screw# 

Bstyi*ead  this  little  diary) 

The  points  are  very  plain} 

And  when  you  meat  your  sweetie, 
#ttst .  let  her  do  the  same# 

Shi  will  just  love  to  have  you 
Strip  her.  to  the  skin 
And  kiss  h«r  little  ©untie 
Before  your  prick  goes  in# 


ittb  her  snow-white  boobies  , 

And  shako  them  to  and  froj 
Let  her  pull  upon  your  prick 
•  Until  it  begins  to  grew* 

Lay  her  on  the  sofa? 

Spread  her  legs  apart? 

Let 'her  hold  onto  your  pr iok 
fill  you  are  ready  to  start* 

Lot  her  make  her  mot leas*  ■ 

As  she  will  quickly  do? 

Hold  your  ass  up  in  the  air# 
That  is  th®  way  to  screw* 

Phen  the  pleasure  is  all  over. 
Kiss  her  juicy  hose? 

Let  ter  hold  your  limber  priek 
Skill  it  again  gets  hot# 

;0ba  will  love  you  for  It  .  . 

And;  let .  you  have  your  .way, 

To  give  her  pleasant  lessons 
And:fu©k,h@r  every  day! 
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isaaiM  ETiow  a  uaii 

(iw  fork  City) 


I*  KNMT  MDOHS  (IMS) 

B&py»  letter#  I  believe 
Without  ein  thou  4Mst 
M^ry#  Bother#  still  believing# 
i*9t  m  ala  without  eonoeivlngj 

2*  fiftlS’S  ff>  SIB  SlftlD  (1948) 

Bora*  a  to  the  said  who*#  not-  afro  id 

Ifer  lover *a  <!iok  to  handles 
to  hell  with  the  mid  who  sits  in  the 
ahart# 

ted  faaks  herself  with  a  eawllei 

«.  IF  Si  SEJBfS  (19?©) 

If  the  skirt®  frour  nay  eherter# 

Said  the  fl&poer  with  a  eob# 

1*11  have  two  saoro  oh mlm  to  powder 

ted  another  olaee  to  htibi 

4#  HI0K0FY  (If 2d) 


8#  fSS  TOSFSOIf  (Iff®) 

the  soomion  eliatoed  the  btetehulo** 

«tifc 

tec!  ehortl^d  with  fiendish  0 eel# 

1*11  fuok  this  nolsonstts  owKifHi-Mtol* 
Or  it*t  a  tlwh  that  h«*U  fmk  mi 

f*  OMMihD  (1048)  '  ■ 

%•  emk  has  been  Is  many  ©tats# 

Sat  nevor  In  more  than  one  at  omel 

10*  90m*MMt  (l«it) 

St.  Louis  fame# 

"SK©  l»ftd*  a~yoH,‘‘For  mm 

Sh»  west  to  ted 

"'ith  a  rubber  fountain  pen* 

ft©  rtivter  broke 

And  the  ink  want  wild#  . 

And  now  A©»«  nursing 
A  boggy-wornr-?  ohlldl 


Hiolcory  is  the  hardest  woods 

immlsif,  doss  thn  ladies  goods 
It  brightens  their  ©yae  and  widow' 

their  thighs# 

And  air»a  fcteir  esses  good  exoroisej 

§«  SAI  Mums  (1948)  ■ 

fhla  is  th«»  story  of  So®  SteCnlr®# 

Is®  through  the  town  with  his  oast®  on 

fire# 

Cot  to  the  doctor’®  mad  fainted  with 
fright# 

For  the  deotor  told  him  his  and  ms  la 

eight  t 

ffcweer  ftreea  Had  as  awful  soar®# 

H&g  chased  ton  olios  by  &  grigsly  b@sv| 
Wmryom  thought  ho  had  lest  hi®  mhnd# 
Banning  tan  miles  with  a  bare  behind! 

t*  «*  $AYBIE0^<i946)"7Wsi  (j^  |i|fs  ? 

Oh#  a  Jaybird  flew  Is  a  country  store# 
ted  te  skit  on  the  ©ouster  and  obit  on 
tbs  floor § 

Be  wined  his  a@s  OR  a  place  of  hm, 
ted  didn’t  giro  a  dam  far  the  grooory 
atm 


It* 


Bor«  ’a  to  the  oetij 

%#»  I  anet  %»#  1  like  *oai 

*h«n  1  lit*  ’on#  f  Ho®  ’©sat 

ihen  I  kiss  *ea#  I  .)U»v©  ’eas 
^bos  1  loro  *#»#  Ip»et  *«®t 

"hen  1  lot  *«#  I mbm  *«*a# 

•ei  dawn  %»l 


llSlSU^  *»  violet  tine 

»  vftest  way  you  knew  «**. 
tain  a®#  f*m«  so# 

Brutally#  savagely# 

0s  m  no  sanroy  besot  owl  . 

®i  the  men  who  is  Rustle  and  Must  I’m 
oblivion#! 

Civs  no  a  wm  who  is  lewd  and  l&solv* 

ions?  1 

Violate  »  Is  violet  tine# 

la  tho  vilest  my  you  knew! 

18.  IBS  FOOt  (1088) 


h#  pr&mr, 

mm  m  you  «ni  I# 

fo  a  rag  and  a  be»  and  a  h«dr  of  hairs 
1bft»  be  pat  the  ben®  tip  agatwt  the 

heir* ’ 


S3 


U, §m<MS  HOUSS  KE1MR  (t) 

He  that  will  a  whore -house  keep 
Mast  have  three  things  in  store* 
A  chsmbar-pot,  a  feather-bed, 

A  ohltabley  and  a  -whore! 

15,  SBB  LAST  Whim.  (?) 


21,  mt%m  AMD  Hill  (1946) 

Drifting  down  the  strom  of  1  scan. 
They  were  seated  in  the  stern. 

And  she  had  her  hand  on  hi  wen, 
ted  ha  had  his  hand  on  hern! 

22.  QUSgJT  OF  IBS  NIGHT 


Sards  and  boose  and,  die©; 

BlUeballs,  ©rub®,  and.  lice; 

I'ye  had  ‘email. 

But  Jesua  Christ, 

I've  got  another  dollar 
So  I *'11  have  another  slice. 

16*  jfsLLY  TO  BjsLLT  (1930 »s) 

It's  bally  to  belly . 
ted  tongue  to  tongue; 

I  made  ®.  grab  for  bil  fs  left  ljnagj 
I  missed  her  lung  and  grabbed  her  gall, 
Ahd:  out  cam©  bag,  shit,  guts,  and  all! 
Stink?  A  Godddddd-damnl ~ 

17.  SATISFIED  llffi  him  (192?) 

All  I  mat  is  fifty  thousand  women 
Earning  lots  of  money  just  for  me; 
klnd  then  I  want  a  harem  of  good-lookers 
Naked  aunt  and  honey,  just  for  me; 

If  I  only  had  a  hundred  tons  of  y®»*sh@, 
ted  the  nerve  to  kill  $f|pull-biteh  of 

a  wife;  ■  "* . 

And'  if  I  never  had  to  take  the  honour®. 
Then  I  think  that  I'd  be  satisfied  with 
life! 

18. (l£ST)(l920*s) 

I  lost  ray  arm  in  the  army; 

1  lost  my  leg  in  the  navy; 

I  lost  my  balls 
Over  Niagara  Fall®; 

And  I  lost  my  cook  in  a  lady, 

19.  A  MAN'S  TOAST  (?) 

Tobacco  -when  you're  tired. 

And  whiskey  when  you're  blue; 

Cunt-hole  when  your  cock  stands, 
ted  Heaven  when  you're  through* 

20.  OSCAR  (?) 

Oscar  ms  a  Wilde  man. 

He  threw  the  boy  a  fritter; 

And  when  the  boy  stooped  over, 

1©  shoved  it  in  his  skitter. 


®-  Cunt,  0  Cunt,  thou  slimy  slit. 

Besmeared  with  hair,  besmirched  with 
•shit; 

bike  A.; polecat's  ass,  thou  smallest 
’  bad, : 

But  .©  'then  Cunt,  thou  must  be  had! 

23. (ODD  KISS  0OX4S)(1S50) 

QlA^Lflg  J?o^e  was  a  bugger  fofr  the 

With  a%uekskin  belly  and  a  rubber 
ass-hole. 

Old  King  Col®  was  a  bugger  for  the 
hole  , 

And  a  bugger  for  the  Hole  was  he; 

1®  called  for  his  wife 
And  stuck  her  with  a  knife. 

And  out  jumped  a  I-I-D 
(ted  out  jumped  four  kids  three)! 

CIS  ©P  COPULATION^  ( 1952) 

Do  you  know  John  Peel?  ’  :  ,,  , 

Yes,  I.  know  him  very  wool;  sfJ^VcWWut^ 

He  sleeps  with  his  wife,  /**%£■"”’  ^ XX. \ 
But  he  never  gets  a  feel;  **  } 

It®  sleeps  by  her  side,  igt/A 

But  he  never  gets  a  ride, 
ted  ha  wakes  up  with  a  hard-on  in  the 
morning 

(And  he  revels  in  the  throes  of  mas¬ 
turbation)! 

28,  MSI  A  MM  mmS  OLD  (?  ) 

1*e  a  SE  gram  old 
ted.  his  balls  grow  cold, 

AM-  the  head  of  his  dick  turns  blue; 

Mhen  he  goes  to  diddle 

And  it  bends  in  the  middle  — 

.Did  that  ever  happen  to  you? 

26.  ffil  IMS  (1946) 

Of  all  the  fish  that  swim  the  seas 
I  love  the  best  the  bass* 

It  climbs  up  into  seaweed  trees. 

And  slides  down  on  its  ass I 


SHORT  PGMS  ntOK  flb  Ml 
(Hew  York  City) 

,  1. 

Jft  loafifeo'whood  Mm  nai  ? 

first  you  toook  at  the  door,  and  then  you  ask  for  Annie, 
lh@a  you  put  in  a  nickel  in  the.  old  plumy; 

AM  down  ©ones'  Ami#  in  her ‘dirty  silk  Miaoiigi, 

All  dolled  up  with  perfume  and  oolognle;  %T' 

Then  you  pe$g¥® «**  dollar  for  a  kettle  of  beerle; 

Another  dollar  goes  for  the  musio  you  hearie. 

Three  dollars  more,  and  up  you  go  with  dearie, 

AM  then  you’ve  got  Bin®  days  of  doubt  and  to ariel 


Oh,  1  wish  I  was  a  fascinating  hit  oh,  , 

Ifd  never  be  poor.  I’d  always  he  rich} 

I*d  live  in  a  house  with  a  little  red  light. 
And  I’d  sleep  all  day  and  I’d  work  all'  night; 
I’d  take  a  rest  about  once  a  month 
To  drive  ay  eustoasrs  wild  «*** 

Oh*  I  wish  I  was  a  fascinating  bitoh. 

Instead  ©f  a  ligltiimt©  child.’ 


3* 


A  woodpecker  flow  la  a  schoolhouse  yard, 

Ancl^  he  started  to  pools,  for  his  peoker  was. hard; 

So  he  flow  ©a  th©  sill  Just  over  the  door, . 

And  ho  peeked  and  ho  peeked  till  his  pecker  was  sore I 
8®  looked  at  his  peoker,  and  his  countenance  fell* 

So  mcra  could  ho  peek  till  his  peoker  got  well; 

So  there  ho  sits  on  the  sohoolhouse  yard. 

And  his  head  gats  red  and  his  peoker  pots  hard I 


How,  pussy  is  peculiar. 

It  makes  a  man  a  fool , 

It  takes  away  his  worries. 

But  wears  aw&y  his  tool, 
l^isn  he  ©limbs?  upon  a  woman. 

He  hasn’t  long- to  stay, 
for  his  head,  is  foil  of  nonsense. 
And  his  ass  is  full  of  play, 
Though  he  climbs  on  like  .a" lion, 
H©  rolls  off  like  a. lamb, 

And  when  he  buttons  up  his  pants. 
He  isn’t  worth  a  chum. 

His  sporting  days  are  over  soon. 
His  light*  are  burning  out, 

■%s,t  used  to  ho  hi®  sox  appeal 
Is  now  his  water  spout  I 


1*  1048,  2,  1043,  3,  1946,  4,  1962, 
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UttWfc.  Jf£  M£&  3SUB&L  tonight 

I  WO*  _ 

,  iSSadeir  if  th*  '^W'-wilT 
I  wader.  «aa  she  tell 
that  I*w  bean  raising  hell, 

Wonder  If  aha  *11  know  that  I 're  been  tight! 
W  wife  is  ^ust  as  alee  as  nice  can  be*"" 

|  hope  she  doesn’t  feel  too  aloe  toward  mol 
For  an  afternoon  of . joy* 

,|i  hall  on  the  old  boy  I 
I  wonder  what  the  .wife,  'will  want  tonight! 


Ifay  th®  bleeding  piles  possess  you* 

And  the  earns  claim  bo%  your  feet* 

And.  crabs  as  big  as  cockroaches 
Crawl  around,  on.  your  balls  and  eat* 

And  the  whole  world  turn  against  you 
fill,  you’ro  a  total  wrPPk 
And  you  fall  right  through  your  ass-hole 
And  break  your.  #od  damned  nook I 

y, ... 

d  A  (s*^k 

t^0  Irishaea*  two  Irishmen,  -ware  digging  in  a  ditch* 

©no  palled  the  other  on®  a  dirtv  son-of-a— 

F®tsr  Murphy  had  a  dog*  a  very  fine  dog  was  h®« 

H®  lent  it  to  his  lady-friend  to  keep  her  company* 

®i®  lad  him*  sha  fed  him*  sha  kept  him  on  tfea  jump*  * 

©a®  day  ho  ran  pp  her  petticoat  and  grabbed  her  by  the _ 

Country  boy  from  Canmay  **8  sitting'  on  a  rook* 

Along  came  a  butabla-bee  and  stung  him  on  th®— 

Cooktalls  and  ginger-ala*  five  cents  a  glass I 

If  you  don’t  like  this  story*  you  can.  stick  it  up  you*— — 

^l®LMJMAtea4  1*11  tell  you  so  lies* 

If  you  over  get  hit  with,  a  bucket  of  shit* 

B®  sure  to  close  your  eyes! 


.felpita)  '  ‘'WaCW  W»*  ^ 

there  ms  an  old  farmer  who  sat  on  a  rook, 

Stroking  his  whiskers  and  shaking  his  fiat 
At  a  young  maiden  who  sat  bp  th®  creek 
matching  the  little  boys  play  with  their 
Marbles  and  tarblos  and  all  things  of  yore* 

1%@n  along.  ca»®  a  lady*  they  called  her  a 
»®o®at  young  lady*  who  sat  in  the  grass* 

And  wh«  sho  turned  over,  you  could  so®  up  her 
luff  las  and  tuffles  and  Mostlnes  a  tuck* 
ton  know  by  her  actions  she-  know  how  to 
Bring  up  her  children  and  tsaph  them  to  knit* 
w©  w#ys  to  the  fearayard  bw  shweltog  ottt 
Apples  and  ani  all  fey  the  p#nfe| 

AM  that  is  th#  end  af  ®y  $tery#  fey  hsokl 


In  Wnd,s.t#d#  8#  1048*  7#  1048*  ,8*  tjtod&t&d* 


( lxts*i¥ol':Tr«  Hxiln  ") 

$  had  a  little  brother. 

Hi®  name  was  Sonny  Cia# 

We  put  him  in  the  pi a spot 
to  learn  him  how*  to  swim, 

B©  floated  to  the  bet tom  f 
1®  floated  to  the  top }• 

;  Mf  .®ist@r  got  excited . 

And  grabbed  him  by  the  eook» 
fails,  "gi»g@r«*al®g, 
fir®  cents  a  glass,  ■ 

And  if  you  don’t,  like  it. 

Show  It  up  your  -«* 

J.sk  .me  no  questions, 
t*ll  tell  you  no  lie®} 

But  a  man  get  hit 
With  a  bag ' of  shit. 

Eight  between  hi®  eyes! - 

„  10.  - 

,  Mary  *  a  Sat, 

(In  ’f’oems,  Ballads  ,  and  >aredlee aHB^HPlIS ) 

Mary  had  a  litttle  cat 
■frith  curly  short  bl.adFHs.5r, 

And  er® rywhere  that  Mary  went,.. 

Jhat  puss  was  always  there* 

Bow,  there  are  many  naughty  boys. 

But  Mary  knew  the  brats 

Who,  with  their  little  squirWstms# 

Are  always  shooting  oats  * 

But  Mary  kept  her  oat  well  hid 
Beneath  her  underskirt. 

And  so  it  did  ©soap a  the  boys 
And  seldom  got  a  squirt. 

Bow,  Mary  hid  a  nice  young  beaux, 

■  Who,  like  all  other  beaux, 

las  one  of  these  same  squirt* guns 
Concealed,  beneath  his  clothes. 

As  he  was  courting  her  one  ‘night. 

And  she  beside  him  sat, 

He  reached  beneath  her  petticoat 
And  ©aught  her  by  the  oat. 

Did  Mary  faint  or  say,  "Please  don’t!* 
Or  yell,  or  seres*,  or  holler? 
lot  she!  She  let  him  play  with  it 
And  charged  him  half  a  dollar! 


BTMMm  toms  HOI  #, 

(law  York  City) 


Oh# Cl  wet  Mis®  Malone  in  the  0 _ , 

AM  I  laid  Miss  Malone  on  a  stone  i 
And  I  soctesd  eaeh  stroke  to  her, 

Tou  could  hear  all -the  dead 'people  ito&al 

Oh#  1  met  Ml®s  Malone  in  the  barnyard. 
And  she  ms  all  ooverod  -with  amdj- 
And  whan  I  asked  what  had  happened. 

She  said  she’d  been  el  imbed  by  a  atudl 


3to  her  sw«t  little  Alice  Bln®  <J©wzs,) 

,e  first  time  she  was  ewer  laid  dem. 

She  *58  bashful  and  shy 
.  Hhen  he  evened  his  fly* 
fhen  he  loosened  his  shirt  and  took  off  hit 


In 


tie. 


Hum  he  turned  her  around  to  the  front. 
And  he  took  &  good  leek  at  her  mm it* 
•Sien  she  screamed  all  the  louder. 

As  he  pushed  it  in  farther. 

In  her  sweet  little  Alice  Blue  Sown. 


Gft&l&tll 

CjTldd  ly-erinks ,  youn<r  men,*) 

■Set  a  whore  If  you  oanl) 

If  yon  can’t  get  a  -whore , 

Set  a  clean  young  maul 

From  the  sunny-  shores  of  Merita 

fo  the  rook  of  eld  Gibraltar, 

Carry  your  balls  in  an  old  tin  can# 


£>o  your  balls  hang  low?) 

Bo  they  swing  to  and  fro? 
gap  you  tie  them  in  a  knot? 

■©.an  you  tie  them  la  a  bow? 

Be  they  stake  a, rusty  ©laser 
%e»  you  hit  them  with  a  hammer? 
Bo  year  balls  hang . lew? 


Wp  ooeupatlon  after  dark 
Is  goosing  statues  in  the  park* 

■If-  iheinaan’a  horse  ossa,  take  it, 

*tty  can’t  you?  ’ 

passengers  will  please  refrain 
Host  flushing  toilets  while  the  train 
Is  in  the  station.  . 

I  l&m  you  I 


Ifaile  the  train  is  in  the  station, 
Ife  eaeturago  constipation. 

And  1  hop®  you  leva  m  too i 


EG^a«;Bgasa,BtfeA^^mI„mgturo> 
All  is  silent  as  ths  tombj 
fuel  a  Hill©  has  a  stricture  i 
Mm  has  falling  of  the  womb! 


Brother  feck  has  got  a  chancre— 
Caught  it  from  the  butcher’s  wife-** 
Sister’s  mouth  is  full  of  canker— 
Grandma '  s  having  change  of  life  I 


Homo  presents  a  dismal  picture f 
Con©  are  all  ay  youthful  smiles! 
All  my  time  is  spent  in  ©bopping 
Ice  for  Grandpa's  bleeding  piles! 

6# 


i 

1  guess  he’s  -with  the  angels  now, 
God  bless  his  dear  old  soul! 


I  had  a  little  the  best  of  Bill 
sfaon  it  cams  to  drinking  booae* 

Sub  the  n  that  could  out-fuck  old  Sill 
Sever  stood  in  &  pair  of  shoe®! 


|t  wasn’t  the  ©lap  that  killed  poor  Bill, 
Sor  was  it  the  mat  of  breath f 
But  a  little  fly  crawled  up  Bill’s  ass 
And  tickled  poor  Bill  to  death! 


<Jrou ’re  going  to  leave  the  old  whore-house,  3 
tonight  you’re  going- away, 

You’re  going  among  those  Frisco  ©tints  to  dwell* 
thus  spoke  a  tall  blonde  whore 
ft  her  "pimp  on®  stwer’a  day. 

If  your  mind’s  rndde  up  that  way,  1  wish  you  twill 


But  when  syphilis . overtakes  you, 

When  them  God  deaaasd  whores  forsake  you, 

%\bh  the  bottoms  of  your  shoes  are  shot  to  hell, 
Aon  of  money  you  haven’t  any. 

But  of  crumbs  you  have  a -plenty. 

Remember,  there’s  a  tall  blonde  whore  awaiting  you 
At  home,  sweet  h ©me! 


1*  Undated.  2,  1982,  S.  1982,  4#’ 196*,  6,  194#, 
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Qt 

I  wish  I  wsr©  a  bass* 

I*d  climb  up  on  the  slippery  rooks 
And  slide  down  on  my  hands,  and  knees! 


all  the  fish,  I  wish  I  were. 


Of  all  the  birds,  1  wish- I  were, 

I  wish  1  wore  a  duck* 

I’d  stick  ay  head  beneath  the  wave 
And  watch  the  fishes  misbehave! 


8  ’  ' 

Ifegk.iitaA- . 
Ballads,  and. Parodies., 


1*8*) 


Stark  naked  on  the  bod  she . lay. 

So  fat  and  fair  and  chubby  f 
Stank  naked  by  her  side  I  lay  ' 

And  In  each  hand  1  clasped  a  bubbyl 


"Oh I n  she  cried,  with  anxious  smile, 

'test  I  take  that  root  and.  have,  a  child?” 
The  root  she  took,  the  child  she  had. 

And  now  sh#*s  locking  for  Its  dad! 


10.  . 

„  w — . —  -Mmlfhfeo. 

(the  Sirl  I  Loft  Behind  f») 


Ca  &a 


Th®  moonlight  lit  on  the  nipple  of  her  iltj 
She  m®  young  and  flighty j 
Her  hair  was  brown  m  buffalo  shit. 

Jesus  Christ  Almighty! 


The  moonlight  lit  on  the  nipple  of  her  tit j 
Sh®  was  young  and  flighty}" 

Her  snatch  was ' rich  with  the  seven-year  itch. 
Jesus  Christ  Almighty! 


,..  11*  . 

Carrie  In  ora  .  <4f  *, 


ft®  minister’s  wife  was 
Her  arse  against  tha  wall} 
*Put  your  money  on  the  table , 
I'm  going  to  fork  *e»  all!* 

The  groom  was  in  the  kitchen 
Oiling  up  his  tool} 

The  bride  was  in  the  icebox 


bcy»f 


-Jtrt 


Her  private  parts  to  cool* 

fh®  queen  was  in  the  par fir 
Batin’  bread  and  honey-} 

The  king  was  in  the  chambermaid, 
Anri  sh®  was  in  the  money. 


IS, 

4b#*.*.  (My  BonMeLissOTar^Ee  Ocean )‘ 

Thsy  say.w e  get  silk  I$-  ©nr  coffee, 
®i©f  sty  -m  get'  milk  in  oar  tea. 
They  say  ws  get  milk  in  our  e&tmsal. 
But  (it  taste®  like  saltpeter  to  me! 


MimMskt  bring.  back. 

mSslasi  hisfe  m  it  a&*' 

Spina  hMfe*  Me  S&gfe 

Si  Mias.  as:  sa*tel  &  a&4 


fhe  colonel  says  he  always  drinks  it. 

The  serge  s&ys:h®*s  glad- that  it *8  free, 
the  cook  swears  there  ain’t  nothing  1ft  It, 
But  it  tastes  like  saltpeter  to  mal 


(p»  the  •Mid  and  'wooly  prairie^ 
Lived  4n  Indian  lass?J 
All  the  braves  .for  stiles  around 


Said,  *He«p  fine  piece- of  assi”’ 
Then  there  cam  an  Injun  warrior? 

Big  Cock  ms  his  nans; 

What  he  did  to  -Arr-ah  Wanna 
Was  a  dirty,  fucking  shame.* 


Arrah  Items*  lest  her  honor 
Ga  a  feather  bed* 

He  broke  her  maiden-head? 

She  ms  kissed  and  squeezed  and  screwed 
Until  her  ass  was  black  and  blue? 

But  all  the  braves  they  say* 

'Well,  Arrah  Wanna  lost  her  honor 
In  a  business  way!” 


14, 

the  good  Ship.  Ycaus 

The  capttln's  daughter  Mabel 
She  laid  while  she  ms  able? 
the  sons  of  bitches 
Took  her  tits 

And  nailed  them  to  the  table# 

3he  first  mate’s  name  was  Randy, 
And  bpy,  h®  had  a  dandy | 

They  crushed-  his  cock 
Batmen  two .  rooks 
For  shooting  in  the  brandy! 

The  second  mats  *,g-  name  ms  Grogan, 
And  boy,  he  had  a  gorgon! 

And  all  night  long 
He  played  a  song 
©a  his  reproductive  organ! 


71 


■  IS* 

J3&  Sjxssajt  Ibiss.  ■  4r«..«%L  Wl 

{Soy s  of  copulation)  ■  ^  - 

Oats  on  the  roof  tops,  eats  or*  the  tiles,  . 
fate  with  syphilis,  eats  with  piles. 

Oats  with  their  ass-holes  wreathed  in  smiles* 

As  they  ravel  -  in  the  joys  of  -  eepulatloiil 

AU&MftBOb  M  M 
$mx  msMm  te  iHa» 

But.  whan  they  J&,  Jt  j£ggg§,  is  streams. 

And,  they,  revel  lorn  of  eppulatlosi 

.the  serge ant-major  has  a  hell  of  a  life? 

|l©  doesn’t  have  a  woman  and  ho  can’t  afford  a  wife,' 

And  so  h®  simply  sticks  it  up  the  regimental  fife. 

And  revels  in  the  joys  of  copulation! 

„  16. 

,  (AiiMa 

|  •psmortalia, 

wrong? 

1  used  to  livo  with  ray  aunty  who  was  old  and  wealthy* 
Sh®  had  a  servant  girl  who  was  fat  and  healthy*. 

1  tried  ray  best  to. got  her  to  lay  the  log. 

Or  take  her  in  the  woodshed  on  my  peg? 

1©  matter  how  1  tried  I  didn’t  aeon,  to  figure. 

So  X  think  to.  this  day  she  was  a  gold-digger I 

■X  sneaked  ’rotted  the  back  one  night  going  to  bad. 

And  caught  her  with  her  head  in  a  barrel  getting  bread? 
A  chance  like  that,  of  cows®,  X  couldn’t  pass? 

So  I  hoisted  up  her  skirts  end  cosed  it  in  her  assl 

fo  think  of  worse  luck,  tty  <fod,  I  know  I  can’t, 

'For  when  she  turned  around,  Or  eat  duns,  ti  was  ay  aunt! 


17# 

Sis.  tetioa  s£  &  Hmm 


There  woo#  was  a  weaver  and  he  lived  all  a  Iona, 
And  ho  worked  at  tho  weaver’s  trade  (boom,  boom). 
And  the  only,  only  thing  that  he  ever  did  wrong 
Was  to  shield  her  from,  the  foggy,  foggy  dew. 


Bow,  one  dark  night,  to  his  surprise. 

When  h©  lay  fast* asleep, 

A  maiden  crept  to  his  bedside. 

And  there  began  to  we@|s* 
the  wept,  she  cried,  she  damn  near  died? 
fo  hall,  what -could  ho  dot 
||St  j wap  in  bod,  my  pretty  maid!  "  h®  said, 
id  I’ll  shield  you  from  the  foggy,  foggy 


low  the  old  weaver  lives  with  his  son. 

And  they  work  at  tho  weaver’s  trade  (boom,  beam). 
And  ©very,  ©vary  time  that  he  looks  into  his  eyes. 
He's  reminded  of -the  shy  little  maid. 


Kg’s  reminded  of  the  stutter  'time, 

AM  of  the  winter  too* 

But  the  only,  only  thing  that  he  ewer  did  wrong, 

Was  to  shield  her  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew! 

It*  s  ,1 

'Khtr\  l  i3"  /'  ^ 

>  ^  l\6 

That  portion  of  a  woman  which  appeals  to  men’s  depravity 
Is  fashioned  with  oonsiderabl©  oaraj 
And  what  at:  first  appears  t©  b©  a  simple  little  cavity , 

Is  really  an  elaborate  affair. 

fhysloiaas  wh o  haw©  troubled  to  examine  th®  phenomena. 

In  numbers  of  experimental  games. 

Hare  made  a  list  of  things  they  find  in  £  minim  abdomens, 
AM  given  them  delightful  Latin  names, 

there1©  the  wlsi,  the  vagina,  and  the  Jolly  perinaeum* 
And  the  hymen  in  the  ease  'of  virgin  bride c$ 

There  are  lots  of  other  gadgets,  and  you’d  love  lea  if 
you  see  ’em* 

The  olitoris,  and  Sod -knows  ..what  besides* 

So  isn’t  It  a  pity  when  w©  oosaon  people'  chatter. 

Of  th®  organ  to  which  1  have  referred, 
that  wb  use  for  sueh  a  delicate  and  oomplieatod  "matter 
Sueh  a  short  and  very  ur attractive  word? 


f*  1946.  10*  1944,  11.  1962.  12.  (?)  IS.  1928,  F.B 

14.  1962.  16,  1961.  16.  "Immortal ia,  *  192?.  17,  'Bongs  to 

be  Sung  at  a  Smoker,1*  1949.  18*  1920’s,  A.P.  Herbert. 
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MEMORABILIA*  II  GOOD  B8HQR 
(Legmans  ea.1900) 

A  wan  was  walking  along  i&  front  of  a  hotel  one  evening  when  a  full 
eondom  fell  on  the  sidewalk  in  front  of  hlwu  So  he  entered' 'the  hotel 
and  said  to  the  clerks 

"Say,  Bud*  who  is  in  the  third  story  front  room?” 

"My  daughter,  '*  was  the  reply, 

>sll,  is  she  alone?" 

"Mo#  ray  intended  son-in-law  is  with  her,.  Why  do  you  ask?" 

"Why,  I  thought  I  ought  to  tell  you  that  your  intended  grandson  has 
3ust  had  a  had  fall! *  ' 

JWo  young  women  each  bought  a  fat  banana.  Ast  took  them  home  -uad 
after  preparing  for  had  one  of  the  girls  said  in  a  disappointed  way* 
yk y,  this  one  is  soft,  "  “ 

"ibll,  we'll  cat  that  one,"  her  companion  quickly  remarked, 

Hhy  did  you  assault  this  man?"  asked  the  magistrate  of  a  woman  #10 
was  brought  before  him. 

’So  said  I  looked  like  a  streetcar, * 

>ell,  that's  not  an  insult.  You  had  no  reason  to  strike  him.” 

"It  was  too  insulting.  I  will  not  allow  any  mm  to  think  h®  can 
get  on  and  off  ms  for  five  cents I* 

A  man  wont  to  a  beach  resort  to  take  a  sriaw  B®lng  late  getting 
there#  h®  was  forced  to  take  the  last  bathing  suit  in  the  place’.”  It  was 
too  small,  but  he  managed  to  squeeze  into  It.  However,  hs  could  not 
get  his  balls  in,  so  he  pecked  out,  and  seeing  nobody  near  but  a  small 
boy,  started  to  run  for  the  water,  holding  his  balls 'in  hi®  hand*  3h* 
boy  discovered  hi®  at  once  and  cried  oat* 

’Mister,  if  you're  going  to  drown  them  puppies,  give  me  one  of 
thorn! " 

A  gentleman  after  buying  a  large  bill  of  goods  went  to  the  cash¬ 
ier's  desk  and,  throwing  down  a  hundred  dollar  bill,  asked* 

How  much  do  you  take  off  for  cash?” 

The  girl  blushed  and  said,  "Everything  but  ay  stockings!  ” 

A  party  of  young  blades  ran  across  an  old  darky  who  was  sunning 
himself  in  front  of  his  cabin. 

>@111  give  you  a  dollar,"  they  said,  "if  you  will  take  clown  your 
pants  and  show  us  Uncle  Tom,  ” 

the  old  man  was  highly  insulted  and  west  into  the.  house  to  tell  his 
wife  what  had  happened*  '  She  was  indignant,  that  hs  had  not  accepted  the 
offer#  especially  as  there  was  not  a  cent  in  the  house*  Running  after 
the  fellows  she  cried* 

"if  you  tana  will  put  a  quarter  on  that  there  dollar.  I'll  show  you 
tools  fora's  cabin. * 


A  young  couple  wore  traveling  is  a  railroad  coach  in  which  the  only 
other  person  --as  apparently  blind,  fee  follow  promptly  got  t©  work  and*' 
soon  had  his  hands  under  the  girl's  dress  between  her  legs. 

How  you  stop,"  sho  saidj  "lb  at  man  over  there  is  watching  us. ” 

■  Ho,  h®  isn't,"  was  bar  companion's  reply,  "1*11  show  you  he's 
blind.  So  he  reached  across  the  aisle  and  slowly  passed  his  hand  in 
front  of  the  man's  face,  saying*  Han  you  sac,  old  man?" 

fhc  old  fellow  sniffed  a  couple  of  times  and  replied  energetically! 
"Mo,  1  '®  blind,  but  lead  ma  to  it!" 


A  i»n  afflicted  with  a  chronic  "hard-on"  •west  to  the  doctor  to  -set 
what  could  be  done  about  it.  The  doctor  looked  at  his  cook  with  admira¬ 
tion*  sad  uhoa  the  man  asked  what  he  would  giro  him.  for  it*  he  replied 
with  enthusiasm!  •  ; 

"Ten  thousand  dollar* J” 

A  iootohaaa  with  a  battered  head  -was  met  by  a  friend  who  asked  • 

Uhat  had  happened* 

'  "Sandy  McPherson  hit  ms  with  a  shore!*  ** 

Tiall,  didn't  you  hit  him  back?  .Didn't  you  hare  anything  in  your 
hand?  " 

"Yes*  I  had  Mrs*  MoPherson's  cunt  in  my  hand*  But  what  good  was 
that  against  a  shovel? " 

An  Irishman  and  his  wife  were  asleep,  'She  woke  up  and  said.;  Tat, 
is  that  your  Ime®  against  my  back?  ”  . 

So  answer* 

She  continued!  "If  It  is  your  knee*  you  turn  over*  if  it  isn't  your 
knee*  I'll  turn  over* * 

A  man  on  a  streetcar  saw  another  man  with  his  trousers.,  unbuttoned. 
So  he  reached  across  the  aisle  and*  touching  the  fellow  on  the  knee* 
whispered! 

"Say*  your  pants  are  unbuttoned* " 

That's  all  right*  *  was  the  reply,  "I  did  that  on  purpose.  I  left 
my  collar  off  last  night  and  .got  a  stiff  neokl" 

A  little  girl  who  objected  to  the  long  prayers  she  had  been  taught* 
asked  her  mother  why  she  could  not  say  the  short  prayers  that  she  over- 
hoard  her  and  papa  say, 

"thy*  what  prayers  do  you  moan?**  asked  the  mother*  That  did  wo 

say?" 

"last  night  1  heard  you  say,  'Oh*  ®od,  I'm  eomingj f  And  Papa  said! 
'Jesus  Christ,  wait  for  mo! pw 

Two  scrub-women  in  the  city  hall  were  in  the  family  way*  they  wore 
one  morning  discussing  whether  it  would  be  boy  or  girl . 

Just  then  Casey,  the  fat  janitor,  appeared,  With  his  big  belly 
sticking  out  in  front  of  him* 

"%at  are  you  golrg  to  h&W$  Mr*  Casey?"  on®  of  the  w*wm  asked, 

"Oi  tink  it  will  be  an  elephant!"  he  replied.  Tut  your  hand  in 
m©  pants  and  feel  its  trunk l " 

Dfecl®  Josh  was  uneasy*  1©  stretched  himself  several  times,  looked 
out  the  window,  and,  finally  said# 

.  "sal,  I  guess  I'll  take  a  peck  of.  them  sweet  tutors  over  to  the 
tidier  Wilson#" 

His  old  black  wife,  Jemima,  said  quietly#  "You  jus*  go  out  O' 
doors.  Josh,  and.  take  a  good  piss;  then  you  won't  be  so  charitable!" 

A  tired  looking  woman  appeared  before  Judge  Powers  and  .asked  for  a 
divorce  on  grounds  of  cruelty*  Bar  husband-  compelled  her  to  .submit  to 
him  when,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  his  member  was  «o  large  that  it  pained 
her  exceedingly*  Judge  Powers  granted  a  decree# 

About  a  year  later  another  divorce  case  cam®  before  Judge  Powers. 

He  looked  at  the  woman  in  surprise,  for  she  was  the.  one  h®  had  divorced 
before  on  account  ofhher  husband's  cruelty . 

•Sfcr  do  you  ask ‘for  separation  this  time?"  th©  judge  asked* 

"m  grounds  of  Impotence, -  your  honor*  ly  present  husband  is  in¬ 
competent  to  perform  the  marriage  function,  " 

’tl&ae  dismissed!  "  the  judee  replied  tartly*  "This  court  has  other 
business  besides  fitting  prick#  to  your  oust,  Madame!  * 


THE  FOLKLORE  TRADE  WITH  GERSHQM  LEG  SIAN 

Consummated 
in  1952 

3.  Kenneth  Larson 


Gsrshon  Legman,  an  avid  ballad  collec¬ 
tor,  mas  put  in  touch  mith  ms  in  1952 
by  the  Library  of  Congress,  Ujashington, 
D.C.  Hs  mas  then  looking  into  such  ma¬ 
terial  on  daposit  there.  And  they  knew 
about  me  because  I  had  offered  to  put  a 
copy  of  my  COUNTRYSIDE  FOLKLORE  there. 

In  our  exchange  of  letters,  however,  he 
advised  against  my  doing  so,  saying  all 
such  materials  indexed  in  the  library 
mere  missing,  and  that  he  suspected  it 
had  been  destroyed  by  virtuous  female 
custodians  mho  found  it  distasteful. 

He  succeeded  in  talking  me  cut  of  giv¬ 
ing  my  book  to  the  Library  of  Congress 
and  persuaded  me,  instead,  into  letting 
him  have  a  copy.  In  exchange,  ha  gave 
me  two-for-one  out  of  his  own  extensive 
collection.  Only  years  later  did  it  oc¬ 
cur  to  me  that  ha  wanted  my  materials 
exclusively  for  himself  and  hence  kept 
me  from  giving  it  to  the  library  also. 


In  the  book  mhich  follows,  Part  One,  my 
own  BARNYARD  FOLKLORE  OF  SOUTHEASTER 
IDAHO,  is  kept  quite  apart  from  Part 
Two,  TYPICAL  SPECIMENS  OF  VULGAR  FOLK¬ 
LORE,  which  was  contributed  by  Gershon 
Legman  but  given  its  present  arrange¬ 
ment  by  ms.  Much  of  his  material  is 
other  versions  of  my  own.  But  each  of 
us  also  contributes  various  things  quite 
new  to  the  other. 


At  this  writing,  Legman  is  blind,  a  wid¬ 
ower,  and  living  at  Cannes  in  France. 


PART  ONE 


BARNYARD  FOLKLORE  OF  SOUTHEASTERN  IDAHO 


BARNYARD  FOLKLORE  OF  SOUTHEASTERN  IDAHO 


Compiled  by 
J.  Kenneth  Larson 


A  collection  of  vulgar  verses,  jokes,  and 
popular  ballads,  all  of  them  unprintable, 
obtained  by  word-of-mouth'  from  those  who 
entertained  by  them  (mostly  farmers,  lab¬ 
orers,  and  students),  in  Malad,  McCammon, 
Moscow,  Pocatello,  Twin  Falls,  and  Idaho 
Falls,  eld  localities  in  Southeastern  .Ida¬ 
ho,  (and  a  few  from  Salt  Lake  City),  dur¬ 
ing  the  years  from  1920  to  1952.  The  vir¬ 
tue  of  this  material  lies  not  in  its  snow- 
white  purity  but  in  its  uninhibited  frank¬ 
ness.  it  is  not  Sunday  school  text,  but, 
rather,  the  basis  for  a  highly  scientific 
look  into  the  workings  of  the  human  mind, 
in  dealing  with  the  sexual  impulses  that 
are  dammed  up  (threat  of  religious  damna¬ 
tion.*  )  by  the  narrow,  frustrating  mores  of 
our  civilization. 


1S8  L  St. 

Salt  Lake  City,  3,  Utah 
November  11,  1952 


PREFACE 


Victor  Hugo,  discussing  ’’Argot*  in  the  pages  of  Les  Mis- 
e rabies .  tells  us  that  nothing  which  exists  is  unworthy  of 
study.  Now,  as  any  reader  of  Hugo  is  aware,  "Argot"  is  the 
harsh,  cruel  bastard  language  of  hardened  Paris  criminals, 
developed  by  them  for  greater  ease  in  talking  over  their  vil¬ 
lainous  plans  without  detection.  In  this  book,  though  not 
condoning  the  filthy  language  of  the  underworld,  Hugo  turns  a 
scientific  eye  on  this  form  of  speeoh  and  tries  to  tell  us 
how  and  why  it  originated. 

My  purpose  is  similar  in  making  the  present  collection 
of  vulgar  verses,  stories,  and  ballads,  (l  would  be  a  liar, 
of  course,  if  1  pretended  that  I  did  not,  at  the  same  time, 
get  an  intense  satisfaction  out  of  the  work,  just  for  the 
sake  of  the  subject-matter  itself.  For  it  did,  unquestion¬ 
ably,  serve  as  a  release  for  repressed  and  inhibited  biologi¬ 
cal  needs,  in  my  case,  just  as  in  all  others.  That,  certain¬ 
ly,  is  the  very  reason  for  its  existence;)  I  have  used  no 
other  source  than  that  of  oral  tradition,  by  which  all  folk 
literature  is  necessarily  secured.  I  have  scorned  drawing 
on  the  watered-down  versions  currently  in  print.  And  I  can 
hardly  make  the  claim  that  all  the  songs  in  the  collection 
are  true  ballads  in  the  fullest  sense.  I: must,  however, 
point  out  that  all  the  selections  herein  presented  are  so  ex¬ 
tremely  vulgar  as  to  call  for  a  word  of  explanation,  and  to 
that  purpose  I  devote  the  remainder  of  this  preface. 

I  have  (if  I  may  say  so)  gone  to  considerable  trouble  to 
drag  out  into  the  light  of  day  those  vulgarities  which  germi¬ 
nate  and  grow  under  cover  of  darkness.  They  exist,  certain¬ 
ly.*  They  serve  an  important  purpose  in  contemporary  life. 

And  they  are  known  and  cherished  in  secret  by  schoolchildren 
everywhere,  by  members  of  the  laboring  classes,  and  by  nearly 
every  marriageable  youth  in  the  country,  with  perhaps  a  very 
few  exceptions.  Only  the  so-called  "sissies"  are  immune  to 
such  interest,  and  even  their  protestations  of  aversion  are 
often  questionable.  Every  normal  and  honest-minded  person, 
in  ray  opinion,  passes  through  a  stage  in  his  early  youth  — 
which  he  may  never  outgrow  —  of  intense  interest  in  the  vul¬ 
gar  and  concealed  things  of  life.  Terhaps  it  is  a  natural 
phase  of  adolescence,  it  grows  out  of  the  intense,  excited 
seeking,  the  hungering  for,  that  satisfaction  of  newly  awak¬ 
ened  passions  and  desires  which,  at  that  age,  spring  from  thu 
sudden  ripening  of  the  gonads.  And  it  is  only  human  nature, 
after  all,  to  be  intrigued  by  life's  mysteries. 

Vulgar  poetry  and  crude  jokes  about  sex  are  youth's 
method  of  teaching  itself  the  things  it  wants  to  know  which 
it  has  a  perfect  right  to  know.  They  are  the  id *s  answer  to 
the  suppressing  forces  of  the  Super  Ego.  Thev  are  the  primi¬ 
tive  maxmls  evasion  of  the  stifling,  the  conformity-d emend ing 
forces  of  civilization.  The  narrowmindedness  of  our  fore¬ 
fathers  in  condemning  natural  instincts  and  in  concealing  un¬ 
der  a  cloak  of  stinking  mystery  facts  that  should  be  dealt 
with  fairly  and  in  the  open  is  largely  responsible  for  the 
growth  and  continued  existence  of  the  large  body  of  filth  — 
it  can  hardly  be  called  literature  —  which,  by  distorting 
sex,  by  emphasizing  all  its  worst  aspects,  from  generation  to 
generation  corrupts  the  minds  of  our  youth. 


For  centuries  medical  science  was  ignorant  and  often 
deadly  to  its  patients  because  it  was  founded  on  a  false  mod¬ 
esty  which  forbade  dissection,  discussion,  or  even,  a  simple 
study  of  the  human  body.  Today,  thank  God i,  we  are  escaping 
at  last  from  such  prudery.  The  thoughts  of  men  are  directly 
related  to  their  bodies,  since  they  arise  out  of  the  func¬ 
tions  of  the  body.  Yet,  even  now,  in  this  age  of  enlighten¬ 
ment,  many  thoughts  and  expressions  are  taboo  because  they 
have  long  been  labeled  as  vulgar,  he  seemingly  cannot  escape 
the  grim  shadow  of  the  pasti 

Modern  psychiatry,  perhaps,  is  doing  more  than  all  other 
forces  combined,  in  our  time,  to  break  down  old  prejudices 
and  free  the  human  mind.  The  process  of  psychoanalysis,  cer¬ 
tainly  (to  which  X,  myself,  have  twice  submitted,  under  entir¬ 
ely  different  doctors  and  entirely  different  schools),  is  one 
of  raking  slime  from  the  very  bottom  of  the  subconscious  i 

Another  force  which  has,  of  late,  tended  to  free  the 
world  from  prudery  and  false  values,  is  the  revolt  of  woman 
(made  possible  by  suffragette  victories,  by  job  equality,  and 
by  the  development  of  scientific  methods  of  contraception) 
against  the  double-standard,  which  for  so  many  Cunturies  kept 
half  the  race  in  slavery  to  the  other  half.  ‘The  automobile, 
too,  has  had  its  share  in  bringing  about  change,  it  has  freed 
mankind  from  its  old  bondage  to  locality  and  to  the  publio 
opinion  of  the  little  community  with  its  in-group  hostility 
against  the  out-group.  Likewise,  the  movement  in  free  thought 
has  been  furthered  by  such  improved  methods  of  dissemination 
of  ideas  as  radio  end  television. 

Like  Hugo,  1  have  little  sympathy  for  prudery,  for  big¬ 
otry,  for  the  kind  of  narrow-mindedness  which  taboos  a  sub¬ 
ject  and  makes  it  unspeakable.  To  me  it  seems  that  all 
things  which,  exist  are  natural,  that  they  grow  out  of  defi¬ 
nite  causes  .and  fill  a  definite  need.  It  is  only  the  artific- ? 
ial  standards  of  society  that  make  one  thing  vulgar  and  an¬ 
other  polite.  The  weed  along  the  roadside  is  no  less  natural 
than  the  blooming  rose,*  We  cannot  shut  our  eyes  and,  by  so 
doing,  force  it  out  of  existence. 

If  the  youth  of  our  country  are  to  get  proper  perspec¬ 
tive  and  wholesome  attitudes  (for,  in  spite  of  all  progress, 
the  undercurrents  of  suppression  and  of  revolt  against  it 
through  vulgarity  continue),  the  so-called  vulgar  ballad  must 
be  dragged  out  into  the  open  and  examined  in  the  light  of  day. 
If  it  is  truly  evil,  and  if  its  effects  are  to  be  eliminated, 
then  its  cause  must  be  determined  and  remedied,  and  something 
more  useful  and  healthful  substituted  in  its  place,  kholasome 
substitution  may  be  possible,  but  eradication  is  out  of  the 
question,  perhaps  not  even  desirable.  The  fundamental  point 
to  be  considered,  no  doubt,  is  that  vulgar  ballads  we  have 
and  vulgar  ballads  we  shall  always  have.  They  become  innocu¬ 
ous,  however,  in  the  absence  of  suppression  of  information. 
Therefore,  though  not  a  respected  place,  they  at  least  de¬ 
serve  a  place  of  recognition  and  study,  not  only  as  the  lit¬ 
erature  of  the  subconscious,  but  as  the  science  of  evasion 
from  repression. 
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TEm  SHEEPHERDER 


A. 

(Ivan  Peterson) 

A  sheepherder  lying  ripon  the  grass 
Was  peacefully  resting  his  weary  ass. 

A  awe  came  up  and  licked  his  1)0113 
Through  a  little  hols  in  his  overalls. 

The  sheepherder  woke  from  out  his  sleep 

In  time  to  catch  and  f - that  sheep.* 

A  magpie  sitting  in  a  tree  nearby 

Watched  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 

Then  via  at  should  appear  but  an  angry  buck. 

Cheated  out  of  his  last  good  f - .' 

He  rammed  so  harfl  that  the  sheepherder * s  nuts 
Sot  tangled  up  in  the  old  ewe's  guts. 

And  when  that  ewe  has  lambs  next  year. 

His  bolls  Trill  be  hanging  out  of  their  ears.' 

B. 

(Larry  Martin) 

A  sheepherder  lay  in  the  tall  green  grass. 

His  faithful  dog  close  by  his  ass. 

A  magnie  sat  in  a  tree  nearby, 

Watching  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 
The  shhepherder  he  awoke 

And  started  f - ing  his  nanny-goat. 

The  nanny-goatt  bled,  and  the  sheepherder  quit; 
The  dog  jacked  off,  and  the  magpie  shitl 


THE  OLD  APPLE  TREE 
(Larry  Martin) 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree. 
Through  a  hole  in  her  pants  I  could  see 
A  little  black  spot; 

She  called  it  her  "Twat," 

But  it  looked  like  her  ass  hole  to  me.' 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree, 

I  got  what  was  coming  to  me; 

In  the  tall  green  grass 
I  got  some  fine  ass 

Prom  the  girl  that  was  so  loving  to  mei 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree. 

She  handed  a  package  to  me; 

A  dose  of  the  claps, 

'Hie  s hankers  perhaps , 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  anple  tree.' 


DICKsfY  AID  MURPHEY 
(Banj  Edwards) 


Dickey  and  Murphey  were  playing  in  the  ditch, 

7h.en  Dickey  called  Murphey  a  dirty  son- of -a-  — 

Bring  all  your  children  and  let  them  play,  with  sticks. 

Or  when  they  grow  older  they’ll  play  with  their  - - 

Dickey  and  Murphey  had  a  little  doggie; 

They  lent  him  to  a  lady  to  keep  her  company; 

She  led  him  and  fed  him,  until  one  day  on  a  hunt. 

He  played  all  around  her  petticoats  and 
Country  lass  a- sitting  on  the  grass; 

A  fence-post  fell  over  and  ran  a  sliver  up  her  — — 

Ask  me  no  questions  and  I ‘11  tell  you  no  lies; 

And  if  I  finish  this  I  hone  I  die 
And  go  to  - 

Hello,  Central,  how's  your  brownie  hair? 

And  if  you  have  no  whiskey.  I'll  have  to  drink  your  beerJ 


BYE-BYE,  BOY  FRIEND 
(Nello  Doschamps) 

Pack  up  all  my  underwear— 

I  don’t  care,  anywhere! 

Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend i 
He  taught  me  how  to  dunce  and  sing; 

He  taught  me  hear  to  shake  his  thing! 

Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend! 

He  took  ms  to  his  cottage  in  the  wildwood. 
And  there  he  took  advantage  of  my  childhood! 
He  we nt  once,  and  I  went  twice i 
Holy  jumping  Jesus  Christ! 

Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend! 


WO  TOMCATS 
(Bobby  Grant) 


I  dreamed  last  night  and  the  night  before 
That  two  old  tomcats  came  knocking  at  the  door; 
1  went  down  stairs  to  let  them  in. 

And  they  knocked  me  down  with  a  rolling  pin; 

The  rolling  pin  was  made  of  brass; 

They  turned  me  up  and  shanked  my  ass! 

I  went  up  stairs  to  go  to  bed, 

A-nd  I  fell  in  the  piss-pot  on  my  head; 

I  couldn’t  swim,  and  I  couldn't  float. 

And  a  big  fat  tird  slipped  down  my  throat; 

I  went  down  stairs  to  dry  my  sock. 

And  I  fell  in  the  fire  and  burned  my  cock; 

So  I  paid  two  whores  a  penny  apiece 
To  paint  my  cock  with  axle  grease! 


PAIN  AND  SORROW 
(Nello  Do s champs) 


Beside  a  babbling  brook, 

A  shady  nook, 

A  girl  all  dressed  in  yellow* 
Two  ruby  lips. 

Two  snow-white  tits— 

Boy,  what  a  lucky  fellow.1 

Nine  days  went  by* 

He  heaved  a  sigh 

Of  awful  pain  and  sorrow* 

Two  spots  of  pink 
Were  on  hitr  dink. 

And  there’ll  be  more  tomorrow! 

Nine  months  went  by* 

She  heaved  a  sigh 

Of  awful  pain  and  sorrow* 

IWo  little  mutts 
up  in  her  guts. 

And  they’ll  be  out  tomorrow; 


JOHN  TAYLOR 
(Dick  Falfreyman) 

My  name  is  John  Taylor* 

My  cock  is  a  whaler* 

My  bolls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 

If  you  see  any  ladies 
Who  want  to  have  babies. 

Just  tell  them  John  Taylor’s  in  town i 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler* 

My  bolls  weigh  forty-five  pounds* 

I’ll  catch  Mrs.  Hammer 
And  f- —  her,  Sod  damn  her. 

And  pin  her  old  ass  to  the  ground; 

My  name  is  John  Taylor* 

My  cook  is  a  whaler* 

My  bolls  weigh  forty-five  rounds* 

I  say,  in  beginning. 

Look  out  for  your  women, 

Then  they  hear  that  John  Taylor’s  in  town 


SALLY  IN  TEDS  GARDEN 
(Carl  Ilium) 

Oh,  Sally  want  out  to  the  garden 
To  pick  soma  sparrow-grass; 

A  bumblebee  it  came  along 
And  stung  her  on  the  as si 

Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  anound  you. 

They'll  be  sure  to  leave  a  sting/ 

They  sent  for  the  doctor. 

And  the  doctor  came  at  last; 

The  only  thing  that  he  could  find 
Was  a  hole  in  Sally's  ass i 

Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 

They'll  be  sur9  to  leave  a  sting.' 

Hie  doctor  made  a  plaster 
Gut  of  anple-sass; 

That  night  when  Sally  wont  to  bed 
They  slanped  it  on  her  ass.' 

Do  take  care  of  the  bees , 

And  listen  While  I  9ing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 

They'll  be  sure  to  leave  a  stingi 


A  STOVEPIPE  EPISODE 
(Roscoe  Colton) 

A  tramp  once  by  a  window  passed; 

He  heard  a  maiden's  voice  speak  fast 
To  a  man;  the  things  she  said 
Seemed  rather  ditty  —  so  he  stayed. 

"Don't  oush  so  hard.*"  she  se.id  to  him; 
"Don't  jab  around  that  way.* 

GGt  them  together  ,  then 
push  easy  when  I  say.' 

"Thera,  it  is  out  again;  it  slipped— 

It  doesn't  fit  just  right. 

You  see,  if  the  thing  goes  in  straight, 
It  vail  fit  quite  snug  and  tight. 


aBufc  the  end  seems  a  hit  too  large;  perhaps 
The  hole  is  a  little  small. 

But  if  you  push  the  thing  like  that, 
it  won-t  go  in  at  all,* 

"Now,  let  me  fix  them  right  this  time. 

When  I  say,  'Easy.’  *  now,  you  cress. 

Be  careful,  or  it'll  slip  again 
And  make  an  awf ul  mess. 

Th«  tramp  could  stand  the  strain  no  longer 
So  to  get  a  peep  he  strove. 

He  saw  a  maiden  and  her  father 
rutting  stovepipe  on  the  stove i 


THE  LITTLE  TIMER 
(ihenoi  Des champs ) 


Oh,  thera  was  a  little  tinker. 

And  he  came  from  France; 

Ho  came  to  America 

To  fiddle,  f - ,  and  dance — 

filth  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  knees.' 

The  ship  that  he  came  over  on. 

The  women  were  but  few; 

So  first  he  f - ed  the  captain. 

And  then  ha  f - ed  the  crew — 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  kneesJ 

The  little  tinker  died. 

And  ha  w«nt  to  hell; 

He  swore  he'd  f -  the  Devil 

if  he  didn't  tr^at  him  well.* 
with  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  knees,' 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Devil; 

God  bless  your  soul,1 

Let  me  exercise  my  pecker 
In  your  hairy  ass  hole.'" 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  knees i 


Then  all  the  little  devils 

Pent  shouting  through  the  hall : 

"if«esd  better  get  him  out  of  here 
Before  he  f - s  us  all.'" 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  knees.' 


THE  JAILER'S  SOEG 
(Dick  jpalfroyman) 

In  my  prison  cell  I  sit. 

With  my  fingers  dinned  in  shit. 

While  the  mic0  shoot  craos  upon  the  floor  1 
If  you  want  to  hear  th^m  fart. 

You  just  spread  their  legs  apart. 

And  they'll  blow  you  through  the  keyhole 
in  the  door! 


In  the  prison  cell  I  sit, 

With  my  shirt-tail  soaked  with  shit. 

And  my  balls  a-hanging  loose  upon  the  floor.' 
And  the  woman,  as  they  pass. 

Shoot  peanuts  at  my  ass.' 

1  don?t  wanna  go  to  prison  any  more.' 


BMHACLiS  BILL 
(Dicic  Falfreyman) 

’V/ho  's  a-knocking  at  my  door?* 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 

\>nly  me  from  over  the  sea.’ " 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"i’ll  be  down  to  let  you  in.’" 

Said  the  little  fair  maiden; 
*Make  up  a  bed  for  two  J " 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"iou  may  lie  between  my  legsi" 

Said  the  little  fair  maiden. 
"Just  what  i  intended  to  doJ" 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"fehat  if  the  sheriff  comes  in?  * 

Asked  the  little  fair  maiden; 
liapu  the  damned  old  fool i * 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

^that's  that  trickling  down  my  leg?" 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 

"it 1  s  only  a  gob  from  off  my  knob  J  " 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"Kfeat  if  a  baby  should  be  born?" 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 

*Hang  the  Dastard  around  your  neck; * 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 

"¥?hen  do  you  plan  to  come  agam?" 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 
"Never,  no  more,  you  damned  old  whore 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor. 


THIS  LITTLK  MAR  Ilia 
(A  Version  of  nrarlez  Vous") 

OH,  Mademoiselle  of  Armontiers, 

.Parle  z  vous; 

OH,  Mademoiselle  of  Armantiers, 
rarlez  vous; 

On,  Mademoiselle  of  Armentiers, 

She  hadn't  been  fucked  for  forty  years i 
Hinkey  dinkey;  Parle z  vous  if 

On,  Madam,  have  you  a  daughter  faix-, 
rsith  maiden  tits  and  golden  hair? 

Oh,  yes,  I  have  a  daughter  fair. 

With  maiden  tits  and  golden  hairl 

2p  the  stairs  and  into  bed. 

That's  where  I  broke  her  maidenheadi 

The  first  three  nights  all  -wont  well. 

And  then  my  pecker  began  to  swell I 

The  first  three  months  all  went  well. 

And  then  her  bally  bagan  to  swell.* 

Nine  months  were  up:  she  gave  a  grunt j 
The  Little  Marine  came  out  of  her  cunti 

The  Little  Marine  he  grew  to  be  big; 

His  grandmother  caught  hirm  frigging  a  pigi 

The  Little  Marino  ha  grow  and  grew. 

And  now  he*s  fucking  the  women  tool 

The  Little  Marine  he  went  to  France 
To  make  the  Germans  kiss  his  ass.' 

The  generals  stay  behind  the  lines. 

And  fuck  the  woman  and  drink  the  wines; 

The  little  Marine  he  lay  in  a  trench. 
Screwing  his  nuts  with  a  monkey-wrench; 

The  Little  Marine  went  over  the  top, 
fo  make  the  Kaiser  SM.ok  his  cocki 

The  Little  Marine  he  went,  to  hell. 

And  he  told  the  Devil  to  jump  in  the  well.* 


COLuMBO 
(Larry  Martha) 

Colombo  west  m  haste  to  the  queen 
And  asked  her  for  her  cargo; 

Ho  said,  "I'm  a  lying  son- of-a-bitch 
if  I  don't  bring  back  Chicago*" 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights 
Ho  sailed  tho  broad  Atlantic; 

Colombo  knew  if  ho  didn't  screw 
He  surely  would  go  frantic  * 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  cat; 

He  kept  it  in  his  cab  id; 

He  rubbed  its  ass  with  axle-grease. 

And  started  in  a-jabbin’. 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  mate— 

He  loved  him  like  a  brother; 

And  every  night  at  ten  o'clock 
They  sucked  off  one  another.' 

A  one-oyed  maid  appeared  on  deck — 
Columbo  he  pursued  her; 

The  white  of  an  egg  rolled  down  her  leg- 
The  son- of -a- bitch  had  screwed  her* 

An  Indian  maid  appeared  on  shore— 

In  fact,  sne  was  a  beauty; 

Columbo  said  to  all  his  mens 

"Come  on,  we&U  have  a  little  booty.' 

Then  eVory  man  went  overboard, 

SHeddigg  coats  and  collars; 

And  in  ten  minutes  by  the  clock, 

She  had  earned  $10,000. 

Columbo  went  in  haste  to  the  queen, 

Beoa  uS<3  it  was  his  duty; 

He  gave  her  only  a  dose  of  claps— 

He  brought  no  other  booty.' 

They  threw  him  in  a  stinking  ^ail. 

And  left  him  there  to  grumble; 

A  ball  and  chain  tied  to  his  bolls — 

So  ended  poor  Columbo.' 


TUMBLE  LYM 
(Mrs.  Frank  Grant) 

On,  Tumble  Lynn 

Had  no  breeches  to  wear} 

He  bought  him  a  sheepskin 
And  made  him  a  pair* 

The  fleshy  side  out. 

And  the  wooly  side  in; 

’"It  tickles  my  bollicks." 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn 

Had  an  old  gray  mare; 

She  served  for  a  wife 
For  many  a  year. 

But  she  got  too  old. 

And  he  had  to  give  in* 
^She'll  do  to  go  courtingJ” 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Tumble  Lynn  stopped 

At  the  Dutchman's  hall; 

And  off  he  jumped 
Aaong  them  all; 
n3fou.  fool.’ w  they  cried, 

"Why  did  you  come  in?  ” 
"I’ve  coma  a-courting.'  w 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

^fhich  of  my  daughters 
Do  you  love  best? 

Take  your  pick. 

And  leaVo  the  restj” 

,!0h,  some  for  beauty. 

And  some  for  sun* I 
I'll  take  them  all."* 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

on.  Tumble  Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  his  mother. 
They  all  slept 

in  one  bed  together; 

The  night  was  cold. 

And  the  blankets  were  thin 
*'1*11  sleep  double-decker  i  n 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  his  mother. 
They  all  went  out 

To  the  shithouse  together; 
Some  shit  thick. 

And  some  shit  thin* 

"If*  11  answer  for  soup"’ 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 


LCLU 

(Composite  from  Several ) 

uh,  Lulu  went  out  hunting. 

To  kill  herself  a  duck; 

But  along  came  a  farmer. 

And  he  asked  her  for  a  fuoki 

Chorus 

On,  bang  away  at  Lulu, 

Bang  her  good  and  long; 

TOiat  you  going  to  do  for  your  banging 
Mien  Lulu's  dead  and  gone? 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

It  was  born  at  four  o'clock; 

It  wasn't  like  most  other  boys — 

It  didn't  have  %  cookJ 

Chorus 

(Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  had  him  by  a  rock; 

She  couldn't  name  him  Lulu 
Beoause  ha  had  a  cocki } 

Chorus 

On,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

He  was  born  on  a  rainy  day; 

She  stopped  his  ass  with  Denver  mud 
And  called  him  Henry  Clayi 


Chorus 


Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  called  him  little  Jim; 

She  threw  him  in  the  pisspot 
To  teach  him  how  to  swimJ 

Chorus 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  use  vaseline; 

The  poor  girls  they  use  lard; 

But  Lulu  uses  wagon-dope. 

And  she  bangs  it  twice  as  hardi 

Chorus 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  wear  diamonds 
The  poor  girls  they  wear  glass; 

But  the  only  ring  that  Lulu  wears 
Is  a  ring  around  her  ass^ 


COUSIN  NiSLUB 
(Jack  Harkaoss) 

I  met  my  Cousin  Nellie 

In  tna  shade  of  the  linden  tree? 

The  sun  urns  shining  brightly. 

And  her  hair  wived  in  the  breeze 

It  was  great  to  sit  beside  her 
With  the  eooling  shade  above; 

She  whispered,  "Cousin  Harry, 

Please  show  me  how  to  love$" 

I  tore  her  silken  wrapper 

Off  her  throbbing  breasts; 

And  to  warm  her  cooling  passions, 
Oiose  big  red  lips  I  pressed. 

I  took  my  hand  so  gently 

And  reached  between  her  thighs; 

And  1  found  the  cool  sweet  spot 
TKhore  true  love  lies. 

I  took  my  prong  so  gently. 

And  I  placed  it  in  her  hand; 

She  steered  it  straight  to  heaven — 
She  needed  no  command. 

Now  soarcely  a  day  goes  by 
But  Nellie  comes  to  me 

And  settles  down  beside  me 

In  the  shade  of  the  linden  tree.* 

B. 

(Phenoi  Deschamps) 

I  often  sat  with  Nellie 

In  the  shade  of  the  linden  trees 

Her  hair  -was  combed  down  smoothly 
And  waved  gently  in  the  breeae. 

I  often  sat  with  Nellie 

Mien  the  skies  were  blue  above; 

Often  she  would  whisper, 

"FleaSo  teach  me  how  to  lovei" 

Then  lying  down  beside  her. 

Put  my  hand  between  her  thighs; 

I  reached  that  cool  and  shady  spot 
Vihere  true  love  often  lies. 

Ihen  climbing  on  my  Nellie, 

I  gave  her  one  big  shove; 

And  then  she  whispered  to  me, 

"My  God,  that  must  be  love.’” 


THE  DAMNED  LITTLE  HUNT 


A. 

(Leonard  Madsen) 

Oh,  the  damned  little  runt 
With  the  sunburnt  cunt 

And  an  ass  as  black  as  charcoal. 

She  can  skin  your  r>rick 
So  God  darned  quick 

That  the  sparks  fly  out  of  your  ass  hole.’ 


Her  cheeks  are  pink 
Like  a  rooster's  dink. 

Her  lips  are  a  henshit  brown? 

Her  tits  hang  loose 
Like  the  balls  on  a  goose. 

And  her  ass  hole  drags  the  ground! 

(Larry  Martin) 

I  knew  it  was  her 

By  the  stockings  she  wore. 

Her  build,  and  the  color  of  her  hair? 

Her  nose  turned  up 
Like  the  handle  of  a  cup; 

She  y/as  pretty,  but  the  freckles  were  there! 

She's  knoYm  as  a  sport 
Of  the  paint  and  powder  sort; 

She's  always  got  a  hale  end  hearty  laugh; 
Once  a  year  when  it's  hot, 
hliether  she  needs  it  or  not. 

She  strips  to  the  hide  and  takes  a  bath! 

Her  tits  are  as  looss 
As  the  balls  on  a  goose. 

And  her  ass  it  wiggles  all  around; 

Her  lips  are  as  pink 

As  a  Leghorn  rooster's  dink. 

And  her  eyes  are  a  henshit  brown. 

She!s  one  of  those  wh ores 
You  diddle  out  of  doors. 

In  the  stockyards  or  dorm  in  the  weeds; 

So,  boys,  here’s  your  chance 
To  get  some  gooey  in  your  pants. 

For  it's  damned  little  teasing  she  needs! 


RING  DANG  DOO 


(Larry  Martin) 

Sing  dang  doo  —  -what  is  that. 

All  black  and  nairy  like  a  pussycat? 

Got  hair  all  around  and  split  in  two* 

That  is  what  wa  call  a  ring  dang  dooi 

A  little  fair  maiden,  cute  and  stout. 
Moved  in  and  hung  her  shingle  out* 

"Come,  all  you  men,  come  one,  come  two. 
And  take  a  crack  at  my  ring  dang  dooi " 

She  tuok  me  down  to  her  house; 

We  slipped  in  like  a  little  mouse; 

We  barred  the  door3,  and  the  windows,  too 
Ttthat  i  might  play  with  her  ring  dang  dooi 

She  took  me  down  to  her  Collar; 

She  called  me  a  damned  nice  feller; 

She  gave  me  wino,  and  whiskey,  too. 

That  X  might  play  with  her  ring  dang  dooi 

The  ring  dang  doo  is  a  wonderful  thingi 
Tha  poor  man  gets  it,  as  well  as  the  king 
All  black  and  hairy,  split  in  two* 

That  is  the  way  with  a  ring  dang  dooi 

S#- 

(George  Goodnough) 

Down  on  the  farm, 

Where  I  met  ©Ue, 

I  used  to  play  with 
Her  ring  dang  dooi 

Her  father  came. 

And  her  mother,  too. 

And  caught  me  playing 

With  her  ring  dang  dooi 

"Oh,  Mother,  oh.  Mother, 

I*m  not  to  blame i 
fyhen  you  were  young. 

You  did  the  same.' 

"You  left  your  home 

And  your  country,  too. 

And  followed  Dad 

With  your  ring  dang  dooi 

*\)h.  Father,  oh.  Father, 

I-'m  not  to  blame  i 
When  you  wera  young, 

You  did  the  saniei 

"You  left  yourr  home 

And  your  country,  too. 

To  diddle  Maw 

And  her  ring  dang  dooi" 


"On,  Daughter,  oh.  Daughter, 
For  shamo,  for  sham« 4 

fShen  you  are  old. 

You'll  regret  the  samei 

"But  since  you're  a  whore. 
And  a  good  one,  too. 

Make  him  pay  two  bucks  for 
Your  ring  dang  dooi" 

C. 

(phenoi  Doschamps) 

Down  on  tne  farm, 

■Where  1  met  Sue, 

I  used  to  play  with 
Her  ring  dang  dooi 

She  moved  to  town 

And  became  a  whore; 

And  she  painted  a  sign  and 
Put  above  her  door* 

’'Come  all  you  young. 

And  you  old  ones,  too; 

Come,  take  a  pop  at 
My  ring  dang  dooi " 

X  took  one  pop 

At  h«r  ring  dang  doo; 

And  that  is  why 
I  sing  to  you? 

My  cock  has  rotted 

Kir o ugh  and  through 

Since  I  took  that  pop  at 
Her  ring  dang  doo.' 


OLD  AONT  SALLIJS 

One  dark  night  when  the  neighbors  were  in  bed, 

Did  Aunt  Sallie  sneaked  out  into  the  shed; 

Her  beau  pushed  her  over  among  the  straw  and  said 
’’There'll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  tonighti" 

The  first  three  months  she  liked  it  very  well; 

The  second  three  months  her  belly  began  to  swell; 
The  third  three  months,  and  her  kid  began  to  yell 
"There '11  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  tonighti" 


THE  ONE-EYED  RILEY 


A. 

(Lester  Bush) 

'We  were  sitting  around  old  Riley's  campfire  one  night. 
Telling  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter, 

When  a  thought  came  suddenly  into  my  mmiid. 

Of  how  I'd  like  to  shag  his  daughter.' 

Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all; 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley.' 

That  night  when  she  had  gone  to  her  hayloft, 

"hhere  she  slept  among  the  straw  and  clover, 
i  crawled  into  the  hay  beside  her. 

And  shagged  and  shagged  till  the  fun  was  over! 
Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all? 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley.' 

I  heard  two  footsteps  on  the  stairs. 

And  who  should  it  be  but  her  dammed  old  father; 

He  had  two  pistols  in  his  hands. 

And  was  looking  for  the  guy  that  shagged  his  daughter.* 
Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all; 

Titty-eye  f.pr  the  one-eyed  ;Riley 

I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  bells. 

And  shoved  them  in  a  pail  of  water; 

And  i  shoved  them  pistols  up  his  ass 

A  damned  sight  farther  than  1  shagged  his  daughter.’ 
Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all; 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley.1 

B. 

(Virgil  Jolley) 

As  I  was  walking  down  the  street, 

I  met  the  parson's  daughter; 

The  very  first  thought  came  into  my  mind. 

That  I  could  finger  her  hind  quarter.’ 
Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  ho-re-Riley; 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  KileyJ 

As  soon  as  had  gone  to  bed, 

■Who  should  come  in  but  her  damned  old  mother; 

I  v?as  shagging  away  with  all  my  might, 

bhun  she  spatted  my  ass  and  drove  it  in  farther 
Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  ho-re-Riley; 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley.* 

Ihen  with  two  pistols  in  his  hand, 

Who  should  come  in  but  her  damned  old  father, 
i  shoved  both  pistols  up  his  ass, 

And  slopped  his  wife,  and  shagged  his  daughter J 
Ho-re-rigga,  rig?a,  ho-re -Riley; 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  onu-eyed  Riley.1 


Oh,  then  I  went  out  on  the  porch. 

And  shook  my  prick  at  old  dog  Toivser; 

It  scared  the  fool  damned  near  to  death. 

And  he  turned  his  tail  and  ran  for  cover.' 
Ho-ro-rigga,  riggs,  ho-re-Riley; 

Ho-r<=>-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley.' 

I'm  the  best  damned  man  was  ever  born. 

And  never  a  maiden  could  resist  me; 

My  cock  and  bolls  weigh  thirty  pounds. 

And  I  an  known  as  th~  dangerous  one*eyed  Riley 
Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  ho-r0-Riley; 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley.* 

G. 

(Harold  Rothstein) 

As  I  was  sitting  in  O'Reilly's  tavern. 

Listening  to  his  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter. 
There  came  a  thought  into  my  mind. 

That  I  should  shag  O’Reilly’s  daughter.' 
Tiddle-eye-ao ,  tiddla-eye-ee,  tiddle-eye-oe  for  the 
one-boll  ‘Reilly; 

Rigga-dig-dig,  bolls  and  all,  rubba-dub-dub,  shag  on 

I  grabbed  that  old  witch  by  the  tit. 

And  threw  my  left  leg  up  and  over; 

Shagged  and  shagged,  and  !  shagged  some  more. 

Shagged  until  the  fun  was  over.' 

Chorus 

There  came  a  knock  upon  my  door. 

And  who  should  it  be  but  her  goddam  father. 

Two  horse-pistols  in  his  hand. 

Looking  for  the  guy  who  shagged  his  daughter.' 

Chorus 


I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  bolls 
Aid  shoved  than  in  a  pail  of  water; 

I  shoved  those  oistols  up  his  ass 

Damned  sight  farther  than  i  shagged  his  daughter.' 


Chorus 


DOWN  IN  THE  LEU  I  VALLEY 
(jack  Harkness) 

Now,  don't  get  sore.  Stranger! 

I'll  never  shit  in  your  hat! 

I’ve  got  a  sad,  sad  story. 

And  a  long  one  at  that. 

It  was  down  in  the  Lehi  Valley; 

Me  and  my  pardnar,  Lou, 

We  had  a  ranch,  a  dandy— 

jpaid  us  better  than  forty-two. 

We  were  happy  down  in  the  valley. 

Me  and  my  pardner,  Lou, 

Till  along  came  a  girl  named  Sally — - 
But  we  called  her  Su9. 

She  had  an  ass  like  a  country  shithouse 
And  her  cunt  was  full  of  fire; 

I  had  a  full  six  inches. 

And  I  couldn't  half  supply  her. 

Along  came  a  Texas  ranger 

With  a  prick  nine  inches  long; 

He  stuck  it  into  Sally, 

And  he  carried  her  rig^ii  along. 

So  roll  me  another  pill.  Bill, 

And  1*11  be  on  my  way; 

I’ll  catch  that  runt  that  stole  my  cunt 
If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Day.* 

B. 

(Alden  Blasdell) 

It  was  down  in  the  Lehi  Valley 

Where  me  and  my  brother,  Lou, 

We  met  a  girl  from  the  whorehouse. 

And  a  damned  fast  one,  too.’ 

Her  ass  was  like  a  goldmine; 

Her  cunt  was  hot  as  fire; 

My  eight-and-a-half  inches 

Couldn't  half  supply  her! 

Along  came  a  soldier  boy 

With  a  cock  ten  inches  long; 

He  f - ed  my  girl  from  the  whorehouse. 

And  took  her  right  along J 

So  roll  me  another  pill.  Bill, 

And  I'll  be  on  my  way 

To  hunt  the  runt  that  stole  my  cunt, 

If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Day.' 


HI  Jtm  DANDY  0! 


A. 

(Larrey  Martin) 

As  I  was  going  down  the  street. 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 
Two  whores  I  chanced  to  meet. 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 

One  called  me  ’’stud,"  and  I  called  her  '\nare," 
Hi  reo  dandy  0! 

I  fucked  tho  one  -with  the  little  brown  hair. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0 i 

All  tho  next  nine  days  to  the  Doc  I  went. 

To  get  my  cock  sucked  out  at  the  end! 

In  came  a  nurse  with  an  old  gr«asy  rag; 

She  washed  my  oock  and  squoezed  my  bag! 

In  came  a  doctor  with  a  knife  and  block; 

At  on«  whack  off  came  my  cook! 

All  the  next  two  weeks  I  spent  in  bed. 

With  a  stub  of  a  cock  without  any  head! 

It’s  all  over  now  —  wish  I  had  it  to  do  again 
A  nine-inch  cock  and  a  head  as  big  again! 

Come,  all  you  young  men,  take  warning  by  met 
Never  fuck  the  first  whore  you  see.’ 

B. 

(Ben  Infanger) 

As  I  was  going  down  the  street. 

Two  pretty  maidens  I  chanced  to  meet! 

One  was  fair,  very  fair; 

She  called  me  wstud,™  and  I  called  her  *!mare! " 

The  other  was  dark,  with  curly  locks; 

She  gave  me  the  clap,  and  I  gave  her  the  cock! 

Now,  before  the  doctor  I  did  stand. 

My  rotten  pecker  in  my  hand! 

H=>  had  a  hatchet  and  a  block; 

With  one  whack  he  cut  off  my  oock! 

And  now  that  I’m  well  and  free  from  pain, 
i'll  go  back  to  the  stump  and  try  it  again! 


YlrPIE-YAYi 


A. 

(Phenoi  Deschamps) 

Saddled  old  Bolide  and  started  for  the  hard; 

He  threw  me  off  in  a  fresh  cow  tirdl 

Como  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie ,  yippie-yay.' 

I  was  coming  down’  tna  mountain  by  the  old  cow  trail, 
Iffith  my  pecker  in  my  hand  and  a  heifer  by  the  tail! 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yayj 

I  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  threw  her  in  the  grass. 

And  pumped  salvation  up  her  dirty  rotten  ass.' 

(And  showed  her  thu  wiggle  of  a  cowboy's  assi) 

X  jumped  in  a  wagon,  and  I  gave  a  big  yell? 

Bio  team  ran  away  and  broko  it  all  to  he  111 

Last  time  I  saw  the  boss  — —  I  haven’t  seen  him  since  — 
He  was  fucking  a  heifer  through  a  barb-wire  fence J 

And  now  my  song  is  ended  —  I  can  sing  you  no  more; 
Thoro's  an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have  the  core! 

B. 

(Ben  Inf anger) 

Way  up  north  among  the  bear  and  lion; 

Come  down  south  a-shittin*  and  a-f lyin'.1 
Come  a-ti-yi  yippio,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay.' 

Come  a-ti-yi  yippie,  yippie-yay i 

Feet  in  the  stirrups,  and  my  ass  in  the  saddle; 
A-singin*  all  day  to  your  shitty  assed  cattle i 
Come  a-ti-yi  yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a-ti-yi  yippxe,  yippie-yay.' 

I  went  to  the  boss  to  draw  my  roll. 

To  go  down  south  and  find  a  shady  knoll* 

The  boss  cume  out  with  a  gun  in  his  hand, 

A-sayin'*  *Y?et  to  work  and  be  god  damned! " 

Well,  i  hopped  on  the  stage,  and  I  gav«  a  little  yell; 
The  lead  bars  broke,  and  the  leaders  went  to  hell! 


BU2KAR00 

(George  Goodnough) 

Oh,  to  hell  with  the  ranch 
And  the  shitty-eyed  cattle ; 

If  the  boss  contradicts  me. 

He  can  kiss  my  bloody  asshole.’ 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buokarooi 

Oh,  I  went  to  the  farmer. 

And  I  asked  him  for  my  roll; 

He  said,  "My  God,  man. 

You’re  twenty  in  the  holei n 
Sing  a  hick^eye  hick  a  buckaroo J 

I  went  around  the  corner. 

And  I  met  the  farmer's  daughter; 

I  asked  her  for  a  fflfitk 

For  a  dollar  and  a  quarter * 

Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckaroo. 

She  said,  ”My  God, 

I’m  a  decent  man’s  daughter. 

And  I  wouldn’t  screw  you 

For  a  dollar  and  a  quarter • w 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckaroo* 

The  next  time  I  saw  her 

She  was  standing  in  the  door. 
Shoes  and  stockings  off, 

A-dancing  like  a  whore  i 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarooi 

The  next  time  I  saw  her 

She  was  lying  in  the  grass, 
A-holding  of  her  belly 
Like  a  monkey’s  assi 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarooi 

The  next  time  I  saw  her 

She  was  floating  down  the  stream. 
Her  cuht  open  wide  enough 
To  drive  in  a  team.* 

Sing  hick-eye  hick  a  buekarooJ 


THIS  D&KV3SR  HOME 

(Terrell  Lish  and  Aldan  Blasdell) 

The  very  first  time  I  was  in  Denver, 

The  very  first  time  X  was  away  from  home, 

X  thought  I'd  taka  a  stroll  down  yonder? 

So  I  strolled  into  the  Denver  Home. 

The  minute  I  walked  through  the  doorway, 

A  big  fat  whore  stepped  up  to  me: 

"A  dollar  and  a  half  for  the  first  few  punches 
And  she  slapped  her  a3S  upon  my  knee.' 

A  dollar  and  a  half  was  her  proposition; 

A  dollar  and  a  half,  and  I  pay  no  more; 

And  sha  parked  h«r  ass  upon  my  knee. 

And  I  felt  like  falling  through  the  floorj 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  doing; 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

I  went  to  all  the  balls  and  dances. 

And  threw  my  money  all  about. 

The  pimps  and  whores  came  crowding  round  me; 

There  must  have  been  a  hundred  and  two; 
They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  and  silver; 

They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  watch,  too. 

Little  did  X  care  what  X  was  doing; 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

But  when  they  stole  my  gold  and  silver. 

Then  bloody  murder  I  cried  outJ 

Then  all  the  whores  came  crowding  round  me 
(l  thought  there  were  a  million  or  more). 
And  you’d  shit  your  pants  and  die  a-laughing. 
To  see  my  ass  shag  out  the  doori 


THIS  BOBNIB  BROW  HARIS 
(Bobby  Grant) 

One  morning  in  April, 

At  the  dawn  of  the  day. 

With  nty  g«n  on  my  shoulder. 

To  the  -woods  I  did  stray. 

I  met  a  fair  maiden, 

Whose  eheeks  were  of  rose. 

Her  hair  down  in  ringlets. 

And  eyes  black  as  coal. 

I  asked  the  fair  maiden, 

’X)h,  maiden  so  fair. 

Could  you  tell  me  where,  oh,  where. 
Could  I  find  the  brown  hare?  ” 

She  answered  me  shyly; 

She  answered  me  lows 
’’Beneath  my  white  petty 

The  brown  hair  doth  growi * 

I  laid  her  down  gently 

Beneath  tho  shade  of  a  tree. 

And  X  cocked  my  big  rifle 
Abo  Vo  her  white  knee.* 

She  swooned  and  she  fainted; 

Her  color  all  fled. 

I  stooped  and  X  kissed  her. 

For  I  thought  she  were  dead. 
Then  she  opened  her  eyes 
Gently  and  said* 

our  aim  is  so  true.  Sir, 

Your  ballets  so  fair— 
won't  you  fire  once  more 
At  my  bonnie  brown  hair?” 

"Oh,  no,  my  fair  maiden; 

My  powder  is  spent. 

My  bullets  are  gone. 

And  my  ramrod  is  bent; 

And  X  cannot  fire  on.' 

"But  meet  me  tomorrow 

Beneath  the  shade  of  the  tree. 
And  if  the  weather  proves  fair, 
i’ll  fire  once  more 
At  your  bonnie  brown  hair.’ " 


JGHNNI1S 

(Vernon  Peterson) 

Oh,  there  was  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  towni 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Oh,  there  was  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  town. 

And  he  claimed  he  had  the  biggest  prick  of  any  guy  aroundli 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

Now,  Johnnie  and  his  master  got  in  a  disputed 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Now,  dohnnxe  and  his  master  got  in  a  dispute? 

Said  Johnnie  to  his  master,  "I've  got  the  biggest  toot.'" 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

Johnnie  and  ms  master  w0nt  on  the  hill  to  plowi 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Johnnie  and  his  master  wont  on  the  hill  to  plow? 

Said  Johnnie  to  his  master,  "I'll  measure  with  you  nowJ " 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

So  they  measured  around  and  they  measured  about.' 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.* 

So  they  measured  around  and  thsy  measured  about? 

And  Johnnie  had  him  beat  six  inches  on  the  spout.' 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

Now,  there  lived  a  little  girl  Just  a  little  out  of  towni 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Now,  there  lived  a  little  girl  ^.ust  a  little  out  of  town. 
And  she  liked  Johnnie  better  than  any  guy  aroundi 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

Ho  picked  hor  up  gently  and  laid  her  on  the  grass i 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
He  picked  her  up  gently  and  laid  her  on  the  grass. 

And  rolled  her  over  onto  her  assi 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

Now,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begini 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Now,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begin. 

For  it  h^rts  just  a  little  when  you  first  put  it  ini 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.3 

Now,  go  a  little  faster,  and  don't  bo  so  slow.3 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Now,  go  a  little  faster,  and  don't  be  so  slow? 

For  it  don't  hurt  now  like  it  did  awhile  agoi 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

"Oh,  I  wish  it  was  longer  and  half  as  big  againi 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Oh,  I  wish  it  was  longer  and  half  as  big  again. 

And  I  had  a  bull's  ass  to  help  push  it  ini 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

Oh,  now  my  song  is  endedi  Idll  sing  you  no  morei 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Oh,  now  my  song  is  endedi  I'll  sing  you  no  more.' 

IhsTa  's  an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have  the  cor ei 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 


OLD  MAGLELLAITD 
{ Larry  Martin) 


Old  MacLell^nd  -was  a  cowboy 
Of  the  wild  and  wooly  west; 

His  horses  and  his  toggery 
Were  of  tne  very  best. 

He  had  a  pretty  good  education; 

Biat  is,  he  was  no  fool. 

The  only  fault  MaoLelland  had* 

He  was  handy  -with  his  tool! 

MacLelland  left  that  cow-camp; 

'Tssas  on  a  Friday  night. 

He  spied  a  pretty  schoolmam 

In  a  schoolhouse  painted  white • 

He  sprang  into  the  atmosphere. 

Stampeded  dogs  and  cats; 

And  he  hit  the  trail  a-rolling 
For  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats. 

He  reined  his  horse  into  the  gate; 

He  said,  $May  I  come  in?" 

tTou  may,  "  said  the  schoolman 
With  a  kind  of  saucy  grin. 

He  kicked  the  Cowshit  off  his  boots 
And  sti-aightened  his  cravat, 

And  he  entered  through  the  doorway 
With  thu  schoolmam  of  the  flats. 

They- talked  about  the  weather; 

They  talked  of  this  and  that; 

They  kept  a-drifting  onward — 

They  knew  not  Just  where  at.' 

They  kept  a-drifting  onward 

Until  they  reached  her  chair, 

A^d  he  put  the  proposition 

To  the  schoolmam  then  and  there. 

He  laid  her  on  the  bench— 

The  best  that  he  could  do; 

He  unwrapped  his  coil  from  around  his  horn 
And  opened  his  hondoo! 

Then,  bringing  forth  his  roller. 

He  stabbed  her  in  the  fat; 

He  stopped  the  wind  from  blowing 

Through  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats! 

He  said,  "I’ve  diddled  maidens. 

And  negro  wenches,  and  all  that; 

But  the  best  I  ever  tackled 

Was  the  schoolmam  un  the  flats!" 

But  when  he  shook  his  roller. 

Just  nine  days  after  that. 

He  found  he’d  caught  the  g  mine  res 
From  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats! 


Some,  all  you  jolly  rounders. 

And  listen  to  my  song; 

Keep  old  John  Henry  in  his  chapps 
And  keep  him  fogging  on.' 

And  if  he  gets  unruly. 

Just  fan  him  with  your  hat.' 
Remember  old  MacLelland 

And  the  schoolman  on  the  flats 


I  JuST  C0ULDN*T 
(phenol  Daschamps) 

I  wanda rad  down  the  street. 

And  I  knocked  on  oVery  door; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 
X  couldn’t  find  a  whore J 

At  last  X  found  a  whore j 

She  was  sitting  on  a  rock; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn’t  find  my  cocki 

At  last  I  found  my  cock, 

In  the  center  of  my  hand; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

1  couldn’t  make  it  stand.* 

At  last  I  made  it  stand. 

As  stiff  as  any  pin; 

To  save  my  lifo  from  hell,  boys, 
l  couldn't  get  it  ini 

At  last  X  got  it  in 

And  wiggled  it  about; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

X  couldn’t  get  it  outi 

At  last  I  got  it  out. 

All  mattery  and  sore.1 

To  save  your  life  from  hell,  boys 
Hever  fuck  a  whore.* 


THE  JOLLY  SHEEHERD 
(Lafayette  Larson) 

There  was  a  Jolly  shepherd. 

And  he  lived  upon  a  hill; 

He  went  out  hunting  one  fine  day 
To  see  what  he  could  kill. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  day.' 

He  looked  to  the  east  and  then  to  the  west. 
And  then  he  took  another  look; 

And  there  he  spied  a  maiden  fair 
A-swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  day.' 

He  sneaked  do»<n  through  the  bushes 
To  take  a  closer  look. 

And  spied  upon  the  maiden  fair 
A-swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  dayj 

"uh,  jolly,  jolly  shepherd. 

Coma,  take  a  closer  look.*" 

And  shaking  out  her  tresses. 

She  climbed  out  of  the  brook. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  day.* 

They  traveled  along  togetner 

Till  they  oame  to  a  stack  of  hav; 

11Oh,  mister,  that's  a  pretty  place 
For  you  and  me  to  play.*  ” 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  dayj 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  a  field  of  o lover; 

*^0n,  mister,  that's  a  pretty  place 
For  you  to  roll  me  over.’ " 

Sing  f al-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  dayj 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  canto  to  her  father's  house; 

And  then  shw  said,  "I'm  a  maid  within. 

And  you're  a  fool  without J  " 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  dayj 


ROSaBaRRY 
(Niah  Davis) 


As  I  rode  out  on  Roseberry, 

All  on  a  market  day, 

A-viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid. 

Her  business  going  this  way— 

Her  business  going  to  market 

vVere  butter  and  eggs  and  cream. 

And  we  jogged  along  together. 

I  derry  down  a-day ^ 

We  jogged  along  together, 

«ie  jogged  side  by  side; 

A- viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid, 

.  Her  garter  came  untied. 

For  fear  that  she  may  lose  it, 
ihesu  words  to  her  I  said, 

"Four  garter  is  hanging  down,  my  dear.1 " 

I  derry  down  a-dayJ 

B0h,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man? 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  free? 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man. 

As  to  tie  it  up  for  me?” 

"Fes,  X  will,  yes,  X  will, 

When  ye  get  to  yonder  hill.’" 

And  we  jogged  along  together. 

I  derry  down  a-dayi 

As  wo  arrived  at  yonder *s  hill. 

So  happy  and  so  free; 

As  we  arrived  at  yonder fs  hill. 

Such  eights  1  never  did  sees 
For  she  rolled  up  her  lily-white  clothes. 

And  I  rolled  in  between,* 

And  w-  fogged  along  together. 

X  derry  down  a-day* 

"How,  since  you  have  your  will  with  me , 

Kind  sir,  tell  me  your  name. 

Likewise  your  occupation 

And  the  city  from  which  you  came  .F  " 

"My  name  ?tis  Johnnie  the  Rover, 

And  from  Baltimore  City  am  I, 

And  I  live  by  the  side  of  the  Ups  and  Downs 
I  derry  down  a-day J 

How,  she  returned  from  market. 

Her  butter  and  eggs  being  sold} 

But  the  losing  of  her  maidenhead 
It  made  her  blood  run  cold 2 
"But  it  is  gones  let  it  goi 

He?s  the  lad  I  love.'"  said  shej 
"And  he  liv«s  by  tne  sido  of  tho  Ups  and  Downs 
I  derry  do«n  a-day.1 


THE  LITTLE  BALL  OF  YARN 
(Murray  Halo  and  Aldon  Blaisdell) 

It  was  in  the  month  of  may, 

When  the  jacks  boginn  to  bray. 

And  the  jennies  conw  prancing  round  the  barn; 
Said  the  Jennie  to  the  jack* 

%111  you  climb  upon  my  back? 

You  can  wind  up  my  little  ball  of  yarn? " 

It  was  in  the  month  of  $uno, 
f.hen  the  roses  were  in  bloom 

And  the  Jennies  were  loose  around  the  barn; 
There  i  met  a  little  Miss, 

And  I  simply  asked  her  this, 

’tMay  l  wind  up  your  little  ball  of  yarn?  ” 

“Oh,  why  don't  you  go  to  those 
Who  have  money  and  fine  clothes? 

Why  don't  you  go  to  them  with  your,  charms? n 
But  she  finally  gave  consent. 

And  through  the  fields  we  went. 

To  wind  up  her  little  ball  of  yarn.’ 

After  getting  her  consent. 

Around  a  stump  wo  went. 

And  i  asked  her  where  she  kept  her  little  charm 
She  said  beneath  her  gown; 

So  I  gently  laid  her  4own, 

And  I  wound  up  her  little  ball  of  ya mi 

it  was  nine  days  after  this, 

Sphen  I  went  to  take  a  piss, 

I  found  my  cock  all  mattery  and  warm; 

Then  I  knew  that  by  mishap. 

She  had  given  mo  the  clapp. 

As  I  wound  up>  her  little  ball  of  yarn! 

It  was  nine  months  after  that; 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat. 

Wondering  if  I'd  done  her  any  harm; 

Thure  appeared  before  the  door 
Her  father  and  Several  more* 

’’You’re  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball  of  yarnJ  ” 

It  was  nine  days  after  that; 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat, 

Pondering  if  I!d  done  her  any  harm; 

Then  an  officer  in  blue. 

Said,  wYoung  man,  I’m  after  you 2 

Come  and  marry  your  little  ball  of  yarnJ  n 


THK  KiSlHOLK  IN  THIS  DOOR 
(Larry  Martin) 

Hf©  left  the  party  early, 

I  think  at  scarcely  nine. 

And  as  good  luck  would  have  it. 

Her  room  was  next  to  mine. 

As  eager  as  old  Solumbus, 

New  regions  to  explore, 

I  took  a  snug  position 

By  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

She  first  took  off  her  collar; 

It  fell  upon  the  floor; 

Ye  Gods.'  I  saw  her  stoop  for  it. 
Through  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

Then  shme  her  dress  and  underclothes. 
Fifty,  less  or  more; 

I  couldn't  count  correctly 

Jhrough  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

She  sat  down  on  the  carpet; 

She  r®st»d  gracefully; 

She  pulled  her  spotless  linen 
Above  her  snow-white  kneel 

Then  she  took  down  her  tresses 
Of  pretty  golden  hair; 

Ihey  fell  in  torrents 

About  her  shoulders  bare. 

She  sat  before  the  fire. 

Her  tiny  feet  to  warm, 

With  nothing  but  a  shimmy 

To  conceal  her  naked  form. 

If  she  would  only  drop  it, 

I  would  ask  no  mors; 

Ye  Godsl  1  seen  her  drop  it 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

If  I  was  strong  as  Sampson, 

I'd  break  that  door  down; 

I'd  have  a  little  booty 

If  I  woke  up  the  whole  damn  town! 

But  I'm  not  as  strong  as  Sampson, 

And  I  can  do  no  more 

Than  jack  off  and  take  straight  aim 
Through  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 


AH  INCH  ABOVE  IOUR  KNEE 
(Murray  Hale) 


I  met  her  in  a  Ballroom, 

And  I  askod  hor  for  a  dance j 
She  could  tell  X  was  a  sailor 
By  the  buttons  on  my  pants. 

My  shoes  were  brightly  polished; 

My  hair  was  neatly  combed; 

X  danced  with  her  all  evening; 
That  night  x  took  her  home. 

And  as  I  left  the  ballroom, 

I  heard  some  old  dame  say, 
"There  goes  a  fair  young  maiden 
Iho  is  being  led  astray.’" 

It  was  at  her  father '  s  gateway 
That  she  was  led  astray; 

It  was  in  her  mother  *s  bedroom 
That  she  was  forced  to  lay. 

I  laid  her  down  so  gently; 

Her  dresses  x  raised  high; 

"he 211  do  it  now,  my  Nellie; 

We  *11  do  it  now  or  die.'" 

I  offered  her  a  silver  necklace; 

X  offered  her  a  golden  pin; 

I  offered  her  a  wooden  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

She  wouldn:t  accept  the  necklace; 

She  wouldn:t  accept  the  pin; 
But  she  did  accept  the  oradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

Now,  all  you  fair  young  maidens. 
Just  take  a  tip  from  mes 
Never  let  a  sailor 

Get  an  inch  above  your  kneei 

He'll  love  you  and  caress  you; 

He'll  promise  to  be  true; 

But  when  he  gets  your  cherry, 
it's  off  to  hell  with  you* 

B. 

(Dick  Falfreyman) 

When  I  was  young  and  pretty, 
xt  was  to  my  delight 
To  go  to  balls  and  dances 

And  stay  out  late  at  night. 

it  was  at  a  ball  I  met  him. 

And  h9  asked  me  for  a  dance; 

I  could  tell  he  was  a  sailor 
By  the  buttons  on  his  pants.' 


His  shoes  were  neatly  polished; 

His  hair  was  nicely  combed; 

And  when  the  dance  was  over. 

He  asked  to  take  me  home. 

’Twas  in  my  father's  hallway 
That  I  was  led  astray; 

‘Twas  in  my  mother's  bedroom 
That  I  was  forced  to  lay. 

He  spread  my  legs  so  gently; 

He  raised  my  dress  so  high; 

He  said,  "No\>r,  Mary,  darling. 

You'll  do  it  now  or  die.' w 

Ifow,  all  young  girls,  take  warning. 
And  take  a  tip  from  me* 

Never  let  a  sailor 

Get  an  inch  above  your  kneef 

For  if  you  do  he  *11  love  you. 

Love  you  kind  and  true; 

But  when  he  picks  your  cherry. 
He'll  say,  "To  hell  with  you*** 


AH  INDIAN  MAID 

(Ben  Edwards  and  Phenoi  Des champs) 

I  once  knew  an  Indian  maid 
Iho  was  very  very  much  afraid 
That  some  buc karoo 
Would  shove  it  up  her  slough 
While  she  lay  sleeping  in  the  shade i 

She  took ’her  little  brown  hand 
And  filled  it  full  of  sand; 

And  then  she  knew 
That  no  buckaroo 

Would  monkey  with  the  promised  land.' 

But  one  buckaroo  got  wise. 

And  he  shoved  it  between  her  thighs; 
With  an  old  gum-boot 
On  the  end  of  his  root. 

He  opened  Bedwing's  eyes.* 

And  then  to  her  great  surprise. 

Her  belly  Jfegan  to  rise; 

And  then  she  knew 
That  some  buckaroo. 

Had  slipped  it  between  her  thighs.' 


IN  BOMBAY 
(Easter  Bush) 


The  geese  they  fly  high 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  shit  upon  the  fly, 
in  Bombay! 

The  roosters  they  grow  tall 
in  Bombay,  in  Bombayj 

And  they  shit  upon  the  wall. 

In  Bombay! 

The  ■whiskers  they  grow  long 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  tickle  you  on  the  dong. 
In  Bombay! 

The  curly  hair  grows  rad 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

But  it  don't  grow  on  your  head. 

In  Bombay! 

They  chew  tobacco  thin 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  it  driszles  down  their  chin. 
In  Bombay! 

The  children  they  go  bare 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

For  they  have  no  underwear. 

In  Bombay! 

They  swim  naked  in  the  river 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

All  the  guys  and  gals  together. 

In  Bombay! 

Dead  dogs  lie  in  the  street 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  serve  the  poor  for  meat. 
In  Bombay! 

The  women  they  grow  fat 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

Every  year  they  have  a  brat. 

In  Bombay! 

Thera  are  maidens  young  and  sweet 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  diddle  you  on  the  street 
In  Bombay! 

You  can  soak  your  cock  in  blood 
I11  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  Sodi  does  it  feel  good. 

In  Bombay! 


OF  ALL  TEE  BLASTS 


Uf  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  cow* 

I'd  stand  ppon  my  two  hind  legs 
And  show  the  old  bull  howj 

Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  bo  the  bull* 

I 'd  3tand  upon  my  two  hind  legs 
And  pump  the  old  cow  fulli 

Of  all  the  blasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  dogs 
I’d  lift  my  hind  leg  in  the  air 
And  piss  on  every  log.1 

Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  oats 
I'd  shit  in  every  pile  of  dirt 
And  smootn  the  place  out  flat! 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  whales 
I'd  swim  the  whole  world  over 
To  find  a  piece  of  tail.' 

Of  all  the  Deasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  bo  the  birds 
I’d  fly  down  on  some  woman’s  hat 
And  shit  a  3uicy  tirdi 

Of  all  une  boasts  that  roam  the  fields. 
I’d  rather  be  the  buok* 

I’d  climb  upon  the  old  ewys  back 
And  fuck  and  fuck  and  fuck.' 

of  all  the  blasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  mares 
I'd  back  right  up,  and  lift  my  tail. 

And  show  the  old  stud  where.’ 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  field, 
I:d  rather  be  the  sow* 

I’d  stretch  my  bailey  on  the  grass 
And  let  the  old  boar  plow.* 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  skunk* 

I'd  piss  on  every  passer-by 
To  show  hrm  how  I  stunk.' 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  field, 
I'd  rather  by  the  goats 
i?8  stoal  my  master's  underwear 
And  cram  them  down  my  throat.* 

Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  field. 
I’d  rather  ba  a  mans 
And  then  i(d  get  it  a  whole  lot  oftener 
■  Than  the  other  animals  can.' 


I  NSViiR 

(Rufus  Toponce) 


a. 

I  walked  into  the  hallway. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be? 

And  I  thought  I  saw  an  overcoat, 
■Where  my  coat  ought  to  be,* 

"that's  this,  my  darling  wife, 

TShere  my  coat  ought  to  be?1' 

'"Oh,  it  's  nothing  but  a  blanket 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me.* " 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  million  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  blanket 
With  pockets  in  before i 

b. 

I  walked  into  the  bedroom. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  somebody's  hat 
Where  my  hat  ought  to  bei 

’’ftiat's  this,  my  darling  wife. 

Where  my  hat  ought  to  be? " 

"Oh,  it's  nothing  but  a  pisspot 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me.' 11 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  million  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  pisspot 
With  a  lining  in  before^ 

0. 

I  looked  into  the  cradle, 

"Where  my  kid  ought  to  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  a  stranger; 

I  was  drunk  as  I  could  be.' 

’What's  this,  my  darling  wife, 

T3iere  my  kid  ought  to  be?” 

"Oh,  it's  nothing  but  a  monkey 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me." 

I've  roamed  the  wlfid  world  over 
A  million  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  monkey 
With  a  diaper  on  before; 

d. 

I  looked  beneath  the  covers. 

As  drunk  as  I  oould  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  a  pecker 
Where  my  prick  ought  to  be.* 

"What's  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  my  prick  ought  to  be? " 

"Oh,  it's  nothing  but  a  rolling  pin 
My  grandmother  gave  1 0  me  " 


I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  million  times  or  mor«y 
But  I  never  saw  a  rolling  pin 
With  hair  on  it  before l 


MY  PRriTTY  FAIR  MAID 
(Ben  Infanger) 

A  soldier  walked  into  a  candle  shop. 

Some  candles  for  to  buy. 

And  to  the  soldier’s  great  surprise, 

Bie  devil,  he  saw,  was  nigh. 

He  hollered,  he  hollered,  he  loudly  called. 
Onto  his  master  cried* 

"You  can  have  a  bit  of  my  peoker. 

Whenever  you  are  mine  * " 

*0*1,  noj  oh,  no,  my  pretty  fair  maid, 

I've  never  had  such  fun; 

To  lie  beside  a  pretty  fair  maid. 

Of  such  I've  never  done.'" 

"But  I  will  call  on  master. 

For  he  is  near  at  hand; 

And  he  *11  take  a  bit  of  your  peckers 
He  does  it,  I  understand^ 

He  took  her  round  her  middle  so  small. 

And  gazed  in  her  jet-black  eyes. 

And  shoved  the  point  of  his  do-take-care 
Between  her  lily-white  thighs. 

And  after  he  wqs  done  and  gone. 

He  swore  she  was  no  whore y 

He  could  tell  by  the  blood  on  his  pecker 
That  she  never  done  it  before. 

Come,  all  you  men  with  pretty  young  wives. 

You  better  be  on  the  lookout. 

And  lock  them  up  in  a  room  at  night 
Whenever  you  go  out. 

They'll  tell  you  how  kind  and  true  they’ll  be. 
They’ll  tell  you  so  and  soy 

But  they  will  take  a  bit  of  your  peckers 
They  all  do  love  it,  you  knowl 


DANIEL  IN  THE  LION'S  DM 


A. 

(Lester  Bush) 

It  was  in  the  days  of  the  royal  castration. 

And  the  king  was  giving  his  last  ball. 

In  the  courtyard  the  courtiers  could  be  seen. 

Merrily  throwing  camel  shit  at  each  others 
Horse  shit  was  unknown  in  those  good  old  days! 

Suddenly,  who  should  appear  upon  the  scene  but  Daniel, 
Holding  his  deft  nut  in  his  hand^ 

'’'Shat  hoi"  cried  the  king. 

"Ass  holei"  cried  Daniel,  thereby  scoring  a  hit. 

"Kiss  it.1"  cried  the  king,  thus  doing  him  one  better. 

"After  you,  you  son-of-a-bitchJ "  cried  Daniel, 

And  the  laughs  were  on  the  king. 

Now,  in  those  days,  it  was  considered  a  mean  thing 
To  call  a  king  a  son-of-a-bitch. 

So  Daniel  was  thrown  into  the  lions  1  den. 

He  could  be  recognized  only  by  the  green  umbrella 
TJhich  he  carried  under  his  left  arm. 

Suddenly,  a  lion  walked  up  to  Daniel 
And  seized  him  by  the  left  nut. 

"Ouch,  that  tickles;"  cried  Daniel. 

"Khat  tickles?"  cried  the  king. 

"Testicles!"  cried  Daniel, 

And  for  the  second  time  that  day 
Hie  laughs  were  on  the  king. 

"Oh,  fart;  ”  eried  the  king. 

And  a  gentle  mist  settled  over  the  whole  of  his  realm. 

"Oh,  shit;”  cried  the  king. 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
Squatted  and  did  their  utmost. 

For  the  kings  word  was  law  in  those  good  old  days! 

"Come  forth; "  cried  the  kingj 

But  Daniel  slipped  on  a  fresh  lion  tird 

And  came  second. 

".shat  about  the  princess?"  somebody  shouted. 

"F— -  her.*"  cried  the  king. 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
Were  ti-anfjlad  to  death  in  the  rush. 

For  the  king‘s  Word  was  law  in  those  good  old  days.* 


(Daniel  in  the  Lions  1  Den) 

B* 

(Terrell  Lish) 

Now,  the  sun  shined  down  with  an  awful  heat 
On  a  poor  young;  man  with  right  sore  feet, 

Tvho  had  traveled  from  dawn  to  where  he  was  at; 

And  the  shade  of  some  trees  that  were  by  the  road 
Was  more  than  he  could  bear; 

And,  throwing;  his  kit  with  a  careless  air. 

He  prepared  himself  to  have  luncheon  there ♦ 

But  as  he  went  to  the  creek  Use  wash. 

He  heard  an  awful  noise. 

As  if  the  holiday  were  enjoyed  by  boys; 

So  he  sneaked  right  down  to  the  water 8s  edge. 

And  there  upon  the  grassy  bank 
Was  a  sight  for  weary  men: 

A  lonely  boy  was  sitting  down. 

As  bare  as  bare  could  be; 

So  Daniel  —  ah,  that  naughty  ma n!  — 

Had  thoughts  that  arenTt  right; 

The  little  jar  he  had  carried  far 
Was  for  such  things  as  this; 

He  grabbed  the  boy  and  threw  him  down. 

And  rubbed  his  bunghole  well; 

Then  he  enjoyed  himself  as  only  the  bards  can  tell 

The  soldiers  of  the  king  were  abroad  that  day. 
Hunting  far  and  wide 

For  Tuttle-too,  the  king’s  royal  boy— 

They  knew  not  wh«re  he*d  hide* 

They  hunted  vales,  they  hunted  nooks. 

They  looked  down  all  the  wells. 

They  called  and  blew  their  horns; 

Then  far  off  in  the  distance 
They  hoard  a  feeblo  yell* 

Then  on  their  chargers,  fast  as  light. 

They  hied  their  steeds  with  haste* 

The  troop  drove  up;  and  there  they  were. 

The  boy  and  Daniel  hard  at  workJ 

The  troop  was  stumped  —  and  so  was  thw  boy  -- 
For  if  the  king  should  hear. 

The  palace  would  be  helli 

But  some  one  told  on  Dannel  bold; 

And  as  the  dity  he  did  near. 

He  knew  that  he  was  lost! 

So  when  Daniel  to  the  rovall  court  came. 

He  felt  that  all  the  world  was  wise, 
iilse  why  did  all  the  courtiers  hold 
Their  noses  and  wink  their  eyes? 


The  king  said  to  Daniel  bold, 
f\’!hy  hast  thou  fouldd  the  only  boy 
I’d  sr/im  a  river  for  or  die? 
in  other  words,  my  cocky  man, 
fthat  hast  thou  done? " 


Said  Daniel  to  the  king, 

"Sir,  i  have  f-< —  ed  your  boy 
And  f - ed  him  well;" 

thereupon  the  king,  in  his  great  rags. 

Had  Daniel  placed  in  the  Lions'  Den; 

And  the  very  -next  day  he  we nt  forth 
To  see  Daniel’s  bones, 

Which  hs  expected  to  be 
Lying  out  in  the  suny 
But  to  his  great  surprise 

He  saw  Daniel  sitting  on  the  largest  lion, 

1= doing  his  ass 

ITith  the  next  to  the  largest  lion's  tail] 

"What  hoi"  cried  the  king. 

"Ass  hole i "  replied  Daniel. 

Whereupon  the  queen  dashed  madly  through  the  court 
With  her  drawers  at  half-mast. 

And  her  ass  shining  like  a  looking  glass 
in  the  moonlight. 

Then  the  king,  in  a  terrible  rage. 

Cried  out,  "Where  is  the  queen?" 

"T2hy,  she  is  out  in  the  garden  drinking  teai  " 

"What  kind  of  tea? " 

"S--E— I— T;  ” 

"Is  she  occupied?" 

"Tea,  verilyi" 

"Shat  is  she  doing? ” 

"Why,  she  is  wiping  her  ass  on  fifty  skeins 
Uf  the  finest  silk  in  the  world j  " 

fihereupon  Somebody  shouted,  "F - the  queen;  " 

And  forty  brave  young  knightw  were  killed  in  the  rush 


THE  ALPHABET  OF  LIFE 
(Larry  Martin) 

nA*  i3  for  ass  upon  11411011  we  sit, 

Thu  external  end  and  the  passage  for  shit? 

”B"  is  for  bolls,  each  man  has  a  pair 

In  a  wrinkled  old  sack  all  covered  with  hair? 

v0”  is  for  cunt,  all  juicy  and  slick; 

It’s  home-swoet-home  for  a  sevon-inch  prick? 

*’0’’  is  for  dxttaling,  which  never  grows  stale; 
There's  nothing  so  good  as  a  nice  piece  of  tail? 

"S”  is  for  egg  that  is  laid  in  the  grass. 

The  object  which  comes  from  a  speckled  hen’s  ass? 

wFn  is  for  fart,  that  odorous  breeze; 

It’s  fully  as  bad  as  limberger  cheese. 

is  for  guts,  that  tangled  up  mass 
Thau  connects  your  belly  with  the  hole  in  your  ass? 

WHW  is  for  hair  that  surrounds  her  cunt; 

To  find  the  opening  is  a  man’s  nightly  hunt.1 

"I1*  is  for  inch  (now,  don’t  make  m«  smile?); 

Ihen  she  gives  you  an  incn,  you  take  half  a  mile? 

is  for  jissem  that's  sticky  like  cream; 

It  spots  up  the  sheets  when  you  have  a  wet  dream? 

is  for  king,  who  wears  a  crown  on  his  bean; 

His  favorite  sport  is  fucking  the  queen.’ 

’’L*  is  for  love  that,  fails  to  sticks 
It  starts  in  your  head  and  ends  in  your  prick? 

is  for  marriage,  when  a  man  gets  a  wife 
And  lives  in  misery  the  rest  of  his  life? 

”N”  is  for  nuts  that  furnish  the  sap. 

And  sometimes  the  making  of  a  good  do3e  of  olap?? 

”0”  is  for  old,  or  rather  the  time, 

rihen  a  man’s  prick  won't  stand  up  as  in  his  prime? 

wPfl  is  for  prick,  that  petrified  prongs 
it  ranges  from  four  to  twelve  inches  long? 

,,Q*  is  for  quiwer  that  comes  with  a  thump; 

Its  a  funny  sensation  when  you  shoot  off  your  lump? 

is  for  rags,  that  are  used,  I  presume. 

To  wrap  up  a  pussy  that  is  in  full  bloom? 

”S w  is  for  safety,  made  of  fish  skin; 

To  do  a  job  with  one  is  surely  a  sin? 

”Tn  is  for  bits,  supposed  to  be  sucked; 

2hey  never  come  fresh  till  a  woman’s  b«een  fuek«d| 


"{J*  is  for  urine,  a  pot  full  of  pissj 

Ain't  it  just  ft^ful  to  use  language  like  this? 

"V"  is  for  vermin  that  wiggle  and  twist 
And  hide  in  the  hair  when  you  go  out  to  pissi 

*HF"  is  for  woman,  cradle  of  sin. 

That's  split  half  way  from  her  ass  to  her  chin? 

'X"  is  for  x-ray,  a  magnifying  glass, 

(Jsed  by  a  doctor  to  look  up  your  assi 

is  for  yes?  when  a  woman  gets  hot. 

There ’s  nothing  but  a  prick  to  cool  her  twati 

*Z™  is  for  zero,  supposed  to  be  coldt 

The  temperature  of  a  man's  bolls  at  ninety  years  old 


MARY  JABS 
(Timmie  Smith) 

Sfte  told  me  she  }d  f uok  me 

Ifhen  the  clock  struck  seventeen. 

At  the  slaughterhouse  just  four  miles  out  of  town 
Yt/here  the  pig's  eyes,  and  the  pig's  ears. 

And  the  tough  old  Texas  steers. 

Sell  for  beefsteak  at  fifteen  cents  a  pound.1 

Sho's  my  honey,  she's  my  daisy. 

She’s  knock-kneed  and  crazy. 

She  *s  cross-eyed,  pxgeon-toed,  and  blind? 

And  they  say  her  teeth  are  foamy 
From  sucking  my  baloney.’ 

She's  my  freckle-faced,  consumptive  Mary  Jane? 
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ODORS  ON  THE  BREEZE 


1. 

The  Photographer 

Two  inexperienced  young  girls  went  into  a  photographer *s  shop  to 
have  their  picture  taken.  The  man  posed  them  on  a  sofa,  manipulating 
them,  as  customary,  with  his. hands.  Then  he  excused  himself,  saying* 

pardon  me  while  I  get  your  focus . " 

As  he  put  his  head  under  the  black  cloth,  the  one  girl  seized  the 
other  by  the  arm  and  shook  her  excitedly. 

"Let*s  get  to  hell  out  of  herei"  she  cried.  "Didn't  you  hear  him 
say  he  was  going  to  fuck  us?” 

2. 

The  Wilted  Bouquet 

A  man  and  woman  were  sitting  together  on  a  train.  Under  the  cover 
of  a  newspaper  spread  over  their  laps,  they  were  making  love.  She  had 
his  big  tool  in  her  hand,  standing  up  for  itself  very  belligerantlyi 

it  was  warm  in  the  train,  however,  and  soon  they  both  fell  asleep. 
Then  a  little  breeze  came  in  at  the  open  window  and  blew  away  the 
paper.  About  that  time  the  conductor  came  along  and  quicly  sized  up 
the  situation. 

"Madam,  wake  upi "  he  whispered,  shaking  the  woman  gently,  "Your 
bouquet  has  wilted i  ” 


3. 

The  Yodeler 

Two  miners  owned  a  claim  back  in  the  mountains  and  seldom  oamo  to 
town.  But  one  of  them  finally  took  very  sick  and  had  to  see  a  doctor. 
That  worthy,  upon  examining  him,  declared  he  had  consumption,  and  ad¬ 
vised  him  always  to  rise  early  and,  for  vigorous  exercise,  run  up  the 
mountainside,  clap  his  hands,  and  yodel  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  The 
miner  promised  to  follow  instructions. 

The  doctor  heard  no  more  from  his  patient,  however,  and  several 
months  later,  seeing  the  other  miner,  accosted  him  and  asked  about  the 
the  sick  man. 

"Oh,  I  had  to  shoot  that  son-of-a-bitchi ”  the  miner  declared. 

Surprised,  the  doctor  asked  why. 

’He  got  too  damned  cocky  for  his  pants,"  said  the  miner.  wnvery 
morning  he  ran  up  the  mountainside,  flapping  his  arms  like  a  rooster, 
and  crowing*  *1  diddled  the  old  lady  too.’  I  diddled  the  old  lady  tooi  ' 
Couldn't  have  that  sort  of  thing  going  on  with  my  wife i” 

4. 

The  Natural  Rose 

Two  traveling  salesmen  were  riding  together  on  a  train.  Sitting 
across  from  them  was  a  beautiful  woman  in  elegant  finery;  Her  hemline 
revealed  a  bare  knee  and  a  rose  pinned  to  her  garter.  Concerning  this 
rose  the  salesmen  fell  into  an  argument,  and  they  decided  to  settle  the 
matter  by  putting  a  question  to  the  young  lady. 

’fedara,  ”  said  one  of  them,  %e  want  to  settle  a  bet.  Is  that  an 
artificial  rose  or  a  natural  rose?” 

The  woman  looked  coolly  at  him  and  replied*  "It’s  a  natural  rose, 
and  it’s  watered  by  the  spring  above.*” 

Encouraged,  the  salesman  asked,  ’Hay  I  plant  my  cucumber  in  your 
spring?” 

"No 4 ”  she  snapped,  tossing  high  her  head.  "But  you  can  plant  it 
in  your  friend's  assJ  i  understand  they  do  well  in  shit 4  " 


5. 

Cinders 


A  pair  of  newlyweds  had  just  occupied  their  new  home,  and  the 
husband  was  impatient  for  their  first  night  in  bed  together.  'when  the 
lights  were  out  at  last  and  they  were  cuddled  down,  he  began  making 
love  to  her  shyly.  Just  as  he  was  about  ready  to  mount,  however,  she 
started  up  in  bed. 

"John,  darling i "  she  cried.  "Did  you  romember  to  lock  the  front 
door? n 

Grumbling  and  uncertain,  he  got  up  to  have  a  look  downstairs.  He 
returned  eagerly,  however,  and,  though  cooled  off,  began  the  process 
all  over  again.  But  just  as  he  was  about  ready,  she  started  up. 

"John,  darlingi  Did  you  put  the  cat  out? " 

Once  more  he  trudged  grumbling  down  the  stairs,  and  again  he  re¬ 
turned,  his  ardor  dampened,  to  begin  the  process  anew.  And  still  a- 
gain,  just  as  he  was  ready,  she  cried  out. 

"John,  darlingi  Did  you  bank  down  the  furnace?" 

For  the  third  time  he  went  down  the  stairs.  T®hen,  after  some  lit¬ 
tle  delay,  he  crawled  back  into  bed,  he  immediately  turned  his  back  on 
his  wife.  Now,  about  that  time,  she  began  to  get  ideas  of  her  own. 

So  she  cuddled  up  to  him  and  said  coyly, 

"John,  darlingi  "Khat  shall  we  call  our  first  childi " 

^all  him  cinders.'"  John  retorted.  *He’s  lying  down  there  on  the 
ash-pile  now.' " 


6. 

The  Furl ough 

The  maid  had  the  night  before  entertained  her  boy-friend,  who  was 
on  leave  from  the  navy.  She  therefore  recounted  all  the  details  to 
her  employer.  And  Mrs.  Johnson,  wishing  to  be  polite,  asked s 
"frail ,  how  long  is  his  furlough?" 

Hulda,  that  honest  girl,  blushed  furiously  and  hung  her  head. 

"Mot  so  long  as  Mr.  Yonson’s,"  she  finally  managed  to  reply. 

"But  it's  ticker J" 


7. 

Just  Like  a.  Prick 

A  newly  married  couple  wars  on  the  bed  together  for  the  first 
time.  Both  were  modestly  dressed.  The  girl  seemed  to  be  in  deep 
thought.  Finally,  in  an  innocent  voice,  she  asked: 

"Henry,  dear,  what’s  a  penis.1" 

The  husband  brightened  appreciably  and  squared  his  shoulders. 
Surely  he  had  married  a  pure  virgini  To  instruct  her  was  therefore  his 
duty.  Obligingly  he  pulled  out  the  specified  organ  and  laid  it  on  the 
bed  in  full  view. 

"Oh,  that.’*  she  said  depreciatingly.  "?foy,  it‘s  just  like  a 
piick,  only  littlerl" 

8. 

The  Babv 

A  city  slicker  was  forced  to  ask  for  a  night’s  lodging  at  the  home 
of  a  farmer.  The  countryman,  though  hospitable,  was  apologetic.  After 
supper  he  said* 

"Sorry,  Stranger,  but  we’re  short  of  beds.  You’ll  either  have  to 
roll  into  the  hay  or  sleep  with  the  babyi " 

The  slicker  winced  at  the  thought  of  a  night  among  diapers.  So 
he  chose  the  stable.  He  spent  a  miserable  night.  Next  morning,  at 
breakfast,  a  beautiful  young  girl,  most  delectable,  appeared  at  the 
table.  Ihe  farmer  then  introduced  her  as  his  "baby.  " 


A  young  girl,  engaged  soon  to  be  married,  happened  upon  her  lover 
taking  a  leak  in  the  barn.  At  the  sight  of  him  she  ran  screaming  to 
the  arms  of  her  mother. 

w0h.  Momma,  I  canst  marry  John.”*  she  sobbed. 

Goodness,  why  not?"  asked  her  mother. 

^ohi  "  moaned  the  girl,  "1  could  never  take  all  that  big  thing*  n 

To  no  avail  the  mother  reasoned  with  her  that  all  was  well.  Fin¬ 
ally,  however,  she  persuaded  her  that  it  would  be  wise  to  try  it  now, 
under  supervision,  and,  if  it  proved  too  bag,  she  could  then  break 
the  engagement.  Reluctantly  the  girl  consented.  Them  the  mother  had 
a  talk  with  John  and  made  the  necessary  arrangements.  Soon,  all  three 
were  in  the  bedroom  together. 

"1*11  put  my  two  hands  around  it,"  the  mother  said.  "And  ■Mien 
when  you  think  you  can  take  more,  Mary,  say  so,  and  1*11  take  my  hands 
away* " 

Everything  proceeded  nicely.  Mary  liked  it  very  well  indeed.*  So 
soon  the  mother  took  away  one  hand.  As  this  seemed  to  make  no  dif¬ 
ference,  presently  she  took  the  other  one  away. 

A  little  later ?  Mary,  all  wrapped  up  in  the  Job;  exclaimed  im¬ 
patiently*  "For  heaven’s  sake.  Mother,  why  don't  you  take  your  hands 
away*  3* 


10. 

Chicken  in  the  Coop 

A  fellow  taking  his  girl  for  a  drive  in  the  country  was  compelled 
by  the  urgency  of  nature  to  park  and  walk  back  in  the  dark.  Ihere  he 
stood  against  a  barb-wire  fence  and  vented  himself  into  a  ditch  beyond. 

up  out  of  the  ditch  suddenly  reared  a  man,  who  exclaimed  angrily* 
*%ho  the  hell  are  you?  A  rain-maker?" 

"Shi  Shi"  cautioned  the  pissing  individual,  in  a  hushed  whisper. 
"I’ve  got  a  chicken  in  the  coop*" 

"Kell,  for  Christ’s  sake*"  snapped  the  other.  ’What  do  you  think 
I*ve  got  down  in  the  ditch?  A  duck?1* 

11. 

The  Undertaker 

A  boy  and  his  girl-friend  took  refuge  in  a  cemetery  to  carry  on 
soma  important  business.  There,  as  they  wer«  busily  at  work  on  the  top 
of  a  fresh  grave,  a  cop  stumbled  onto  them  in  the  dark.  He  thought 
their  actions  looked  suspicious.  So  he  hauled  them  off  to  the  local 
magistrate . 

The  judge  looked  down  at  them  sternly*  "Kell  what  have  you  got  to 
say  for  yourselves?  That  were  you  doing  in  the  graveyard?" 

Boldly,  the  boy  spoke  forth*  "Nothing  wrong,  your  honor*  We  were 
just  burying  the  old  stiff*" 

The  judge  shifted  his  eyes  to  the  girl*  "And  how  abotrfc  you?" 

Innocently  she  looked  up  at  him  and  replied*  "Oh,  i  was  just  the 
undertaker! " 

The  judge  was  furious.  He  turned  his  wrath  on  the  cop  and  ex¬ 
claimed*  "you  idiot.'  I  fine  you  trwenty-f ive  dollars*  That  you  mean 
interfering  with  the  burying  of  a  corpus  delecti? " 


12. 

THe  Singer  Building 


A  jake  from  the  country,  in  town  for  the  first  time,  was  following 
the  instructions  of  slightly  more  experienced  friends.  They  had  told 
him  that,  to  get  a  gorgeous  woman,  he  must  go  to  the  Singer  Building 
and  ask  for  the  latest  model. 

Finding  the  Singer  Building  at  last  (not,  however,  the  whorehouse 
by  that  name),  he  entered  and  approached  a  desk  behind  which  sat  an  at¬ 
tractive  young  woman. 

"Ihat  can  I  do  for  you?"  she  asked. 

"I  want  one  of  your  cutest  models,”  he  said  with  a  leer. 

”5Tell,  w«  have  two  sizes,”  she  explained,  recognizing  his  ignoranc 
if  not  his  intent.  ”The  big  ones,  which  have  pretty  curved  legs,  cost 
a  hundred  dollars.” 

The  country  jake  visibly  swallowed  his  Adam's  apple  at  that  figure 
”How  about  the  little  ones?”  he  asked  hopefully. 

"Oh,  they  don't  have  legs,”  she  replied  archly.  "You  have  to 
screw  them  on  a  table.  ” 

"Shucks!"  he  grumbled.  ”1  don't  object  to  screwing  one  on  a  table 
but  durned  if  I  can  stomach  screwing  one  without  legs.” 

13. 

The  Headstone 

The  widow  could  not  be  consoled  even  after  her  husband  had  been 
dead  a  year.  She  persistently  resisted  all  the  pleadings  of  her  pres¬ 
ent  suitor. 

She  had  a  ritual,  she  told  him,  which  she  performed  twice  daily. 
Through  the  bedroom  window  she  could  see  his  tombstone.  At  dawn  she 
always  looked  out  and  said,  Hood  morning,  dear.*"  And  before  retiring 
at  night  she  looked  out  and  said,  Hood  night,  darling!”  Such  a  past 
devotion  would  not  be  fair  to  a  second  husband. 

Her  suitor,  however,  wAs  willing  to  take  his  chances.  So  at  last 
she  yielded  and  married  him. 

Before  going  to  bed,  she  looked  out  at  the  tombstone  and  said, 
"Good  night,  darling."  They  slept  late.  "When  at  last  they  awoke,  she 
looked  out  the  window,  stuck  out  her  tongue,  and  cried,  ”Fooey  on  you!” 


14. 

The  Halfwit 

John  was  dumb,  but  she  never  knew  how  dumb  till  their  wedding 
night.  He  just  turned  over  and  went  to  sleep!  She  wa3  frantic  but 
thought  he  would  surely  take  action  the  following  night.  Tfhen  this 
went  on  for  a  week,  however,  she  finally  appealed  to  her  mother. 

”1  just  don't  know  what  to  do,  "  she  sobbed. 

Heave  it  to  me,”  her  mother  reassured  her.  ”1  know  how  to  take 
care  of  John." 

Then  she  got  him  aside  and  gave  him  a  lecture.  "Tonight  when 
you  go  to  bed,"  she  said,  "put  your  hand  on  Mary's  head  and  feel  down 
till  you  come  to  the  first  hole.  Then  put  your  hand  on  your  own  head 
and  feel  down  till  you  come  to  the  first  long  thing.  Then  take  the 
long  thing  and  shove  it  into  the  hole  hard. ,r 

John  thought  he  had  learned  his  lesson  well.  That  night  he  felt 
down  Mary's  back  till  he  found  the  ass  hole.  Then  he  felt  down  his 
own  face  till  he  found  his  nose.  Promptly,  he  plunged  his  head  down 
under  the  covers  and  made  the  connection. 

"Sure  fun, "  he  exclaimed  when  he  came  up  for  air.  "Only  it 
smells  kind  of  spoiled!" 


15. 

Fidoi 


A  man  sitting  in  church  was  suffering  from  gas  -pains.  Hext  to  him 
was  a  woman  with  a  little  dog,  which  .lumped  down  off  her  lap  and 
crawled  under  the  bench,  between  them.  The  man  decided  to  take  advan¬ 
tage  of  this  situation.  He  farted  very  gently,  hoping  the  little  dog 
would  get  the  blame. 

Soon  the  woman  said  reprovingly,  "Fido/  " 

The  dog  looked  guilty,  encouraged,  the  man  repeated  himself  as 
soon  as  he  again  felt  the  urge. 

"Fidoi 11  again  scolded  the  woman. 

A  third  time  the  man  relieved  himself  very  gently  and  awaited  the 
results.  Bien  he  got  a  real  jolt/ 

'’Fidoi”  snapped  the  woman  angrily,  tret  out  from  under  that  bench 
before  the  man  shits  on  you!  ” 


16. 

So  Close l 

Each  of  the  three  sisters  had  her  own  steady  beaux.  One  morning, 
after  they  had  all  had  a  date,  they  were  bragging  and  comparing  notes. 
Each  wanted  to  impress  the  other  with  her  successes. 

*Y<hy,  we  were  so  close  together  last  night,”  the  first  declared, 
"that  you  couldn't  put  a  hand  between  us ln 

"Poof.*  *  scoffed  the  second.  ™We  were  so  close  together  that  you 
couldn't  stick  a  pin  between  us/" 

The  third  sister  was  triumphant.  ’^Piffle/"  she  jeered  scornfully, 
"my  beaux  and  1  were  so  close  together  last  night  that  you  couldn't 
tell  which  one  the  nuts  were  fastened  to." 

17. 

Jj,  gaseous  Occasion 

A  man  arrived  home  quite  late  and  found  his  wife  had  already  re¬ 
tired  for  the  night.  She  had  eaten  alone  a  big  supper  of  beans.  They 
were  both  quite  restless  and  tossed  about  in  bed.  Eventually,  the  -^ife 
got  turned  around  so  that  her  ass  rested  snugly  on  the  pillow,  next  to 
her  husband's  face.  Awaking,  the  husband  was  alarmed. 

"Pugh/  Tour  breath  stinks.'”  he  declared.  "That  did  you  have  for 
supper  last  night?" 

"Fissssh/  "  was  the  only  comment,  which  made  the  smell  even  worse. 

"How  many?"  inquired  the  husband. 

"Teuuuu/ "  came  the  whispered  response. 

18. 

The  Seventh  Relief 

A  country  girl  was  washing  dishes  in  the  kitchen  while  awaiting 
the  arrival  of  her  boy  friend.  She  was  in  a  gaseous  condition.  To  re¬ 
lieve  herself,  she  would  every  now  and  then  cock  up  her  left  leg  and 
give  vent  to  a  ripping  fart. 

"daw!  The  first  relief/"  she  cried  after  the  first  one. 

And,  'Haw Z  The  second  relief,'"  she  cried  out  after  the  second. 

This  continued  for  quite  some  time.  And  in  the  meantime,  her  boy 
friend  had  arrived  on  the  back  porch.  Ha  was  rather  shy.  So  he  stood 
there  waiting.  Finally,  she  looked  up  and  saw  him  in  the  doorway. 

"Well,  when  did  you  come?"  she  demanded. 

"Just  before  the  seventh  relief/  "was  his  reply. 


19. 

Vaccination 


Everybody  -was  being  vaccinated  in  the  neighborhood.  And  Mrs. 
Johnson,  mistress  of  a  certain  house,  thought  it  proper  to  urge  the 
Swedish  maid,  nsrw  to  this  country,  to  report  at  the  clinic.  Hulda, 
however,  was  not  sure  that  she  knew  what  the  word  meant » 

"Hohi  I  bane  vaccinated  already!"  she  declared. 

"How  many  times?-!’  hsked  hem  dubious  mistness. 

"Tvicei"  Hulda  replied.  "Vonce  in  da  kitchen  and  vonoe  in  da 
voodshed. * 

"?®iat  doctor?"  asked  the  lady  suspiciously. 

"Oh,  no  doctor!"  declared  Hulda.  "Vas  Mr.  Yonson!" 

20. 

The  Coded  Message 

A  young  aviator  was  flying  back  from  a  mission  over  enemy  terri¬ 
tory.  He  thought  it  safe,  now,  to  clean  up  the  mess  in. his  pants.  So 
he  wiped  thoroughly  on  a  piece  of  paper  and  tossed  it  overboard* 

The  paper  came  fluttering  down  and  landed  in  a  foxhole  where  Pat 
and  Mike  were  taking  cover.  Pat  picked  it  up  and  examined  it  eagerly. 

"Begorra!  It  seems  to  be  a  message  from  the  enemyjl"  he  declared. 
"But  it  must  be  in  code,  for  I  cannot  make  it  out!" 

Mike  seized  it  out  of  his  hands  and  examined  it  in  his  turn. 
"Bejasus!"  he  shouted.  "That's  easy!  It  says:  •Rear  end  wiped  out!*" 

21. 

Huns! 

"Papa,  *  asked  the  little  boy  innocently,  "why  do  they  call  them 
nuns?" 

"l  don't  know,  "replied  his  father.  "I  guest  it’s  because  they 
ain't  got  none,  never  had  none,  and  don't  want  none.'" 

22. 

Oughtta  Bel 

A  drunk  staggered  up  to  a  stranger  in  a  lavatory  and  asked j  "Shay, 
Mishteri  Is  my  cock  out?" 

"?hy,  noj  it's  not  out.*"  the  stranger  reassured  him. 

’Well,  by  Gawd,  it  oughtta  be!"  was  the  drunk's  rejoinder.  "I'm 
a  pisshin  as  fasht  as  I  can.* " 


23. 

V-Neck  Sweater 

A  little  boy  in  a  department  store  was  giving  his  mother  trouble. 
She  was  trying  to  get  him  to  make  a  choice  of  a  V-necked  sweater.  But 
each  time  the  clerk  held  up  one  for  his  inspection,  he  would  shake  his 
head  and  break  into  fresh  sobs. 

"I  don't  like  it!"  he  wailed. 

"Sell,  how  about  this  one?"  insisted  his  mother. 

"Naw,  1  don't  like  that  either! "  the  boy  protested. 

This  continued  till  the  sweaters  and  the  mother's  patience  were 
both  exhausted.  Finally,  shaking  him  violently,  she  asked*  ^ee  here, 
now!  Ihy  don't  you  like  any  of  these?" 

"'Cause  teacher  wears  'em  at  school,  and  I  don't  wanta  be  like  old 
teacher!"  cried  the  little  boy.  "Every  time  she  stoops  over  her  lungs 
fall  out!" 


24. 

Golden  Wedding 


An  old  couple,  celebrating  their  golden  wedding,  were  retracing 
their  steps  of  that  memorable  night  fifty  years  before.  Romantically 
they  walked  arm  and  arm  out  under  the  stars.  Finally,  however,  they 
both  had  to  stop  to  take  a  leak. 

'Mirandy,  darling!"  he  declared,  with  his  prick  in  his  hand. 
^Things  haven ‘t  changed  a  bit.  They’re  Just  like  they  were  before l  " 

"Silly  boy!  "  scolded  his  wife.  "You  know  they've  changed.*” 

"But  how,  I*d  like  to  knew?" 

"Fifty  years  ago,"  she  replied,  ’you  had  to  stick  it  under  a  limb 
to  keep  it  from  Sauirting  in  your  eyei  Row  you  have  to  hang  it  over  a 

limb  to  keep  it  from  running  into  your  shoe!" 

25. 

Hand  Onerated 

"RastusJ  Do  you  hear  me?  lhat  you  all  doin'  behind  dat  tree?" 

"X's  just  a-pissin',  Melissa!  x's  just  a  pissin'i" 

?You  all  stop  it  dis  minute,  RastusJ  You  know  good  and  well  you 
don't  have  to  pump  it  out!" 

26. 

The  Storm 

Melinda  was  entertaining  her  young  man  in  the  parlor.  But  a  sup¬ 
per  of  beans  was  keeping  her  in  a  little  pain  and  considerable  sus¬ 
pense.  Finally,  she  hit  upon  the  novel  device  of  hammering  out  'The 

Storm"  madly  on  the  piano  whenever  she  needed  to  break  wind. 

She  would  play  other  tunes  for  a  while,  and  then  would  suddenly 
interrupt  herself  to  say,  "??ell,  Reuben,  how  about  Wfhe  Storm"  again?" 

This  continued  all  evening,  and  Reuben  was  obviously  growing  more 
and  more  uneasy.  He  knew  damned  well  that  all  was  not  well, 

’Hhall  1  play  fThe^Storm"  again?"  she  asked  once  too  ofton. 

"Teahi  Go  ahead! "  he  replied  doggedly,  as  one  being  forced  to 
gallantry  against  his  will.  .  "But,  for  Gawd's  sake,  Melinda,  leave  out 
that  part  where  the  lightning  strikes  the  shithouse.' " 

.27. 

To  Heaven  Feet  First! 

"Mama, "  asked  the  little  girl,  "do  people  go  to  heaven  feet  first? 

"Goodness,  iio,  child!  Miat  makes  you  ask  thatf"  exclaimed  the 
surprised  mother. 

"'Cause  I  saw  the  maid  lying  on  the  bed,"  explained  the  innocent 
one.  ’Her  legs  were  sticking  straight  up.  And  all  of  a  sudden  she 
yelled,  sGoa,  I'm  coming!  God,  I'm  coming! 9  And  she  would  have,  too, 
if  papa  hadn't  held  her  down!” 


28. 

The  Drink 


"Fapa,  I  want  a  drink!" 

"Shh!  Be  still,  son!" 

Silence  a  moment.  Then  again,  plaintively*  "Yap a,  X  want  a 
drink!” 

’Hush  up!" 

A  much  longer  pause.  Then,  shrilly  and  determinedly,  out  of  the 
darkness*  "Fapa,  1*11  shake  the  bed  for  mama,  if  you'll  get  me  a 
drink!" 


29. 

The  Holy  Man 


A  young  maiden,  conscience  burdened  with  guilt,  appeared  before 
the  father  confessor  seeking  ablution.  He  heard  her  tale  of  seduction 
patiently  to  the  end.  Then  he  informed  her  that,  if  she  wished  sal¬ 
vation,  she  would  have  to  do  exactly  as  he  instructed  her. 

Thereupon,  he  led  her  into  an  anteroom  and  lockfcd  the  door.  And 
opening  the  Holy  Bible,  he  placed  it  on  the  floor. 

"How,  take  off  your  clothes  and  sit  on  that]  "  he  commanded. 

She  meekly  and  trustingly  complied.  "Whereupon,  shoving  her  over 
backwards,  he  released  from  his  robe  a  huge  and  belligerant  organ,  and 
plunged  it  ruthlessly  into  her  waam  and  quivering  twat.  And  then,  to 
the  lusty  and  powerful  rhythm,  he  pronounced  this  ohant,  for  the  puri¬ 
fication  of  her  soul* 

"The  Holv  Book  is  under  your  hole]  The  holy  man  is  over  your 
hole]  The  holy  pole  is  in  your  hole!  Sfa  wiggle  your  ass  and  save 
your  souli'” 

30. 

It  Just  Quivers ! 

A  lusty  white  man  sought  the  help  of  a  physician  to  correct,  by  an 
operation,  an  unsightly  hare-lip.  The  doctor  agreed  providing  the  man 
would  ask  no  questions  as  to  the  source  of  the  flesh  used  for  grafting. 

"Ifoen,  however,  the  man  was  unconscious  on  the  operating  table,  the 
doctor  commandeered  the  services  of  a  negro  Janitress,  and  secured  the 
flesh  from  one  of  the  lips  of  her  twat.  The  dark  hair,  he  thought, 
would  make  a  nice  moustache  for  covering  the  scar] 

The  patient  recovered,  and  everything  went  well  for  a  time.  Then 
he  turned  up  suddenly  in  the  doctor’s  office  in  a  sweat  of  anxiety. 

"For  God’s  sake.  Doc,"  he  pleaded,  "bell  me  where  you  got  my  lip]" 

He  still  lisped  ba.dly.  Otherwise,  he  seemed  all  right,  except  for 
his  agitated  state. 

%ell,  what's  your  trouble  now?"  asked  the  practitioner. 

"fcy,  I  can't  stand  what's  happening  to  mei"  the  main  declared, 
"filvery  time  I  get  a  "hard-on"  my  Mpk  Just  quiver#]" 

31. 

In  My  Face! 

A  young  couple  were  tkking  advantage  of  the  darkness  in  a  theatre 
for  love-making.  He  had  his  hand  up  under  her  dress,  on  her  cunt,  and 
she  had  his  prick  out  and  was  playing  with  it.  And  the  music  of  the 
orchestra  Just  in  front  of  them  blared] 

Suddenly,  the  fellow  groaned  in  ecstasy,  and  his  gun  went  off  in 
the  hand  of  the  sweet  young  thing.  She  was  embarrassed  beyond  words  by 
the  cold  sticky  mess, 

"ughi  "What’ll  X  do  with  it?"  she  cried. 

"Aw,  hall]  Just  give  it  a  big  fling  out  into  the  orchestra  pit]" 

He  advised. 

She  did  so  with  all  her  might,  and  the  cold,  slimy  handful  of  Jis- 
sexa  landed  on  tho  bald  head  of  the  bass  drummer  and  began  trickling 
down  his  forehead  and  into  his  eyes. 

TShs  oboe  player  looked  at  him  in  amazement  and  exclaimed*  "What  th 
hell  happened  to  you?" 

"I  don’t  know,  n  replied  the  drummer.  "But  I  think  some  dirty  son- 
of-a-bitoh  throw  a  fuck  in  my  face]" 


32* 

Hysterics 


A  young  couple  were  sitting  on  the  back  row  of  the  movie  theatre. 
Onder  the  cover  of  darkness  he  was  plying  her  twat  very  skillfully 
with  his  fingers.  And  every  now  and  then  she  would  utter,  Invuluntar- 
ily,  a  shrill  titillated  giggle. 

Finally,  the  manager  approached  and  leaded  threateningly  over 
them.  "that's  the  matter,  young  lady?”  he  asked  crossly.  ”Do  you 
have  hysterics?" 

"Ho,  Sir J"  the  girl  assured  him,  defensively,  with  another  long 
hysterical  giggle.  "But  he’s  sure  got  a-hold  of  mine.*" 

33. 

this  Damned  Piccolo.* 

A  famous  American  band  was  touring  the  royal  courts  of  Europe  giv¬ 
ing  command  performances.  And  always,  after  each  show,  the  crowds 
stormed  onto  the  platform  to  show  their  respects. 

First,  they  played  before  the  ling  of  England,  and  afterward,  then, 
the  piccolo  player  telegraphed  home* 

"The  applause  was  terrific.*  They  insisted  on  filling  our  instru¬ 
ments  with  gold  coins.  They  filled  the  bass  horn,  and  the  trumpets, 
and  the  piano.  But,  of  course,  I  had  this  God  damned  piccoloJ" 

Next ,  they  played  before  the  Kaiser  of  Germany,  and  afterward  the 
piccolo  player  again  telegraphed  homes 

"The  bravos  were  deafening^  They  insisted  on  filling  our  instru¬ 
ments  with  silver  coins.  They  filled  the  bass  horn,  and  the  trumpets, 
and  the  piano.  But,  of  course,  I  had  this  God  damned  piccolo.1" 

Then,  finally,  they  played  before  the  King  of  Spain,  and  once  more 
the  piccolo  player  telegraphed  home* 

"They  couldn't  stand  our  music.  The  crowd  tried  to  mob  us.  Ihey 
swore  they  would  shove  our  instruments  up  our  asses.  They  couldn't  do 
it,  though,  with  the  bass  horn,  or  the  trumpets,  or  the  piano.  But, 
of  course,  I  had  this  God  damned  piccolo^" 

34. 

The  Berth 

A  oolonel  in  the  &±my,  home  on  leave,  took  passage  aboard  a  small 
shjlp  back  to  his  oversea  outfit.  Everybody  was  soon  green  with  seasick¬ 
ness.  For  the  boat  was  over -crowded  and  the  crossing  very  rough. 

An  the  end,  he  had  to  give  up  his  berth  to  a  sick  old  woman  who 
was  a  steerage  passenger. 

His  wife  was  therefore  amazed  and  mystified  when,  next  day,  shh 
received  the  following  telegraphic  report  from  him:  "Dreadful  stormy 
passage.  Deathly  sio’c  all  the  way.  Finally  gave  berth  to  an  old 
woman,  w 


35. 

That  Last  Gentleman 

Two  white  men,  leading  a  inula,  we r o  ambling  down  a  country  lane  in 
the  South  when,  under  the  trees,  on  the  bank  of 'a  brook,  they  saw  a 
huge  negro  woman  at  work  over  a  tub  of  clothes. 

Here  ms  an  opportunity.’  They  approached  and  propositioned  her. 
She  ms  so  engrossed  in  her  work,  however,  that  she  seemingly  did  not 
hear  them.  So  they  threw  up  her  dress  from  behind  and,  one  after  the 
other,  helped  themselves.  On  inspiration,  they  even  Jed  up  the  mule 
and  accommodated  him. 

fthen  they  were  through,  they  felt  obligated,  and,  shaking  her  vio- 
lentljr ,  asked,  "Lady,  how  much  do  we  owe  you?" 

"Hot  a  thing.  Mister.’  Not  a  thing.’ she  replied  emphatically* 
"Only  please  give  rne  the  address  of  that  last  gentleman.’" 


36. 

The  Mathematician 


A  salesman  stranded  in  a  small  town  for  the  night  inquired  at  the 
only  hotel  for  a  room.  The  proprietor  informed  him  regretfully  that 
all  were  taken.  On  second  thought,  however,  he  consented  to  let  the 
salesman  sleep  with  one  of  the  regular  roomers. 

"Th«  guy  went  to  bed  drunk,  ”  he  explained.  *150  if  you  leave  be¬ 
fore  he  wakes  up,  ha*  11  never  know  you  shared  his  room.” 

The  salesman  took  the  offer  gladly  and  piled  in  with  the  drunk, 
■whose  clothes  were  scattered  over  the  floor.  In  the  night,  however, 
he  awoke  with  the  cramps,  and  jumped  out  of  bed  and  went  hopping  about 
the  place  looking  for  a  toilet.  He  could  find  none  anywhere,  and  fin¬ 
ally,  in  desperation,  he  squatted  and  made  his  deposit  neatly  inside 
the  pants  of  the  drunk.  Then,  since  dawn  was  breaking,  he  hastily 
dressed  and  went  his  way. 

All  that  day  the  regular  roomer  failed  to  put  in  an  appearance 
down  stairs.  And  on  the  following  day,  when  he  still  had  not  been 
seen,  the  proprietor  began  getting  worried.  But  not  till  the  third 
day  did  he  go  to  investigate. 

Loud  pounding  on  the  door  did  not  bring  a  response.  And  he  was 
finally,  compelled  to  break  down  the  door  to  get  in.  That  he  saw  there 
surprised  him  beyond  words. 

The  drunk,  now  sober,  was  lying  on  his  stomach  in  the  center  of 
the  floor.  Scattered  all  about  him  were  sheets  of  paper  full  of  scrib¬ 
bling.  And  even  on  all  the  walls,  as  high  as  a  man  could  reach,  was  a 
mass  of  mathematical  figures  scrawled  in  pencil. 

"For  God's  sake,  man,  what  are  you  doing?”  cried  the  proprietor, 
fearing  his  guest  had  become  deranged. 

The  man  stared  wildly  at  him.  His  face  was  unshaved,  and  his  hair 
was  on  end.  He  replied  in  a  crazy  cackling  voice,, 

"l'm  trying  to  figure  out,"  he  cried,  "how  in  hall  I  shit  my  pants 
without  getting  any  in  my  drawers.'” 


37. 

McClanahan  Rides 

On  the  first  night  of  their  marriage  he,  McClanahan,  attempted  in¬ 
timacy.  But  the  sweet  young  thing  rebuffed  him.  She  had  ridden  horse¬ 
back  all  day  and  was  gaided* 

On  the  second  night  he  tried  again.  And  again  Myrtle  refused. 

She  had  hiked  ten  miles  in  the  rain,  hunting  pheasants,  and  was  all 
muddy  and  completely  exhausted.* 

On  the  third  night  he  once  more,  this  time  timidly,  made  over¬ 
tures  to  his  still  un-def lorated  bride.  But  she  scolded  him  gently, 
patiently,  saying  she  was  now  wearing  a  rag.* 

McClanahan  was  by  now  dejected  and,  seemingly,  defeated. 

On  the  fourth  night,  however,  he  crashed  through  her  locked  bed¬ 
room  door,  all  decked  out  in  queer  regalia  indeed*  He  wore  leather 
gloves,  gum-boots,  a  raincoat,  and  a  cowboy's  chaps,  and  in  his  hands 
he  carried  a  gun,  a  lariat,  and  an  umbrella.  The  sweet  young  thing 
was  simply  dumbfounded* 

”sfhy,  what  on  earth  do  you  mean  by  coming  to  bad  like  that?  ”  she 
shrilled,  drawin?  back  in  fright. 

And  then  and  there  McClanahan  made  his  now  famous  historic  state¬ 
ment*  ”Rain,  mud,  shit,  or  blood*”  he  replied  in  a  masterful  voicej 
"McClanahan  rides  tonight*” 


38. 

The  Goatee 


An  inexperienoed  young  hunter,  very  cocky,  bent  on  making  a  big 
name  for  himself,  -went  trudging  into  the  Rocky  Mountains.  But  he  had 
promised  his  fond  parents  to  keep  in  touch  with  them  daily. 

On  the  first  day  out  he  sent  a  telegram,  saying*  Congratulate  me. 
Dad/  A  shot  a  bear/* 

And  the  father  wired  back*  "Good  hunting,  Son/ " 

On  the  second  day  out  he  sent  another  telegram,  saying*  Congrat¬ 
ulate  me.  Dad.*  I  shot  a  mountain  lion/" 

And  the  father  wired  back:  "Good  hunting.  Son.' " 

On  the  third  day,  however,  the  lad  ran  into  trouble.  He  shot  what 
to  him  looked  like  a  very  strange  creature.  Actually,  it  was  a  moun¬ 
tain  goat.  Biis  time  he  wired  for  advice. 

*1  shot  something  today,'”  he  said,  "but  can't  figure  out  what  it 
is.  At  stinks  like  hell.'  And  it  runs  dmsrund  with  its  ass  bare,  its 
bolls  hanging  down,  and  a  silly  little  goatee  on  its  chin.  Ihat  shall 
I  do?" 

"For  God's  sake.' "  the  father  replied  immediately}  "make  a  run  for 
it  and  come,  home/  You've  just  killed  one  of  those  damned  land-poor 
Idaho  farmers.'" 


39. 

Bumgut 

A  woman  who  was  having  trouble  with  her  un-deflorated  pussy  went 
to  the  doctor  for  advice.  He  examined  her  briefly  and  was  at  once 
aware  of  her  predicament. 

Co  home,"  he  said,  %nd  insert  a  fresh  goose-egg.  Ohen  get  the 
man  with  the  longest  prick  you  can  find  to  break  the  egg." 

She  returned  home  and  followed  all  his  instructions  to  the  full. 
To  find  the  man,  however,  was  a  problem,  and  she  finally  resorted  to 
nailing  a  sign  on  the  gate-post,  asking  for  a  man  with  a  very  long 
prick  to  call. 

About  that  time  Pat  and  Mike  happened  along.  They  read  the  sign 
and  immediately  began  arguing  about  which  was  the  best  qualified.  To 
settle  it,  they  measured  on  the  spot,  and  Mike  had  the  advantage  by 
four  inches.  So  he  knoclced  at  the  door. 

The  woman  led  him  into  the  bedroom  and  spread  her  skirt  for  him. 
And  he  immediately  mounted.  As  he  made  the  penetration,  however,  the 
egg  broke,  and  the  yolk  began  running  out. 

Thereupon,  he  detached  himself  and  dashed  out  of  the  house  like 
a  ghost  was  after  him,  yelling  to  his  partner  as  he  went  by*  'Run, 
fat/  Suni  I  busted  her  bum-jgutJ" 


40. 

The  Laziest  Man 

A  woman  from  the  city  stopped  her  oar  before  a  country  store.  At 
the  door  she  saw  an  old  darky  sitting  asleep  with  his  face"  covered  with 
flies.  He  was  too  tired  even  to  make  a  pretense  of  brushing  them  off. 

"My  goodness/”  she  declared,  'He  must  be  the  laziest  man  in  the 
whole  world/  " 

"No,  Mam/"  spoke  up  a  little  colored  boy  who  stood  nearby.  "My 
uncle  out  back  is  lazier  than  that. " 

This  the  woman  had  to  see.  So  the  boy  took  her  around  to  the  back, 
lhat  she  saw  was  a  big  colored  man  standing  on  a  pickle  barrel  behind  a 
mule.  He  kept  repeating,  "Fihoa,  get-up,  back/",  for  he  was  too  damned 
lazy  even  to  do  his  own  fucking/  And,  of  course,  you  know  how  those 
pickle  barrels  roll/  Oh,  you  do?  Y>ell,  then,  you  must  have  tried  it 
yourself/ 


41. 

Making  People 


A  man  from  the  backwoods  brought  his  son  to  the  city  for  the  first 
time  to  givo  him  an  insight  into  life.  The  young  man  was  entirely  in¬ 
nocent  of  worldly  things.  So,  as  they  toured  the  town,  looking  in  at 
the  many  shops,  the  father  explained  what  was  being  done  in  each. 

Before  a  machine  shop  he  said*  "See,  they're  boring  holes  in  iron, 
so  they  can  put  in  bolts.” 

And  before  a  carpenter  shop  he  said*  nSee,  they're  boring  holes  in 
chair  bottoms,  so  they  can  fasten  on  the  legs." 

The  young  man  watched  everything  with  growing  amazement.  But  his 
father  hurried  him  by  the  whore-house  with  only  the  brief  remark  that 
that  was  where  they  made  people. 

Later,  he  decided  to  let  the  boy  go  around  by  himself,  just  for 
the  experience. 

"Well,  what  did  you  see?"  he  asked  when  his  son  returned. 

"Oh,  I  watched  them  making  people.*  "was  the  enthusiastic  reply. 

Puzzled,  the  father  asked  for  an  explanation.  And  the  boy  told 
how  he  had  watched  through  the  open  door  of  the  whore-house  and  seen 
the  people  at  work. 

"The  workman  were  just  finishing  a  woman.' "  he  declared.  "She  was 
all  done  except  her  ass  hole,  and  they  had  her  down  on  the  floor  boring 
that  out.1" 


42. 

The  Perpetual  Hard-On 

In  a  small  town  lived  a  man  of  ninety  with  the  reputation  of  hav¬ 
ing  a  perpetual  hard-on.  He  had  outlived  several  wived.-  The  last,  how¬ 
ever,  had  saved  herself  by  encouraging  him  to  seek  elsewhere. 

The  old  man  finally  died,  and  the  undertaker  began  preparing  him 
for  eternity.  But  when  he  tried  to  put  the  lid  on  the  coffin,  ha  oould 
not,  for  the  old  fellow  had  died  with  his  usual  hard-oni 

Dismayed,  he  called  in  all  the  undertakers  he  knew,  and  they  want 
into  conference  as  to  what  ought  to  be  done.  Sverything  was  tried. 
Levers  would  not  bend  itJ  Solvents  would  not  wof ten  it.1  And  a  picture 
of  a  naked  woman  laid  in  the  coffin  only  made  matters  worse.  It  was 
suggested  that  they  either  cut  off  the  organ  or  provide  a  hole  for  it 
through  the  lid.  Both  possibilities  were  rejected  as  sacrilege’ 

Then,f inally,  the  old  man's  son  proposed  the  obvious,  that  they 
JJack  him  off i  And,  believe  it  or  not,  they  had  to  do  so  seven  times  be¬ 
fore  the  belligerant  organ  would  stay  down.* 

43. 

The  Maidenhead 

A  girl  of  unsavory  reputation  made  the  capture  of  a  very  innocent 
and  virtuous  young  man.  But  she  was  worried.  And  the  day  before  the 
wedding  she  went  to  her  wise  old  mother  for  advied. 

"How  will  I  make  Jack  think  I'm  still  a  virgin?”  she  asked. 

"Boh.*  That's  simple,  Gertie.'”  her  mother  assured  her.  "Just  hide 
a  cigar  box  between  your  legs  in  bed,  and  when  he  climbs  on,  bang  the 
lid  shut,  and  he'll  think  it's  your  maidenhead  snapping^ " 

The  reformed  whore  did  as  she  was  told.  On  the  wedding  night, 
sure  enough,  John  decided  to  climb  on  and  do  some  experimenting.  Then, 
quickly,  she  snapped  the  lid  of  the  cigar  box  shut. 

"My  God.'"  he  cried  out.  *t/hat  the  hell  was  that?" 

"Just  my  maidenhead  snapping; "  she  assured  him  demurely. 

"v/ell,  for  Christ's  sake,  unsnap  it!"  he  roared.  "It's  caught 
around  my  bolls l  " 


44  • 

The  Three  Brothers 


There  once  lived  a  woman  in  Frisco  who  claimed  to  have  the  biggest 
pussy  in  the  world.  She  was  unhappy,  however,  for  she  could  find  no 
man  capable  of  satisfying  her.  Finally,  she  determined  to  set  out  and 
search  every  corner  of  the  world  till  she  found  exactly  what  she  wanted. 

Now,  in  the  course  of  her  inquiries,  she  heard  rumors  of  three  bro¬ 
thers  in  the  hills  of  Arkansaw  who  had  prodigious  pricks.  And  so  she 
hastened  thither  to  investigate. 

She  found  the  first  brother  resting  against  a  tree-trunk  lazily 
swinging  his  penis  to  shoo  the  mosquitoes  away. 

"My,  what  a  dandyi  "  she  cried  in  admiration. 

"Shucks.*  ’Tain’t  nothin'.’"  he  replied.  "You  ought  to  see  my  bro¬ 
ther  down  yonder in 

She  hurried  in  the  direction  indicated  and  found  the  second  brother 
sitting  on  the  bank  of  a  stream.  She  was  amazed  to  see  that  he  was  us¬ 
ing  his  long  pecker  as  a  fishing  pole. 

"Heavenly  days.’  fhat  a  dandyi  "'she  cried. 

"Shucks i  'Tain't  nothin?.'"  he  replied.  "You  ought  to  see  my  bro¬ 
ther  up  yonder i w 

Again  she  hurried  in  the  direction  indicated.  Inside  a  little 
cabin  she  found  the  third  brother  lying  on  his  back  on  the  bed.  He  was 
amusing  himself  by  idly  flipping  his  enormous  prick  to  mash  flies  on 
the  ceiling. 

"Oh,  Godl  At  last!"  she  screamed  in  delight.  "I've  found  what  I 
really  wanti “ 

And  with  a  little  coaxing  she  got  him  to  agree  to  do  what  he  could 
to  satisfy  the  burning  of  her  pussy.  Then  and  there  he  rolled  her  on 
the  bed  and  went  to  his  work.  They  toiled  at  it,  sweating,  all  day 
long,  but  she  just  couldn  t  get  enoughs 

That  evening,  the  other  two  brothers  came  home.  They  found  the 
woman  from  Frisco  lying  on  the  bed  with  her  legs  spread  and  her  cunt 
wide  open.  The  third  brother  had  done  his  utmost.  He  was  now  just 
finishing  the  job  by  jacking  off  in  a  tablespoon  and  pouring  it  into 
her  to  get  her  completely  filled  upi 

45. 

The  Cigar 

A  man  riding  on  a  train  needed  to  go  to  the  toilet  very  badly  but 
could  not  get  in  because  the  throne  was  occupied.  Finally,  in  desper¬ 
ation,.  ha  opened  a  window  and  stuck  out  his  bare  ass.  The  train  at 
that  instant  whiz  zed  by  two  section-gang  men. 

"I  sayi "  said  rat.  "Did  you  get  a  load  of  the  funny  looking  guy 
with  the  moustache?" 

"Begorra,  no ,*  n  declared  Mike.  "But  Jl  saw  a  queer  looking  individ¬ 
ual  with  a  big  cigar  hanging  out  of  his  mouth?  " 

46. 

Fishmarket I 

And  old  blind  beggar  one  day  came  hobbling  by  a  fishmarket  tapping 
his  cane.  He  hesitated  uncertainly,  sniffed  the  air,  and  then  came  to 
a  complete  stop.  Tipping  his  hat  gallantly,  he  remarked*  ’Hello, 
girls.*  How's  business  today?" 


47. 

The  Thing 

The  boys  at  the  saloon  were  fed  up  with  giving  drinks  to  Indian 
Joe.  ®hy,  they  could  not  set  a  glass  down  without  his  getting  it* 

They  were  in  a  quandary  until  Sleepy,  the  "Desert  Rat,"  offered  to  rid 
them  of  the  nuisance  once  and  for  all. 

Then,  suddenly,  sohiebody  cried,  ‘Here  come3  Indian  Joe  now!” 

Sleepy  immediately  went  into  action.  Pulling  down  his  pants,  he 
stooped  over  and  started  backing  toward  the  door.  Indian  Joe  took  one 
look  and  fled  as  though  somebody  had  shot  at  him.  Soon  he  was  just  a 
little  streak  of  dust  disappearing  into  the  desert. 

Three  days  later,  still  running,  he  met  an  old  prospector  just 
headed  for  town. 

"What  the  hell  you  running  from,  Joe?"  the  grizzled  old-timer 
asked. 

"He  seeum  funny  little  mani"  the  Indian  replied.  "Only  so  high.' 
(indicating  with  hand.)  One  big  eye  in  middle  of  forehead.1  Hair  all 
over  face*  Musta  come  long  way.1  Tongue  hang  out  that  far.'  (Again  in¬ 
dicating  with  hand.)" 


48. 

Wahool 

A  young  easterner,  new  to  the  West,  was  studying  wild  life.  In  a 
pool  hall  he  watched  a  group  of  drunken  Indian  bucks  shooting  a  game. 

And  he  noticed  that  whenever  one  of  them  hit  the  wrong  pocket,  he  would 
grunt  in  disgust*  "Jfahooi" 

Later,  he  asked  an  old  timer  what  people  did  when  they  wanted  some 
good  tail. 

*^al,  now!"  the  old  timer  said  with  a  wink.  *We  just  ride  along 
till  we  see  a  squaw  sitting  by  the  road.  Then  we  jump  off  and  roll 
her  i  " 

This  seemed  like  a  pretty  good  idea.  So  the  easterner  borrowed  a 
horse  and  rode  into  the  oountry.  By  the  roadside  he  soon  spied  a  squaw 
sitting  wrapped  in  her  blanket.  He  jumped  off,  pushed  her  over,  and 
immediately  inserted  his  prong. 

The  Indian  protested  vigorously,  saying,  ’TTahoo.’  Wahooi  Wahoo*? 

49. 

Mistaken  Identity 

There  was  a  case  where  a  lusty  young  cowboy,  looking  for  "moggan,  " 
rode  out  into  Indian  territory.  Sitting  by  a  stump  he  at  last  spied  a 
fat  and  spunky  Indian  who  promised  to  be  good  meat.  So  he  jumped  off 
then  and  there  and  made  his  attack.  The  Indian,  however,  protested  vig¬ 
orously,  sayings  "Ha  no  squaw*  Me  buck.1 " 


50. 

jPol luted  Spring 

An  Indian  riding  a  train  for  the  first  time  discovered  the  toilet, 
by  chance,  and  thereupon  claimed  that  region  as  his  own  reservation. 

He  refused  to  budge,  when  anybody  else  came,  he  would  chase  him  away. 

Finally,  he  fell  asleep,  and  when  he  awoke,  a  big  fat  man  was  sit¬ 
ting  on  the  throne  taking  a  crap.  The  Indian  was  furious.  He  chased 
the  man  the  entire  length  of  the  train,  with  his  |>ants  hanging  at  half- 
mast  and  his  ass  bare* 

Afterward,  when  questioned  by  the  conductor  about  his  show  of  tem¬ 
per,  the  Indian  explained*  "Me  hateum  fat  man*  He  shittum  in  spring* 
Spoil  drinking  water.’" 


61. 

Johnnie  Fuckerfast 

Johnnie,  a  boy  right  handy  with  his  tool,  went  to  a  strange  com¬ 
munity  and  hired  out  as  a  farm-hand.  TShen  the  boss  asked  his  name,  he 
replied  cockilyj 

"Oh,  I'm  Johnnie  Fucker  fasti” 

’’All  right,  Johnnie  Fuckerfast,”  the  boss  said.  "Go  down  to  the 
pasture  and  get  the  cows.  My  daughter'll  show  you  the  way. " 

Johnnie  and  the  girl  walked  down  to  the  pasture  hand  in  hand.  By 
the  time  they  reached  the  gate  he  had  put  the  proposition  to  her 
squarely.  So  they  hid  in  a  ditch  and  went  to  work. 

Soon  it  started  getting  dark,  and  the  farmer  grew  worried  because 
the  cows  had  not  come  home.  So  he  went  out  to  see  what  was  the  trouble. 

"Oh,  Johnnie  Fuckerfast i  "  he  called  through  the  darkness.  "Oh, 
Johnnie  Fuckerfasti " 

Johnnie  raised  up  out  of  the  ditch  and  replied*  ’Shut  up,  you  old 
fooli  I'm  fucking  her  as  fast  as  1  can.'” 

52. 

Pee  Little 

A  little  boy  and  a  little  girl  began  arriving  at  school  late  every 
day.  The  teacher,  in  despair,  finally  complained  to  the  father.  And 
he  decided  to  go  early  and  hide  somewhere  to  see  what  they  did. 

Soon  they  arrived  under  a  big  tree  and  stopped  to  play.  "Tou  be 
the  mare  and  I  1 11  be  the  stud,  "  the  little  boy  said. 

The  little  girl  obligingly  pulled  down  her  pants.  Then  the  little 
boy  began  prancing  around  her,  on  hands  and  kne»s,  with  his  peter  out. 
"Please  pee  a  little  for  me,"  he  begged.  But  she  shook  her  head  vig¬ 
orously.  So  he  sniffed  at  her  little  pussy,  curled  his  lips,  and 
glanced  skyward,  $*hen  what  should  he  see  but  his  father  watching  from 
up  in  the  tree. 

"Do  you  want  me  to  pea  a  little  for  you  now?”  the  girl  asked. 

"No.'”  replied  the  boy  in  desperation.  "But  if  you  look  up  in  that 
tree,  you'll  shit  a  little  i" 


53. 

Drive  th8  Cows  Home 

Every  evening  Johnnie  and  Nettie  went  down  to  the  pasture  together 
to  get  the  cows.  He  was  the  son  of  a  farmer,  and  she  was  the  daughter 
of  the  next  door  neighbor. 

On  the  way  back,  one  evening,  he  began  teasing  her  for  a  piece  of 
tail.  But  she  was  determined  not  to  give  him  any. 

T?lease,”h6  begged,  'trimme  just  an  inch,  and  you  can  have  old  Bes¬ 
sie.'" 

She  agreed,  and  he  shoved  in  just  the  head. 

"One  more  inch,"  he  begged,  *knd  you  oan  have  old  Fannie.'" 

Again  she  agreed,  and  he  shoved  it  in  another  inch. 

"Just  one  more  inch,"  he  begged,  "  and  you  can  have  old  Jinnie.'" 

Once  again  she  agreed,  for  she  had  a  definite  turn  for  business? 
and  he  shoved  it  in  still  another  inch. 

"Oh,  Christ.'  ”  he  finally  cried,  "Let  me  shove  it  all  in,  and  you 
oan  have  the  whole  damned  herd;’" 

Now,  all  this  time,  Johnnie's  father  had  b«en  hiding  in  the  tall 
weeds  listening  to  them.  His  gun  was  nor;  about  to  go  off  in  his  pants. 
He  was  so  excited  that  he  could  oontain  himself  no  longer.  "Poke  it 
to  her,  Johnnie he  oheerad.  "I'll  the  Ip  you  drive  the  cows  home.1" 


54. 

Warmed  Up  Supper 

A  young  couple,  desperately  in  love*  were  too  poor  to  get  married. 
But,  suddenly,  a  wonderful  solution  occurred  to  them*  they  could  live 
on  love.  Certainly  they  had  enough  of  that  if 

The  first  morning  after  they  were  married  he  got  up  to  go  to  work, 
and,  since  there  was  no  breakfast,  he  laid  her  on  th.9  table  and  took  a 
piece. 

That  noon  he  came  home,  and,  since  there  ms  no  lunch  -waiting,  he 
again  laid  her  on  the  table  and  took  a  pieoes 

In  the  evening,  however,  he  came  home  quite  famished,  and  still 
there -was  no  food  on  the  table.  And  his  sweet  young  wife  was  sitting 
with  her  dress  pulled  high,  her  pants  down,  and  her  feet  up  on  the  oven 
door* 

"What  are  you  doing  there.  Dear?"  he  asked. 

i"uh,  I'm  just  warming  up  your  supper ,  Darling.'  "  she  replied. 

55. 

It'll  Stretchi 

The  sister  of  the  new  bride  was  a  prankster.  As  a  wedding  pres¬ 
ent,  therefore,  she  gave  her  a  pair  of  pajamas  sewn  shut  at  the  bottom 
so  she  could  not  get  into  them. 

That  night,  the  newlyweds  retired  to  their  bedroom  and  began  get¬ 
ting  ready,  excitedly,  for  the  adventure. 

lhat  they  did  not  know  was  that  the  girl's  mother,  a  busy-body,  a- 
fire  with  curiosity,  was  at  the  keyhole  listening.' 

The  bride  shoved  a  shapely  bare  leg  down  into  the  leg  of  the  pa¬ 
jamas  and  soon  discovered  the  difficulty.  Her  foot  would  not  make  the 
penetration.  She  grew  quite  excited  and.  hysterical. 

"John,  "  she  cried,  "I  can’t  get  it  in.*  You'll  have  to  cut  the 
hole  open  a  little  bit  with  your  pocket-knife.'" 

From  behind  the  doorway  the  alarmed  mother  emerged  screaming. 
"Don't  cut  itJ  Don’t  cut  it.'"  she  cried.  "it'll  stretch.'  Mine  didi" 

56. 

Little  Short  Stiff  0 pel 

lh.8  younger  sister  had,  as  a  prank,  ironed  the  bridal  nightgown 
with  a  heavy  dose  of  starch,  it  was,  in  faet,  as  stiff  as  a  board,  and 
just  as  flat  and  heavy. 

That  night,  when  the  newlyweds  retired  to  their  bedroom,  they  were 
both  shy  about  undressing  before  the  other.  So  the  man  hid  behind  the 
clothe s-closet  door,  and  the  girl  took  refuge  behind  a  screen  to  uhrobe 
and  slip  into  her  nightgown. 

"Now,  don't  you  peeki  "  the  young  man  warned  her. 

"I  won't.’  And  don't  you,  either /"  the  bride  replied. 

But  pretty  soon,  -when  she  looked  at  her  nightgown  for  the  first 
time,  she  burst  out  laughing.  She  got  the  joke  at  once.  She  could  not 
get  into  the  thing  at  all  and  would  have  to  sleep  nakedi 

"Ohi"  she  shrilled.  "It's  a  little  short  stiff  onej" 

"There,  I  knew  iti  "  the  young  man  stormed,  blushing  furiously. 
"You've  gone  and  peeked,  after  alll* 

57. 

The  Squared  Circle 

’How  do  you  square  a  circle?"  asked  the  perspiring  sophomore,  who 
was  struggling  over  his  lessons. 

"I  don't  knovr, "  sneered  the  flippant  senior,  who  was  a  math  major, 
"unless  you  shove  a  four-by-four  plank  up  a  bull's  assiw 


58. 

Foreskins 


The  pretty  young  girl  had  sat  fishing  on  the  bank  all  day  without 
even  a  nibble.  She  -was  therefore  amazed  when  a  man  walked  by  carrying 
a  string  of  beauties, 

"How  wonderful;  "  she  cried,  "hhat  in  the  world  did  you  use  for 
bait?" 

"Oh,  I  *m  a  doctor,"  the  man  explained}  "and  today  I  had  some  es¬ 
pecially  nice  tonsils;" 

The  next  day  the  same  thing  happened  again.  Only  it  was  a  differ¬ 
ent  man  who  came  by  "frith  the  string  of  beauties. 

"How  wonderfuli "  she  cried.  "PShat  in  the  world  did  you  use  for 
bait?  " 

"Oh,  I'm  a  doctor,"  the  man  replied;  "and  today  1  had  some  espec¬ 
ially  nice  appendectomies i " 

On  the  third  day,  as  the  girl  again  sat  fishing  without  a  bite, 
still  another  man  came  along.  He,  too,  had  made  a  marvelous  catch. 

"Oh,  doctor;  "  the  girl  shrilled.  "Tfliat  did  you  use  for  bait 
today?" 

"Doctor?  Doctor?"  the  man  asked,  puzzled.  "I’m  no  doctor.  JL‘m 
a  Jewish  rabbi; * 


59. 

Oliver  Twist 


The  hotel  guest  awoke  at  midnight  with  a  severe  dose  of  skitters. 
Leaping  eagerly  out  of  bed,  he  made  a  dash  for  the  toilet;  but  there 
was  no  toilet.  He  was  therefore  finally  forced  to  open  a  window  and 
thrust  out  his  bare  ass, 

"Hey,  you;'  up  there;"  cried  a  drunk,' who  was  leaning  against  a 
lamp-post.  "7sho  the  hell  do  you  think  you  are?" 

"Oh,  I’m  Oliver  Twist.’"  replied  the  man  at  the  window.  "And  who 
are  you?" 

"Can’t  vou  see,  you  damned  fool?"  shouted  the  drunk.  "lim  Oliver 
Shit; " 

60. 

A  Soldier  *s  goodbye 

A  soldier  boy  was  bidding  his  bride  a  quick  goodbye  at  the  depot. 
The  engineer,  however,  had  up  full  steam  and  was  in  a  hell  of  a  hurry 
to  get  smarted.  The  soldier,  standing  on  the  steps  of  the  car, 
stooped  over  to  the  platform  to  kiss  the  girl.  But,  just  then,  th@ 
train  started  off  with  such  a  rush  that  he  mi&Sed  her  completely,  and 
kissed,  instead,  a  cow’s  ass  a  mile  and  a  quarter  out  of  town. 


61. 

The  Hard-On 


A  traveling  salesman,  unable  to  get  a  room  in  the  small  town,  was 
compelled  to  seek  lodging  with  a  farmer.  He  xvas  there  told  that  he 
could  have  a  bed,  but  he  would  have  to  share  it  with  "Grandpa. "  To 
this  condition  he  made  no  objection. 

in  the  middle  of  the  night,  however,  the  old  man  reared  up  out  of 
a  nightmare,  screaming  wildly*  "Bring  me  a  woman*  Bring  me  a  woman/ 
I've  got  to  have  a  woman/" 

"Oh,  come  now /"  the  salesman  admonished  him,  shaking  him  awake. 
"You  know  good  and  well  you  don't  want  a  woman.  Grandpa.'  Go  back  to 
sleep  and  behave  yourself.*" 

The  old  man  quieted  down.  But  a  little  later  he  again  reared  up, 
screaming:  "Bring  me  a  woman/  Bring  me  a  woman’  I’ve  got  to  have  a 
woman.' " 

Once  more  the  salesman  patiently  shook  him  awake.  "Be  sensible. 
Grandpa^  and  go  back  to  sleep/"  he  admonished.  "You  know  you  don’t 
want  a  woman/  What  you’re  hanging  onto  is  a  dandy,  all  right.  But 
it's  not  on  you:  it's  on  me.1" 


62. 

Uncle  John 

"Oh,  Momma/"  teased  the  little  boy.  ’'Guess  what  I  saw  Daddy  and 
the  maid  doing  up  on  the  bed/" 

"Be  still/"  was  the  sharp  response.  "Don't  you  talk  that  way/ " 
And  then,  after  a  moment  i s  refleotion.  "Y©u  wait  till  Momma  asks  you 
to  tell/" 

That  night,  at  the  supper  table,  when  the  father  was  at  his  usual 
place,  the  mother  turned  to  the  little  boy  and  said:  "How,  Johnnie, 
you  can  tell  me  what  you  were  going  to  this  morning." 

"Oh,  I  waw  Daddy  and  the  maid  on  the  bed,  "  the  child  replied  glee¬ 
fully,  "doing  just  like  you  and  uncle  John  did  last  summer  while  Daddy 
was  away  fishing/" 


63. 

Ask  Mother 

A  ronmful  of  women  were  discussing  the  delights  of  sex.  The  ecs¬ 
tasy  of  it  was  marvelous,  they  agreed  unanimously}  and  they  were  unable 
to  see  how  a  wife  could  ever  get  quite  enough.  And  then  the  question 
arose  as  to  how  did  a  woman  had  to  be  before  she  no  longsr  wanted  any. 
They  decided  to  put  the  question  to  Grandma. 

But  when  asked  for  her  opinion.  Grandma,  who  wa3  seventy,  replied: 
"Oh,  guess  I'm  not  old  enough  to  tell  you  that.  Girls.  I'll  have  to 
ask  mother.'"  And  so  she  summoned  her  own  mother  from  the  bedroom. 

But  when  the  question  was  put  to  this  old  lady,  who  was  past 
ninety,  she  replied  without  hesitation:  "Oh,  I’m  awfully  sorry  to  dis¬ 
appoint  you.  Girls/  But  you'll  have  to  ask  somebody  older  than  mei" 

64. 

The  Dimpled  Chin 

A  man  one  day  met  an  old  girl-friend  with  whom  he  had  formerly 
been  intimate.  He  was  surprised  at  her  changed  appearance.  She  now 
had  a  sweet  little  dimple  on  her  chin  which  wasn't  there  before. 

"My,  you  look  wonderful/"  he  declared.  "But  where  did  you  get 
that  dimple!" 

’'Oh,  I  had  my  face  lifted,"  she  replied,  "and  that's  my  belly 
button  you  see/" 

"My  God/"  he  exclaimed.  "Don't  have  it  lifted  again,  or  you'll  be 
wearing  a  curly  black  beard  parted  down  the  middle/" 


65. 

The  Candle 


The  girls  of  a  small  town  where  men  were  few  had  learned  how  to 
take  care  of  each  other.  Frequently,  they  held  slumber-parties,  where, 
in  couples,  they  played  the  game  of  man  and  wife.  One  would  then  mount 
the  other  using  as  a  penis  a  candle  of  appropriate  size. 

But  one  day,  woe  betidei  there  came  to  town  a  pretty  man  with  fine 
features,  who  decided  to  disguise  himself  as  a  girl  and  attend  one  of 
these  parties.  Needle ss§  to  say,  he  fall  into  a  delightful  surprise, 
a  treat  for  the  most  famished  male? 

One  of  the  girls  some  months  later  began  developing  an  alarmingly 
large  belly.  It  became  the  talk  of  the  town  and  a  mystery  to  all. 

"Daughter,  what  have  you  been  up  to?”  her  father,  an  unduly  sus¬ 
picious  man,  asked  sternly.  "How  did  you  get  in  that  condition?" 

nI  —  I  don’t  know,  poppa i "  the  girl  faltered,  face  streaming  with 
tears.  "But  I  guess  the  darned  old  candle  must  have  meltedJ  ” 


66. 

Don’t  Get  Discouraged? 

The  old  farmer  and  his  wife  had  a  good-looking  hired  man.  And  ev¬ 
ery  morning,  right  after  breakfast,  the  two  would  go  off  together  to 
work  in  the  fields.  Soon,  however,  the  farm-hand  got  into  the  habit  of 
making  excuses  to  stay  behind,  such  as  the  urgency  of  nature.  And  he 
would  appear  sheepishly  on  the  job  a  quarter  of  an  hour  later. 

One  day,  the  farmer  had  to  return  to  the  house  for  his  watch.  And 
there  on  his  own  matrimonial  bed  he  discovered  the  hired  man  and  his 
■wife  hard  at  work  knocking  off  a  piece  of  ass. 

The  hired  man  jumped  up,  buttoning  his  fly,  and  grabbed  his  hat. 
Then  he  began  edging  toward  the  open  door. 

"Guess  I  can't  stay  on  now?"  he  said  apologetically.  "I’ll  pack 
up  and  go. " 

"Oh,  that‘s  all  right;  Don’t  get  discouraged  so  easy.1"  the  old 
farmer  reassured  him,  quite  unperturbed.  "If  the  two  of  us  can;t  keep 
the  old  woman  satisfied,  why,  we ‘11  just  have  to  hire  another  man?  " 

67. 

The  Silk  Handkerchief? 

A  traveling  salesman  who  was  a  stranger  in  town  dated  its  prettiest 
miss.  Xn  the  course  of  the  evening,  as  was  his  wont,  he  managed  to  se¬ 
duce  her.  She  was  willing  enough,  though,  when  she  glimpsed  what  he 
had,  and  only  protested  lest  she  get  in  a  family  way. 

"Oh,  x’ll  take  care  of  that*"  the  salesman  assured  her.  "I'll  put 
pn  a  rubber.5 " 

A  hasty  and  impatient  search, however,  while  his  luscious  dish  was 
Steaming  before  him,  revealed  that  he  was  entire ly  out  of  them. 

"Guess  I'll  have  to  use  a  silk  handkerchief;"  he  finally  said. 

A  few  years  later  the  same  traveling  salesman  again  came  through 
the  town.  Playing  on  the  streets  he  observed  a  very  cute  little  boy, 
and,  loving  children  as  he  did,  he  stopped  to  pat  him  on  the  head. 

"Son,  you  look  like  a  mighty  fine  lad,"  he  declared. 

"7rell,  by  Gawd,  I  ought  to;  "  the  boy  replied  belligerantly.  "Mom 
says  1  was  strained  through  a  silk  handkerchief.'" 


68. 

Hftiere  Lies  Alii 


A  very  pious  married  couple,  long  married,  who  didn't  yet  even 
know  what  it  was  far,  finally  decided  that  they  would  have  a  son.  So, 
not  knowing  just  how  to  go  about  it,  they  talked  things  over  thorough¬ 
ly.  They  concluded  that  the  woman  should  lie  on  her  back,  legs  wide, 
ready  for  the  attack.  And  her  husband  would  stand  across  the  room, 
jack  off  till  he  was  about  to  come,  and  then  make  a  dive  for  the  hole. 
’’And  what  shall  we  name  him?”  asked  the  wife,  timidly. 

*K)h,  let's  call  him  Eli,  after  the  great  prophet/  "  the  husband 
replied  fervently. 

So  she  got  ready  on  the  bed,  and  he  went  to  the  other  side  of 
the  room  and  started  his  jacking  off.  Then,  just  as  he  was  about  to 
go  off,  he  made  his  dive  for  the  hole.  But  on  the  way  he  slipped  on  a 
bar  of  soap  and  crashed  to  the  floor. 

?fiping  himself  off,  he  arose,  and  declared  sadly:  "F/ell,  here  I 
slipped,  and  here  I  fell.  And  there  lies  Eli  deader  than  hell.'” 


69. 

The  Miscarriage/ 

Some  small  boys  decided  to  play  a  prank  on  their  old  maid  aunt. 

So  they  sneaked  up  into  her  bedroom  and  hid  an  inflated  balloon  in  her 
pisspot  under  the  bed. 

That  night,  when  the  family  thought  she  was  getting  ready  for  bed, 
she  suddenly  came  dashing  down  the  stairs,’  screaming  wildly  for  a  doc¬ 
tor.  And  when  the  doctor  arrived  at  last,  he  found  her  all  pale  and 
trembling,  as  though  suffering  from  shock. 

"P?hy,  what's  the  matter?”  he  asked. 

"Oh,  doctor,  X  think  I’ve  had  a  miscarriage/"  she  cried. 

"iVhat  in  the  world  makes  you  think  that?”  he  asked. 

"Just  look  under  the  bed  and  you'll  seei”  the  disconsolate  woman 
wailed.  "That's  the  first  fart  I  ever  let  which  had  a  skin  on  it/” 

70. 

,The  Cow's.  Bag 

A  farmer's  wife  was  holding  a  quilting-bee  for  her  friends.  And 
her  old  man,  a  wit,  who  had  been  in  the  barn  butchering  a  cow,  finally 
came  to  the  kitchen  to  clean  up.  Hearing  the  chatter  of  the  females, 
he  decided  to  play  a  joke  on  his  wife.  So  he  cut  off  the  cow's  bag  and 
inserted.it  inside  his  pants  with  one  tit  sticking  out  through  the  fly. 
Then,  in  that  condition,  he  walked  nonchalantly  into  the  midst  of  the 
group  of  women. 

Immediately  there  were  gasps  and  screams.  And  his  wife,  seeing 
the  trouble,  began  making  signals  to  him  behind  the  backs  of  the  oth¬ 
ers.  But  he  remained  oblivious  to  all.  Then,  suddenly,  he  looked  down 
and  saw  the  protruding  thing.  And,  as  if  in  sheer  disgust,  he  snatched 
up  the  butcher  knife  from  the  table,  cut  it  off,  and  threw  it  out  thu 
window. 

Thereupon,  his  wife  fainted. 

Then,  laughing  at  his  little  joke,  the  farmer  went  back  out  to  the 
barn  to  remove  the  bag,  very  satisfied  with  himself  indeed.  But  when 
he  took  the  bag  out  of  his  pants,  he  found  it  still  had  all  four  of  the 
tits  on  it.  And  then  he  fainted/ 


71. 

The  Gates  of  Hell 


The  baokwoods  preacher  stood  irresolute  "before  his  little  congre¬ 
gation.  He  seemed  to  be  wrestling  with  the  spirit  of  the  devil.  His 
eyes  remained  glued  fixedly  to  the  front  pew. 

At  last,  summoning  resolution,  he  roared  virtuously*  "Prill  all  the 
women  in  the  congregation  please  cross  their  legs?" 

There  was  a  shuffling  of  feet  throughout  the  house.  Then  complete 
quiet  settled  down  again. 

And  out  of  the  stillness  he  at  last  spoke*  "All  right,  folks.  How 
that  the  gates  of  hell  are  closed,  I  can  go  on  with  my  sermon!" 

72. 

That  He wf any led  Toilet 

A  workman  making  repairs  in  a  rich  woman's  house  suddenly  felt  the 
irresistible  call  of  nature,  in  a  sweat  of  anxiety,  he  asked  that  lady 
where  the  toilet  was.  Seemingly  dismayed,  she  indicated  the  room,  but 
at  the  same  time  began  protesting. 

"You  must  not  go  in  there!"  she  cried. 

But  she  was  too  late.  For  he  was  locked  inside,  had  his  pants 
down,  and  was  riding  the  throne  before  she  had  finished  speaking.  It 
was  a  great  relief.  And  after  he  was  through,  he  still  s&t  there,  mar¬ 
veling  at  the  wonderful  intricacies  of  this  fine  toilet. 

Before  him  were  three  foot  pedals.  Hu  decided  to  push  on  the 
first  one.  And  imagine  his  surprise  when  a  jet  of  tepid  water  shot  up 
his  ass. 

After  he  had  recovered  from  his  shock,  he  decided  to  try  the  seo- 
ond  pedal  to  swe  vihat  would  happen.  And  he  nearly  went  through  the 
roof  when  a  big  wet  swab  came  up  out  of  the  bowl  and  wiped  him  off. 

Even  more  curious,  now,  as  to  the  third  lever,  he  finally  decided 
to  risk  th&t  one  also.  And  imagine  his  amazement  when  a  big  rubber 
prick,  pumping  like  mad,  came  up  from  beneath  and  rammed  itself  up  his 
ass.’ 


73. 

The  Red  Thing 

A  little  boy  was  bringing  the  cows  home  from  the  pasture.  He  was 
quite  amazed  and  delighted,  on  the  way,  when  the  bull  suddenly  leaped 
on  the  cow.  For  he  had  never  seen  any  such  thing  before. 

"Grandpa!  Grandpa!"  he  shouted,  bursting  into  the  house. 

"'-That 1  s  the  matter.  Son?"  the  old  man  asked.  "Is  the  devil  after 

you?" 

"Oh,  no!"  the  boy  replied.  But  guess  what  I  saw!  The  old  bull 
tried  to  jump  clear  over  the  cow.  And  he  would  have,  too,  only  a  big 
red  thing  came  out  of  his  "belly  and  caught  in  her  ass  hole." 

74. 

All  That  Money! 

A  Swede  who  had  lost  his  prick  through  an  unfortunate  accident  re¬ 
ported  to  a  famous  surgeon. 

ttI  bane  give  you  fifty  dollar.  Doc!  "  this  worthy  deoldred,  "If  you 
fix  me  up  with  new  one .  n 

The  doctor  agreed  and  did  the  best  he  oould.  "Shan  the  bandages 
were  taken  off,  however,  Oley  seemed  dissatisfied.  He  looked  at  his 
new  seven-inch  prong  with  disgust. 

"You  don’t  seem  very  happy  with  it!"  the  doctor  declared. 

"Gawd,  man,  no!"  the  Swede  replied.  "For  all  dot  money.  Doc,  don't  you 
tink  you  could  have  made  it  yust  a  little  bigger?" 


75. 

A  young  man  visiting  a  whore-house  for  the  first  time  encountered 
the  /Madam ”  in  the  hall  and  asked  her  about  the  prices. 

’Vfell,  that  depends  on  the  floor,”  she  replied*  ”?ve  have  four 
floors  here,  and’  the  first  floor  is  twenty-five  dollars#111 

The  young  man  winced  but  asked  hopefully:  ”How  about  the  second 
floor?*1 

”0h,  that*s  ten  dollars,  11  the  woman  informed  him* 
encouraged,  he  again  asked:  ’Well,  how  about  the  third?” 

1T0h,  thatJs  five  dollars,”  she  replied. 

”And  how  about  the  fourth  floor?”  he  persisted,  for  the  pride  was 
still  out  of  his  range* 

”Only  seventy-five  centsi”  she  replied  scornfully* 

So  the  young  man  began  climbing  the  stairs.  He  did  not  stop,  how¬ 
ever,  on  the  second,  nor  on  the  third.  Then,  unexpectedly,  on  the 
stairway  leading  to  the  fourth  floor,  he  met  his  own  father  coming 
down, 

1?Why,  what  are  you  up  here  for.  Dad?”  the  boy  asked  in  amusement, 

”1  should  argue  with  your  mother  for  fifty  cents;”  was  the  dis¬ 
illusioned  reply. 

76. 

A  hunter,  lost  in  desolate  mountain  country,  had  wandered  around 
for  days  without  food  or  water.  Finally,  near  starvation,  he  stumbled 
onto  a  little  cabin,  far  back  in  the  hills.  So  he  knocked  at  the  door 
to  ask  for  help. 

An  attract ive  young  woman  admitted  him  to  the  house.  But  she  was 
unable  to  give  him  anything.  The  cupboard  was  bare,  and  her  husband 
had  been  gone  for  thrye  days,  on  his  way  to  town  for  water  and  supplies* 
He  would  not  be  back  till  tomorrow. 

”But  please,  haven  t  you  got  even  a  crumb,  or  a  drop  of  water?” 
he  pleaded  desperately.  ”1  about  to  die*1” 

Frantically,  the  young  woman  searched  everywhere*  Finally,  she 
turned  up  an  old  empty  flour  sack,  and,  by  brushing  it  out  carefully, 
managed  to  salvage  a  little  flour  in  a  saucer# 

”I*d  make  you  a  little  cake,”  she  said  regretfully,  nif  only  I 
had  some  water*  ” 

After  much  worried  thinking,  he  finally  answered:  ”Well,  couldn't^ 
you  just  pee  a  little.  I  think  that  would  be  all  right.  And  it  would* 
save  my  life  *  11 

”But  I  just  peed;”  she  told  him. 

”dell ,  try  again,  anyway J  ”  he  beeeeched  her. 

So,  setting  the  saucer  on  the  floor,  she  squatted  straddle  of  it 
and  pulled  down  her  pants,  for  her  great  compassion  for  him  broke  d own 
all  barriers  of  modesty.  Then  she  strained  to  the  utmost,  but  not  a' 
drop  would  come,  and  she  shook  her  head  in  despair.  Teen,  all  at  onc«, 
his  cause  was  lost  forever,  for  out  came  an  unexpected  poop  and  blew 
all  the  flour  away 1 


77* 

”!fou  play  tennis  well,”  said  the  fair  young  maiden  to  the  city 
slicker,  whom  she  had  been  watching  in  a  match. 

l!That  1  do,”  he  replied,  ’’considering  that  I  have  a  wooden  ami” 
And  then,  to  her  amazement,  he  screwed  his  hand  off. 

Seeing  her  admiration,  he  invited  her  to  go  to  a  dance  with  him, 
and  they  glided  out  onto  the  floor. 

nYou  dance  divine lyi  ”  she  told  him. 

nThat  I  do,”  he  replied,  ’’considering  that  I  have  a  wooden  leg.” 
And,  again  to  her  amazement,  he  screwed  his  foot  off. 

Later  in  the  evening,  he  took  her  up  to  his  apartment.  And  there, 
even  to  her  greater  amazement,  he  proved  that  he  also  held  a  wooden  head; 

1  &  3:  Ldna  M.  Larson,  Salt  Lake  City,  1952*  ™ 

Bill  Anderson,  Moscow,  Idaho,  1926,  from  ’University  Club.” 


78. 

A  young  married  woman,  so  far  unable  to  have  a  baby, 
went  to  her  doctor  for  remedy.  And  his  wise  advice  was  as 
follows  t  “Oust  before  your  husband  gets  home  from  work, 
take  all  your  clothes  off,  lie  on  the-  bed  naked,  and  exer¬ 
cise  by  raising  your  legs  till  your  feet  touch  the  head¬ 
board  and  thon  lotting  them  down  slowly.** 

Late  that  afternoon,  she  started  putting  his  advice 
into  practice,  but,  just  as  she  heard  Cohn  at  the  door,  her 
feet  got  caught  between  the  rungs  in  the  headboard,  and  she 
could  not  get  them  loose. 

liihen  3ohn  walked  into  the  room,  he  took  a  good  look  at 
what  he  thought  he  saw,  and  remarked  irritably:  “(i'lary,  for 
God’s  sake,  put  your  teeth  in  and  powder  your  cheeks!  You 
are  getting  to  look  more  like  your  mother  every  dayi“ 

79. 

Eleanor  Roosevelt  was  once  having  a  health  problem  and 
therefore  paid  a  visit  to  her  family  physician. 

“Doctor, "  she  complained,  ”1  can’t  tell  whether  I’m 
going  or  coming.  Can  you  help  rae?“ 

The  doctor  told  her  to  take  off  all  her  clothes,  get. 
down  on  her  hands  and  knees,  and  crawl  around  on  the  floor. 

“‘how  go  forward!"  ho  commanded.  And  she  did.  Then  he 
aaid,  “Now  go  backward!”  And  again  she  did  as  directed. 

Then  the  doctor  threw  up  his  hands  in  despair  and  de¬ 
clared:  "*1  can’t  tell  whether  you're  going  or  coming  either!” 

00. 

The  Chamber  of  Commerce  was  giving  a  big  party  in  hon¬ 
or  of  the  City's  most  amazing  business  success.  Here  was  a 
man  who  truly  had  risen  from  rags  to  riches. 

Finally,  in  the  midst  of  the  banquet,  they  asked  their 
admired  and  envied  guest  to  rise  and  tell  them  the  secret 
of  his  success. 

":ll]ell,“  he  said,  “I  was  a  bum  and  dead  broke.  One  day 
I  found  a  dime  on  the  street,  picked  it  up,  and  bought  two 
pairs  of  shoelaces  with  it.  These  I  sold  for  a  dime  each, 
and,  with  the  money,  bought  four  pairs  of  shoelaces.  Again, 

I  sold  them  for  a  dime  each,  and  with  my  money  bought  eight 
pairs  of  shoelaces.  And  I  just  kept  on  doing  that,” 

In  amazement,  one  of  the  guests  asked,  “And  that  is  how 
you  built  up  your  fortune?” 

“Oh,  no!”  the  tycoon  answered.  “That  went  on  for  sev¬ 
eral  years,  Thon,  all  of  a  sudden,  my  sister,  Gertie,  who 
urns  a  whore  in  Denver,  died  and  left  me  all  her  money!"* 


VULGAR  STANZAS  LMRNiSD  FROM  GRADE  SCHOOL  CHILDREN 
(By  Kenneth  Larson) 


1.  Mama,  Mama,  what  is  that. 

Sticks  out  on  papa  like  a  baseball 
bat? 

Shut  your  mouth,  you  dirty  brat l 
That's  What  keeps  your  Mamma  fat J 

2.  Mrs.  Voodin  made  a  puddinl 

On  a  Sunday  day; 

Mi*.  Martin  came  a-fartm'. 

Blew  it  all  away.T 

3.  A  monkey  and  a  oabboon 

Were  sitting  on  the  grass; 

The  monkey  stuck  his  finger 
Up  the  Babboon's  ass; 

The  babboon  said, 

*t?od  damn  your  soul.9 
Keep  your  dirty  finger 
Out  of  my  ass  hole l 11 

4.  There  was  a  little  bird. 

And  he  shit  a  little  tird. 

And  he  flew  over  into  the  garden; 
And  he  stretched  his  little  nook. 

And  he  shit  about  a  peck. 

And  then  flew  across  the  River 
Jordan.' 

5.  The  he-cat  sat  on  a  high  board 

fence; 

The  shw-cat  sat  on  the  ground; 

The  tom  made  a  pass 
At  the  pussy-cat's  ass. 

And  the  world  went  around  and 
around.' 

S.  Charlie,  barley,  buckwheat  straw. 
Twenty  pinches  is  the  law* 
pinch  me  now,  pinch  me  then, 
finch  me  wh^n  i  fart  again. 

Upshag,  downs  hag,  kick.  Cuff,  or  box. 
Long -eye  pull,  or  pinches,  or  taps? 

7.  Father  went  a-hunting 

To  shoot  himself  a  boar; 

He  shot  him  in  the  ass  hole. 

And  never  touched  a  hare 

8.  i've  got  the  shankers 

And  the  blueballs,  tool 
The  shankers  don’t  hurt. 

But  the  blueballs  do ! 

9.  I've  got  a  girl  in  Indiana; 

She  can  handle  my  big  banana; 

She  can  whistle,  she  can  dance, 

Sho's  got  whiskers  in  her  pants. 


10«  When  a  men  grows  old. 

His  pecker  gets  cold. 

And  the  end  of  his  pecker  turns 
blue; 

Tfhon  he  tries  to  diddle. 

It  bends  m  the  middle.’ 

Did  it  ever  happen  to  you? 

11.  There  was  an  old  woman  from  France 
ISho  boarded  a  train  by  chance; 

The  engineer  fucked  her. 

And  so  did  the  conductor. 

And  the  brakeman  Jacked  off  in  her 
pants £ 

12.  There  was  a  young  man  from  Chinee 
Who  went  in  an  alley  to  pee. 

’Mine  golly,  mine  sissy.' 

My  cock  it  no  pissy.’ 

I  thinka  so  maybe  clapeei” 

13.  There  was  an  old  woman  from 

Wheeling 

The  had  a  most  wonderful  feeling; 
She  lay  on  hex*  back 
And  tickled  her  orack,. 

And  pissed  all  over  the  ceiling! 

14.  Poor  old  Robinson  Cruesoe! 

He  had  no  woman  to  screw,  so 

He  sat  on  a  rock 

And  played  with  his  cock. 

And  shot  it  all  over  the  seashore.’ 

15.  There  was  a  young  man  from  ^pston 
Iho  bought  for  himself  an  Austen; 

There  vra.s  room  for  his  ass 
And  a  gallon  of  gas. 

But  his  bolls  hung  out,  and  he 
lost  'em.1 

IS.  There  was  a  young  man  from  St. 
Claire 

¥&io  screwed  his  wife  on  a  chair; 

On  the  forty-ninth  stroke 
Th  e  f urni  t  ur e  or  oke  , 

And  his  gun  went  off  in  the  air.' 

17.  Here's  to  the  girl  of  South  Bend, 
Hho  always  used  a  fountain  pen! 

One  da3r  the  cork  went  wild, 

Now  she's  nursing  a  n<=gro  child.* 

18.  Ham  and  eggs  between  your  legs, 

A  little  bit  of  feravy; 

Your  machine  and  my  machine 
Gan  make  a  littlo  bab^i 


19.  S  ome  oome  here  to  sit  and  think. 

And  some  coma  here  to  shit  and  stink. 
But  I  coiRo  here  to  play  with  my  dink! 

20.  If  you  shit  while  you’re  eating. 

The  Devil  you’re  feeding 

If  you  piss  on  your  dink. 

You  give  him  a  drink,’ 

21.  I  wish  I  had  a  load  of  bricks 

To  build  my  chimney  higher. 

To  keep  the  girls  around  the  town 
From  pissing  in  my  fire J 

22.  Mama,  Mama,  -what  is  that. 

Sticks  out  on  papa  like  a  baseball 
bat? 

Shut  your  mouth,  you  dj.rty  brat.’ 
That’s  what  keeps  your  Mamma  fat! 

23.  Oh,  won’t  you  come  over  to  my  shit- 

house? 

It’s  nice  and  shady  there ! 

The  wind  blows  up  around  your  ass 
And  tickles  your  curly  hair.* 

24.  Ihen  I  was  young  and  in  my  prime, 

I  used  to  jack  off  all  the  time! 

But  now  I’m  old  I’ve  got  more  senses 
X  use  a  knothole  in  the  fence J 

25.  The  country  girl  is  the  girl  for  me.’ 

You  can  lay  her  on  the  grass. 

Lift  up  her  lily-white  petticoats. 
And  tickle  her  on  the  ass  I 

26.  Sally  went  down  a  new-cut  road. 

And  I  went  down  behind  her; 

She  stooped  over  to  tie  her  shoe. 

And  then  I  saw  her  hinder! 

27.  Old  Balaky  Karaky  had  but  one  stone; 
Tne  hair  on  his  -ass  was  a  strawberry 

roan! 

Old  Balaky,  the  butcher,  had  but  one 
nnt't 

He  fucked  his  grandmother  and  had  to 
be  cut! 

He  went  away  and  came  back  in  the 
fall, 

Married  to  a  woman  with  no  pussy  at 
all! 

28.  By  the  bar,  by  the  bar, 
hheru  I  smoked  my  first  cigar. 

And  the  dollars  in  my  pockets 
rolled  away. 

It  was  there  that  by  chance 
2  slipped  it  in  her  pants. 

And  now  she’s  in  a  family  way! 


29.  I  wouldn't  marry  old  doe’s  girl. 

And  I’ll  tell  you  the  reason 
why* 

She  blows  her  nose  in  the  corn- 
bread  dough 

And  calls  it  a  custard  pie! 

30.  May  the  bleeding  piles  torment  you. 

And  corns  adorn  your  feet. 

And  the  itching  crabs  by  millions 
Crawl  out  on  your  bolls  and  eat! 

And  when  you  are  old 

And  a  svphil5.tio  wreck. 

May  you  fall  through  your  ass  hole 
And  br«ak  your  fuoking  neck! 

31.  I  asked  a  little  nigger 
To  let  me  frig  her; 

But  she  said,  "’Sait 

Till  the  hole  grows  bigger. n 
I  waited  till  the  hole  got  bigger. 

And  in  about  nine  months 
She  had  a  little  nigger. 

32.  I  fucked  her  in  my  dreams; 

I  listened  to  her  screams; 

Sthen  I  awoke. 

The  bed  was  soaked. 

For  I  had  fucked  her  in  my  dreams! 

33.  There  was  a  woman  from  Connecticut 
hho  was  good  looking  from  face  to 

butt; 

She  was  a  shit-house  poet. 

Had  brains  and  yet  didn’t  know  it! 

34.  Listen,  listen! 

The  cat’s  a-pissm’! 

Ihere,  whore? 
bhder  the  chair! 

Bun,  run. 

And  get  your  gun! 

Haver  mind, 
it’s  all  done! 

35.  A  woman  from  Sleepy  Hollow 

Got  all  of  the  men-folks  to  follow; 
They  played  with  her  crack. 

But  she  took  all  their  jack. 

And  gave  the  blueballs  to  them  all-o! 

36.  A  little  old  man  from  St,  Chester 
Decided  to  tackle  his  sister. 

But  all  that  he  paoked 
Was  a  wrinkled  old  sack. 

And  all  that  she  had  was  a  blister! 

37.  There  once  was  a  goon  from  Sheepshit 
T»ho  proved  to  be  only  a  half-wits 

Hiw  girl-friend  he  bumped. 

And,  seeing  her  cunt, 

’My  Sod,”  he  cried,  nI  *ve  cracked  it  I?" 


58.  Half -past  onej 

Tne  fun  is  Just  begun] 

Half -past  twos 

They  think  they're  going  to  screw.* 
Half -past  three  t 
He  Just  went  out  to  pee.* 

Half-past  four : 

Theyfre  doing  it  some  more] 
Half-past  five: 

Ihe  kid  is  now  alive: 

Half-past  six: 

She’s  taking  all  his  pride] 
Balf-past  seven* 

She  thinks  she  is  in  heaveni 
Half-past  eight* 

The  doctor’s  at  the  gate. 

Half-past  nine : 

Again  they're  going  fine. 

Half -past  tens 

They  "re  doing  it  again] 

Half -past  elevens 

3hey  wish  they'd  quit  at  seven] 

Half -past  twelve* 

They're  tireder  than  hell! 

39.  The  dog’s  delight  is  to  bark  and 

bite. 

The  little  Dird's  to  sing; 

But  the  only  thing  a  fly  can  do 
Is  shit  on  everything] 

He  flies  about  from  place  to  place 
And  never  rests  a  bit. 

Unless  it  is  a  moment  when 
He  stops  to  take  a  shit] 

In  every  corner  that  you  look 
You'll  find  the  little  fly? 

Ihe  only  thing  that  he  can  do 

Is  shit,  and  shit,  and  shit  and 
shit,  and  shit  until  he  dies] 

40.  When  I  was  in  Chicago, 

I  worked  in  a  department  store; 

I  worked  in  a  hosiery  department— 
I  did,  but  I  don't  any  more.’ 

A  lady  came  asking  for  garters; 

I  asked  her  what  kmd  she  wore; 
She  pulled  up  her  dross  and  said, 
".RubbsrJ  n 

I  did,  but  I  don’t  any  more] 

41.  There  was  a  young  man  from  Nan- 

tuckett 

Vlho  soaked  his  sore  cook  in  a 
bucket, 

"Oh,  never,  no  more. 

Will  X  fuck  a  whore] 

I'd  rather  have  somebody  suck  it  I* 


42.  There  was  an  old  woman  who  livod  by 

a  creek; 

She.  watched  the  littlo  boys  play 
with  their— 

Marbles  and  toys  in  tne  springtime 
of  yore; 

Along  came  a  lady  who  looked  like  a— 
Decent  young  lady;  she  lay  on  the 
grass. 

And  wh«n  she  turned  over  you  could 
See  her — 

Shoes  and  stockings  —  they  fit  like 
a  duck; 

She  said  she  was  learning  a  new  way 
to— 

Sow  and  knit;  the  boys  in  the  barn¬ 
yard  are  picking  up— 

The  contents  of  the  barnyard; 

And  if  this  isn't  poetry,  it's 
horse  shit,  by  God i 

43.  Ask  your  mother  for  a  bar  of  soap 
To  watch  tho  monkey  climb  the  rope; 
Ask  your  mother  for  fifty  cents; 

Ha  climbed  so  fast  ho  skinned  his— 
Ask  to  watch  the  elepnant  Jump  the 
fence; 

Ho  Jumped  so  high  he  split  the  sky 
And  didn't  com«  back  till  the 
Fourth  of  July] 

Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen  that  can't 
swim, 

please  climb  onto  the  high  seats. 

For  the  elephant  is  going  to — 
Peanuts ,  fifteen  cents  a  sack! 

44.  Cnarley,  barley,  butter  and  eggs. 
Kissed  the  girls  between  the  legs] 
And  when  the  girls  went  out  to  pee, 
Charley,  barley,  followed  to  see.' 

And  when  the  girls  began  to  cry; 
Charley,  barley,  rock-and-rye ] 

45.  My  name  is  John  Taylor, 

My  cook  is  a  whaler. 

My  bolls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 
I’ll  catch  Mrs,  Hammor 
And  fuck  her,  God  damn  her. 

And  pin  her  old  ass  to  the 
ground.' 

46.  Oh,  (Jerry),  oh,  (Jerry), 

Com«  over  here  quick. 

To  watch  the  bold  irishman 
Handle  has  prick] 

As  long  as  your  arm  and 
As  big  as  your  wrist. 

With  a  knob  on  the  end 
As  big  as  your  fist.' 


VULGARISMS  IN  WESTERN  SPEECH 


1.  He  ms  made  with  a  piss  hard-on.'  (He's  not  up  to  much.) 

2.  Ho *s  farting  himself  a  shit! 

3.  He's  shitting  himself  a  rest.*  (He's  killing  time  in  the  toilet.) 

4.  He's  ugly  enough  to  scare  a  hear  away  from  a  gut-wa]gon! 

5.  1*11  bet  you  §5  against  a  dog-tird  —  if  you  11  hold  the  stakes  in 

your  mouth.' 

6.  He  doesn't  know  his  ass  from  a  hole  in  the  ground,'  (Hws  dumb.) 

7.  He's  greener  than  sour  owl  shiti  (He's  ignorant.) 

8.  He's  too  dumb  to  pour  sand  in  a  rat-hole; 

9.  lou  look  like  a  sore  ass  in  fly-timei  (All  covered  with  pimples.) 

10.  lou  look  like  something  the  dog  dragged  in.  (Very  wretched. ) 

11.  You  look  like  you*d  been  pulled  through  a  knot-hole!  (Knocked  out.) 

12.  I ou  look  like  a  pimple  on  a  sick  hen's  ass!  (An  insult; j 

13.  He  looks  like  he  1  d  been  slept  with  and.  got  tangled  up  in  the  hair! 

14.  She  thinks  her  ass  is  a  gold-mine  and  all  the  men  want  to  go 

prospecting! 

15.  They  think  the  sun  rises  and  sets  in  his  ass-hole!  (Their  son.) 

16.  He's  so  tight  he  farts  on  a  flat  rock  to  save  the  grease! 

17.  She's  so  dirty  she  spits  in  the  frying-pan.* 

18.  He‘s  lower  than  a  snake's  ass  in  a  wheel-track!  (Just  low-down!) 

19.  She's  got  an  ass  like  a  country  sh±4-house !  (Wide  and  exciting.) 

20.  The  snow  is  up  to  the  ass  of  a  tall  Indian!  (Very  deep. ) 

21.  He's  so  tight  that  every  time  he  winks  his  ass  flies  open! 

22.  Fuck  my  shit  and  be  a  brother-in-law  to  my  ass  hole!  (A  go-to-helli) 

23.  Go  stick  your  head  in  the  toilet  —  and  flush  it* 

24.  Hs’s  so  short  his  ass  drags  his  tracks  out  —  and  when  he  farts,  it. 

blows  dust  in  his  eyes! 

25.  He's  so  God  damned  ugly  he'd  stop  a  clock!  (Or  curdle  milk!!) 

26.  He’s  as  crooked  as  a  boar's  pecker! 

27.  He's  grinning  like  a  skunk  eating  shit!  (Very  self-satisfied!) 

28.  I*ra  hungry  enough  to  eat  the  ass  out  of  a  skunk!  (Famished.) 

29.  She's  so  nice  that  shit  wouldn't  melt  in  her  mouth! 

30.  Be  careful,  there,  or  you'll  strain  your  cream!  (injure  yourself  by 

lifting  too  hard  on  a  load.) 

31.  He's  busier  than  a  oat  (covering  shit)  on  a  tin  roof! 

32.  Kiss  what  I  can’t  reach!  (My  ass.) 

33.  She's  so  nice  she  thinks  her  shit  doesn't  stink! 

34.  He's  shot  his  wad!  (Literally*  jissem.  Figuratively*  trump  card.) 

35.  Go  and  roll  your  marbles!  (Go  about  your  own  business.) 

36.  You  look  like  a  shit-house  in  the  fog!  (pale,  sickly!) 

37.  You  look  as  slick  as  a  mule's  dick!  (Very  Baazzy  or  stylish.) 

38.  You  look  like  a  wind-now  of  ass-holes!  (in  bad  condition.) 

39.  He  thinks  his  cock  is  the  handle  that  moves  the  world! 

40.  Spat  my  a.ss  and  pour  it  in  butter! 

41.  It's  cold  enough  to  freeze  the  bolls  off  of  a  brass  monkey! 

42.  He's  full  of  piss  and  vinegar!  (Feeling  his  oats.) 

43.  Full  of  wind  and  piss  like  a  barber's  cat! 

44.  He's  having  a  shit  hemmorhage!  (Excited,  blowing  his  top.) 

45.  Scattered  like  a  mad  woman's  shit! 

46.  He's  swimming  the  Red  River!  (Screwing  a  woman  with  month  leys . ) 

47.  Like  a  shower  of  shit! 

48.  He's  not  smart  enough  to  pour  shit  out  of  a  tin  horn! 

49.  He's  shivering  like  a  dog  shitting  tacks! 

00.  if  the  dog  hadn't  stopped  to  shit,  he'd  have  caught  the  rabbit! 
bl.  Either  shit  or  get  off  the  pot! 

52.  He's  shit  his  own  bed,  and  now  he's  got  to  sleep  in  it! 

53.  He  's  got  a  shit  pot  full  of  money!  (He‘s  very  ridh! ) 

04.  He's  pissed  off!  (He’s  very  angry!) 

Ob,  Keep  your  shit-hooks  off!  (Let  my  stuff  alone.) 

56,  Blew;  it  out  your  ass i  (A  scarvy  on  what  yon  say.) 


RIDDLES,  CHOICES,  ETC. 

1.  Ifjhioh  would  you  rather  do:  swim  a  river  of  snot,  or  eat  a  bucket  of 
scabs? 

2.  TShat  are  the  three  most  important  parts  of  a  stove?  Lifter,  leg, 
and  poker! 

3.  Ihhat  are  the  three  most  important  articles  of  women* s  clothing? 
Slipper,  pants,  and  jumper.* 

4.  "vThat’s  the  difference  between  a  carpenter's  daughter  and  a  garden¬ 
er's  daughter?  A  gardenerr^s  daughter  sits  among  the  cabbage  and 
peas,  and  a  carpenter's  daughter  libs  among  the  shavings  and  screws* 

b.  I  caught  two  dogs  a  f-f-f-f-f ighting.'  I  caught  'em  by  the  cock- 
cock-cock-cock-collar  and  threw  them  in  a  barrel  of  sh-sh-sh-sh- 
shavings I 

S»  Did  you  ever  see  a  gopher  go  for  a  gopher? 

7.  I  was  horse  last  night,  I  calfed  all  night,  and  I  had  a  little  colt 
this  morning 1 

8.  The  sheepherder's  song:  "The  same  old  moon,  the  same  old  Ju.ne,  but 
not  the  same  old  you  (ewe).*" 

9.  Oh,  Chrysler.*  It's  Willys  Knight.'  Gas  I'll  have  to  Dodge  around  a 
corner  and  Yfoiopitt! 

10.  If  Epsom  Salts  and  Castor  Oil  got  married,  who  would  their  children 
be?  Lettie  Poops,  Lucy  Bowles,  and  Carrie  Tissue. 

11.  Last  night  1  dreamed  I  was  a  paper-hanger,  and  when  I  awoke  1  had  a 
handful,  of  paste,* 

12.  Today  the  eagle  shits.*  (Army  jargon  for  pay-day.) 

13.  They’re  so  thick  they  shit  through  the  same  ass-hole.' 

14.  They're  so  thick  that  one  dose  of  physic  works  them  both.' 

15.  He  thinks,  he's  a  wit,  and  he's  half  right) 

IS.  Last  night  I  dreamed  i  could  not  get  by  a  load  of  hay  in  a  country 
road.  The  only  solution  was  to  eat  th&a  up.  So  I  began  eating,  and 
I  ate  up  everything  but  the  kingbolt  and  the  nuts.  And  when  I  awoke, 
I  had  them  in  my  hand,* 

17.  Why  do  nuns  use  saltpeter?  Because  they  can't  got  fresh  peter) 

18.  I  wouldn't  piss  on  her  if  her  ass  was,  on  fire.' 

19.  Iho  ms  the  first  carpenter?  Eve.  She  made  Adam's  banana  standi 

20.  7shy  couldn’t  the  two  prophets  sit  on  their  shirt-tails?  7Jhy,  Balaam 
had  trouble  with  his  ass,  and  God  made  Elijah  ascend  to  heaven! 

21.  dVho  was  the  first  gardener?  Adam.  He  picked  Eve's  cherry! 

22.  that's  that  white  stuff  on  chicken-shit?  You  say  you  don’t  know? 
TJell,  that's  chicken-shit  too.' 


Blasdell,  Alden 


Blasdell,  Terrell 


Burns,  Bobbie 


Bush,  Lester 


Cathey,  Altha 


Colton,  Ethel  L. 


Colton,  Roscoe 


Davis,  Niah 


Deschaiaps,  Johnnie 


Deschamps,  Hello 


A  DIRECTORY  OF  CONTRIBUTORS 

A  childhood  neighbor  of  mine  at 
St.  John,  Idaho.  Father,  Andrew 
Blasdell,  a  debt-ridden  farmer 
with  many  children,  home  finally 
broken  by  divorce.  Alden  is  a 
fine  singer.  How  a  refrigera¬ 
tion  expert  in  California. 

My  boyhood  pal  at  St.  John  and  a 
brother  to  Alden.  How  works  in 
a  seed,  feed,  and  fertilizer 
store  at  Efallowa,  Oregon. 

A  hired  man  on  the  farm  of  John 
Blasdell,  our  nearest  neighbor, 
at;  St.  John,  for  a  year  so 
about  1918-1920. 

A  boy  from  Malad,  Idaho,  -who  was 
my  roommate  at  college,  in  Poca¬ 
tello,  in  the  winter  of  1927-28. 
He  is  now  a  mining  engineer  in 
Nevada  or  Montana. 

A  fellow-worker  (and  old  girl¬ 
friend  of  mine)  on  the  Idaho 
Historical  Records  Survey,  under 
novelist,  Vardis  Fisher,  during 
1936-39,  at  Boise  and  Pocatello. 
She  is  now  a  buyer  for  the  Navy, 
at  San  Francisco,  California. 

My  sister  (only  sibling),  now 
married  and  rearing  a  family  at 
Malad,  Idaho,  where  her  husband 
is  a  wheat-farmer. 

My  brother-in-law,  the  Malad, 
Idaho,  wheat-farmer,  and  a  hand 
at  the  Crowther  Milling  Co. 

My  father’s  boyhood  pal  at  St. 
John,  Idaho.  He  died  horribly 
during  Volstead  days  from  get¬ 
ting  drunk  on  wood-alcohol. 

Our  next  door  neighbor  at  St. 
John  and  father  of  Fhenoi  and 
Hello.  He  is  now  crippled  and 
retired  but  still  lives  on  his 
beet  and  hay  farm. 

A  St.  John  grade  school  student 
somewhat  younger  than  I.  Now 
owns  home  in  Los  Angeles,  Cali¬ 
fornia,  where,  according  to  his 
father,  he  has  become  a  big 
■vdieel  in  the  construction  busi¬ 
ness. 
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Da  3  champ  a ,  Phenoi 

A  brother  older  than  Ne llo  but 
younger  than  I.  He,  too,  atten¬ 
ded  the  little  country  school  in 
St.  John,  near  Malad,  Idaho.  He 
now  lives  in  Los  Angeles. 

5,11,14,19,25,31 

Edwards  ,  Ben j  amin 

One  of  my  students  at  McCammon, 
Idaho,  where  I  taught  high 
school  English  during  193©-33. 

He  was  a  son  of  Walt  Edwards, 

■who  owned  The  Big  Store. 

8,31 

Fisher,  Vernon 

Son  of  V.E.  Fisher,  of  Idaho 

Falls,  Idaho,  who  psychoana¬ 
lyzed  me  sporadically  during 
1937-40,  at  Boise  and  Salt  Lake 
City.  Vernon  is  now  in  the  East 
learning  to  be  an  analyst  him¬ 
self.  Vardis  Fisher,  the  novel¬ 
ist,  is  his  uncle. 

7 
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Ooodnough,  George 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho,  during 
1930-33.  His  father  was  proba¬ 
bly  a  whe at -farmer. 

13,20 

Grant,  Bobby 

Son  of  Frank  Grant,  near  neigh¬ 
bor  of  my  ex-father-in-law, 

A.G.  Varnes,  at  Eden,  Idaho, 
where  both  were  be an- farmers. 
Bobbie  is  now  farming  there  and 
rearing  a  family. 

2,22 

Grant,  Mrs.  Frank 

The  Grants  moved  to  Eden,  Idaho, 
about  1908,  at  the  time  Minido¬ 
ka  Dam  opened  "Magic  Valley"  to 
settlement.  They  came  from  St. 
Louis,  Mo.,  where  Mrs.  Grant 
learned  her  songs.  They  still 
farm  at  Eden,  Idaho. 

9 

Hale,  Murray 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho.  His 
father  was  a  railroad  man. 

28,30 

Hansen,  Aba  Stephen 

A  sheepherder  with  whom  my  father 
worked  one  season  about  1900  in 
Pocatello  Valley,  Idaho,  just 
southwest  of  Malad.  He  played 
the  banjo  and  sang  ballads. 

26 

Harknass,  Jack 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho.  A 
former  Ford  assembly-line  wor¬ 
ker  in  California.  His  father, 
O.H.  Harkness,  was  a  mill  owner 
at  McCammon  and  former  owner  of 
extensive  early-day  toll  roads 
in  Southeastern  Idaho. 

11,17 

Heward,  Basil 

A  second  cousin  of  mine  on  my 
mother's  side.  He  often#isit;ed 
us  at  St.  John  when  I  was  a' 
child*  Now  a  section  foreman  at 
Menan,  Idaho,  north  of  Idaho 

Falls. 

42/43 

Heward,  Leigh 

Brother  to  Basil,  killed  in  a 
run- away,  in  1916,  while  haying 
on  his  father's  ranch,  in  a  can¬ 
yon  north  of  Malad. 

14 

Hill,  Wallace 

My  pal  during  upper  grade  school 
and  high  school  days  at  St.  John 
and  Maiad.  His  father  ms  then 
a  sugar-beet  farmer.  They  now 
live  in  Boise,  Idaho,  where  Wal¬ 
lace  is  a  barber. 

20,21,23/42  42/43 

House,  Hoy 

A  cousin  of  Verrell  Blasdell  who 
lived  with  him  a  winter  or  two 
and  went  to  school  in  St.  John. 

He  was  drowned  about  1930  when  a 
canoe  capcised  with  his  fishing 
party  on  a  reservoir  in  Utah. 

33 

Ilium,  Carl 

.Another  of  my  father's  boyhood 
pals  in  St.  John.  Later,  he 
was  a  wheat-farmer  there,  and 
was  the  community  wit.  He  lost 
his  farm,  however,  moved  to  Og¬ 
den,  Utah,  and  finally  died  there 
a  fev/  years  ago,  completely  blind. 

4 

Inf anger,  Ben 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho.  His 
father  was  probably  a  wheat-far¬ 
mer  there. 

18,19,35 

Jolley,  Virgil 

Still  another  of  my  high  school 
students  at  McCammon.  His  fath¬ 
er  ran  a  small  garage.  Later, 
they  moved  to  Blackfoot,  Idaho, 
where  they  are  probably  still  in 
the  garage  business. 

15 

Jones,  Hennie 

Both  he  and  his  father,  the  lat¬ 
ter  now  dead,  were  diversified 
farmers  in  Malad  Valley,  The 
incident  of  the  joke  actually 
happened  to  Hennie  about  1910, 
when  he  was  a  small  boy  going  to 
the  pasture  after  the  cowsj 

73/64 

Josephs on,  Al 

Originally  from  Holbrook  and 

Snow i lie ,  Jossphson,  known  as  a 
great  wit,  finally  settled  in 
Malad,  where  for  many  years  he 
was  Sheriff  of  Oneida  County.  He 
shot  himself  a  fey/  years  ago  in  a 
fit  of  despondency  due  to  his  hav- 
-  ing  become  an  incurable  invalid* 

He  was  a  fearless  sheriff  and  ran 
down  many  criminals. 

70/63 

Larson,  Edna  M. 


Larson,  Leff 


Larson,  Mrs.  Leff 


Lish,  Terrell 


Madsen,  Leonard 


Martin,  Larry 


Monson,  Reuelie 


Palfreyman,  Dick 


My  wife  who,  in  Salt  Lake  City, 
operates  her  own  millinery.  We 
were  married  here  in  1940,  but 
afterwards  lived  in  Berkeley, 
California;  Eugene  and  Portland, 
Oregon;  Washington,  D.C.;  and 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  before  even¬ 
tually  settling  in  Salt  Lake 
City  permanently,  in  1939. 

My  father,  a  native  of  St.  John, 
Idaho,  and  a  farmer  there  all 
his  life.  He  still  runs  his  own 
farms  there  at  73.  I  think  of 
him  ak-ays  as  a  typical  pioneer 
jokes ter. and  yarn-spinner. 

I  remember  my  mother,  who  is 
still  living,  reciting  this  lit¬ 
tle  poem  when  I  was  a  small 
child.  Her  father,  Steve  Talbot, 
came  to  Kaysville,  Utah,  from 
South  Afrioa,  in  1881. 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho,  during 
1930-33.  I  think  he  was  an  or¬ 
phan  who  stayed  with  his  grand¬ 
mother. 

A  boy  from  Malad,  Idaho,  who  was 
my  room-mate  at  college,  in  Poca¬ 
tello,  in  the  fall  of  1927.  Be¬ 
ing  an  infantile  paralysis  crip¬ 
ple,  powerful  in  the  arms,  he 
was  so  sadistically  cruel  that  he 
finally  forced  me  to  move  out. 

He  is  now  a  book-keeper  at  the 
fsheel  Inn  north  of  Malad. 

A  young,  ambitions  bean-fanner 
at  Eden,  Idaho,  from  about  1930 
till  I  left  there  in  1936.  He 
was  very  wild  and  had  in  his 
repertoire  an  inexhaustible 
supply  of  dirty  songs  and  jokes. 
He  came  from  Missouri,  however. 

A  rebellious  youth  of  my  early 
days  in  St.  John.  He  finally 
ran  away  from  home.  His  father, 
who  went  deaf,  finally  hanged 
himself  from  a  tree,  because  the 
mother  was  unfaithful.  The  chil¬ 
dren  nearly  broke  the  old  man. 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho,  during 
1930-33.  He  is  now  a  salesman 
for  Raleigh  products  at  Pocatel¬ 
lo,  Idaho. 


7/45  13/47  68/60 
61,62/61 


26,27 

6,10/41  45/43 
6/45  19,21/49 
33,34/52  63/61 
71,74/64 


46/43 


21,37 


12 

30/42 


1,8,12,13,18,24,29,39 
35,36,37/42 
8/45  10/46  22,23/49 
27,28/50  42/55  46/ 56 
50/57  54/59  65/62 


7/41  34/42 


3,5,6,30 


1 


Peterson,  Ivan 


Peterson,  Vernon 


Rothstein,  Harold 


Sorenson,  Hye 


Smith,  Percy 


Smith,  Timmio 


Talbot,  Andie 


Talbot,  Miriam 


A  sadistic  and  ruffianly  student 
at  the  St.  John  School,  somewhat 
older  than  I,  given  to  torturing 
birds  and  animals.  Always  play- 
iiig  truant.  Very  prnud  of  his 
summer  exploits  as  a  sheepherder. 
His  family  moved  to  New  Meadows, 
Idaho,  about  1926,  having  lost 
their  dry-farm  in  Malad  Valley. 

About  my  age,  though  below  me  in 
class  standing,  at  the  St.  John 
School,  he  was  one  of  my  pals. 
Obviously,  he  ms  a  brother  to 
Ivan.  He  is  now  married  and  liv¬ 
ing  at  New  Meadows,  Idaho. 

A  jjewish  lad,  son  of  a  prominent 
life  insurance  man  in  New  York 
City,  he  was  stationed  at  the 
Army  Air  Field,  Fort  Worth,  Texas, 
while  I  ms  there  in  1945.  He 
was  bucking  for  a  discharge  as  a 
psyehoneurotie.  I  remember  him, 
in  the  classification  office,  for 
his  constant  singing  of  ’’Senti¬ 
mental  Journey ”  and  ”0 ’Reilly * s 
Daughter." 

My  uncle,  husband  of  my  mother's 
sister,  whom  we  visited  at  Leam¬ 
ington,  Utah,  where  he  was  a 
farmer,  in  the  fall  of  1917.  I 
learned  the  joke  at  that  time. 

The  hired  man  of  my  father-in- 
law,  A.O.  Varnes,  at  Men,  Idaho, 
about  1950-32.  I  imagine  he  is 
stillwin  the  Twin  Falls  area.  ,1 
have  not  been  there,  myself, 
since  1936. 

Another  pal  of  mine  at  the  St. 

John  School.  His  father  must 
have  been  a  farmer,  but  died 
early.  Timnie  became  an  insur¬ 
ance  man  at  Idaho  Falls  but  later 
moved  to  California,  His  brother, 
however,  is  now  a  bartender  at 
Malad,  Idaho. 

My  uncle,  the  half-brother  of  my 
mother,  he  is  now  a  wealthy  diver¬ 
sified  farmer  at  St.  John,  Idaho. 

I  remember  from  ohildhood  his 
poems  and  jokes. 

My  aunt,  the  wife  of  Andie  Tal¬ 
bot,  noteworthy  as  a  pianist. 

She  has  reared  a  large  family. 

Her  father,  Hyrum  Monson,  once  an 
Idaho  representative,  died  of 
epilepsy. 


23 


IS 


17/48 


29,30/50  66/62 


12/41  33/42  38/43 


2,14/41 

56/53 


1/41 


Thomas,  David  S 


My  ancle,  the  husband  of  Martina  57/59 
Larson,  my  father's  sister.  He 
was  a  droll  pioneer  character  of 
Malad  Valley,  very  popular  at 
country  dances  and  programs.  I 
have  heard  of  his  eating  boiled 
eggs  shell  and  all  just  as  a  jokei 

Toponce,  Rufus  A  hired  man  on  the  farm  of  Andrew  7,10,28,33,34 

and  John  Blasdell,  neighbors  of  3,5,8,11,13/41 
ours,  at  St.  John,  Idaho.  He  was  24,25,27/42 
the  one  who  gave  me  my  sex  educa-  41,45/43 
tion,  very  perverted,  when  1  was 

a  hoy  in  my  early  teens.*  His  1,2,3/44  9,ll/4S 

brother  owned  half  interest  in  12,14/47  14,13,18/48 
the  Jones  &  Toponce  Hardware,  2o/d 9  25/50  35/52 

Malad,  Idaho.  Rufus  had  the  rep-  39,40/54  41,43/55 
utation  of  being  nasty  with  women  44,45/56  47,48,49/57 
but  a  ^Working  fool  *  ”  He  is  now  51,52,53/58  55,56/59 
located  at  Ogden,  Utah,  where  he  59,60/60  64/si  67/62 
owns  half  interest  in  Fuller  &  68,69/63  72/64 

Toponce  Transfer  Company,  a  truck¬ 
ing  and  freighting  outfit.  So, 
though  we  thought  he  had  no  brains, 
he  has  succeeded,  just  the  same, 
through  a  strong  back*  He  was  in .. 

St.  John  during  1917-19.  A  mere 
glance  at  his  references,  above, 
will  suggest  the  extent  of  his 
wide  knowledge  of  vulgar,  ballads, 
jingles,  and  jokes.  He  should 
have  been  a  collector.* 

Varnes,  Carrie  B.  My  ex-mother- in-law,  wife  of  A.G.  18/41 

Varnes,  with  whom  I  lived  much 
of  my  time,  at  Men,  Idaho,  dur¬ 
ing  the  , years  1928-36.  I  think 
she  died  about  1938.  She  was 
from  Peoria,  Illinois,  where  she 
learned  the  vulgar  rhyme  as  a 
young  girl. 


a  Guide  to  vulgar  ballads 


All  the  Beasts 

33 

St.  John,  1918? 

Alphabet  of  Life 

39 

Eden,  1932 

Barnacle  Bill 

6 

McCammon,  1933 

Bombay 

32 

Pocatello,  1928 

Bonnie  Brown  Hare 

22 

Edeh^  1932 

Buckaroo 

20 

McCammon,  1933 

Bye-Bye,  Boyfriend 

2 

St.  John,  1932 

Columbo 

8 

Eden,  1932 

Cousin  Nellie 

11 

A. 

McCammon,  1933 

Damned  Little  Runt 

12 

A. 

Pocatello,  1987 

Daniel  Lion's  Den 

36 

A. 

Pocatello,  1928 

Denver  Home 

21 

Malad,  1919? 

Dickey  and  MUrphy 

2 

MoCammon,  1933 

Down  Lehi  Valley 

17 

A. 

McCammon,  1933 

Hi  Reo  Dandy  0 i 

18 

A. 

Eden,  1932 

Inch  Above  Knee 

30 

A. 

Eden,  1932 

Indian  Maid 

31 

McCammon,  1933 

jailer's  Song 

5 

McCammon,  1933 

Johnnie 

23 

St.  John,  1921 

John  Taylor 

3 

McCammon,  1933 

Jolly  Shepherd 

26 

Malad,  1900? 

Just  Couldn't 

25 

St.  John,  1933 

Keyhole  in  Door 

29 

Eden,  1932 

Little  Ball  Yarn 

28 

McCammon,  1933 

Little  Marine 

7 

St.  John,  1919? 

Little  Tinker 

5 

St.  John,  1938 

Lulu 

10 

St.  John,  1919 

Mary  Jane 

40 

St.  John,  1916? 

Never 

34 

St.  John,  1919? 

Old  Apple  Tree 

1 

Eden,  1932 

Old  Aunt  Sal lie 

14 

St.  John,  1915? 

Old  MaoLelland 

24 

Eden,  1932 

One-Eyed  Riley 

15 

A. 

Pocatello,  1928 

fain  and  Sorrow 

3 

St.  John,  1932 

Pretty  Fair  Maid 

35 

McCammon,  1933 

Ring  Dang  Doo 

13 

A. 

Eden,  1932 

Roseberry 

27 

St.  John,  1900? 

Sally  in  Garden 

4 

St.  John,  1900? 

Sheepherder 

1 

A. 

St.  John,  1917? 

Stovepipe  Episode 

4 

Malad,  1932 

Tumble  Lynn 

9 

Eden,  1932 

Two  Tomcats 

2 

St.  John,  1915? 

Tipple  YayJ 

19 

A. 

St.  John,  1933 

B.  St.  John,  1933 

B.  aden,  1932 
B.  McCammon,  1933 
McCammon,  1933 

B.  Malad,  1919? 

B.  McCammon,  1933 

B.  McCammon,  1933 
St.  John,  1933 


St.  John,  1919? 
Idaho,  Palls,  1946 

McCammon,  1933 


B.  KeCamraon,  1933  C.  Port  'worth,  1945 

B.  McCammon,  1933  C.  St.  John,  1932 

B.  Eden,  1932 

Eden,  1932 
B.  McCammon,  1933 
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All  that  Money  74/64 

Ask  Mother  63/61 

Baby  8/ 45 

Berth  34/52 

Bumgut  39/54 

Candle  65/61 

Chicken  in  Coop  10/46 

Cigar  4^56 

Cinders  5/ 15 

Coded  Message  20/49 

Cow’s  Bag  70/63 

Damned  Piccolo*  33/52 

Dimpled  Chin  64/61 

Discouraged  6S/62 

Drink  28/50 

Drive  Cows  Home  53/58 

Fide.’  16/48 

Fi  shmarket  46/  56 

Foreskins  bs/so 

Furlough  6/45 

Gaseous  Occasion  17/48 

Gates  of  Hell  7l/s4 

Goatee  38/  54 

Golden  Wedding  24/50 

Halfwit  14/47 

Hand  Operated  25/bO 

Hard-On  Ql/61 

Headstone  13/47 

Heaven  Feet  First  27/bO 

Holy  Man  29/51 

Hysterics  32/52 

In  My  Face  3l/bl 

It  Just  Quivers  2  30/51 

It’ll  Stretch  55/59 

Johnnie  Fuckerfast  5l/58 

Just  Like  a  Prick  7/45 

Last  Gentleman  35 /b2 

Laziest  Man  40/54 

Little  Stiff  One  56/59 

Maidenhead  43/55 

Making  People  4'l/bb 

Mathematician  36/53 

McClanahan  Rides  37/53 

Miscarriage  69/63 

Mistaken  identity  49/57 

Natural  Rose  4/44 

Newfangled  Toilet  72/&A 

Nuns  2l/49 


1920? 

Leff  Larson 

1920? 

Leff  Larson 

1953? 

Larry  Martin 

1918 

Leff  Larsonn 

1917-19 

Rufus  Top once 

1932 

Larry  Martin 

1932 

Larry  Martin 

1917-19 

Rufus  Top once 

1946 

Vernon  Fisher 

1917-19 

Rufus  Top once 

1920? 

A1  Josephson 

1920? 

Leff  Larson 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1932 

Percy  Smith 

1932? 

Larry  Martin 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1932 

Larry  Martin 

1952 

Edna  Larson 

1920? 

Leff  Larson 

1917 

Hye  Sorenson 

1920? 

Leff  Larson 

1946 

Vernon  .Fisher 

1946 

Vernon  Fisher 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1952 

Edna  Larson 

1950' 

Edna  Larson 

1932 

Larry  Martin 

1932? 

Percy  Smith 

1946 

Vernon  Fisher 

1946 

Vernon  Fisher 

1932? 

Percy  Smith 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1952 

Edna  Larson 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1916? 

Andie  Talbot 

1946 

Vernon  Fisher 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

1920? 

Leff  Larson 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Eden,  Idaho 
St,  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Men,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Mai ad,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
Salt  Lake  City 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Leamington,  Utah 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Salt  lake  City 
Salt  Lake  City 
Eden,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 

Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Salt  Lake  City 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 


Oliver  Twist 
Oughtta  Bo i 

Pee  a  Little! 
Perpetual  Hard-On 
Photographer 
polluted  Spring 

Red  Thing 

Seventh  Relief 
Silk  Handkerchief 
Singer  Building 
So  Close! 

Soldier rs  Goodbye 
Scjuared  Circle 
Storm 

Take  It  Away  i 
There  Lies  Sli! 
Thing 

Three  Brothers 

Oncle  John 
undertaker 

Vaccination 
V-Necked  Sweater 

Wahoo! 

Warmed-  LFp  Supper 
Wilted  Bouquet 

Yodeler 


59/60  1917-19  Rufus  Toponce 

22/49  193?  Larry  Martin 


52/t>8  1917-19 
42/05  1932 

l/44  1917-19 

50/57  1932 

73/64  19107 

18/48  1917-19 

67/62  1917-19 
12/47  1917-19 

16/48  1917-19 

60/60  1917-19 
57/59  1918? 

26/50  1932/ 

9/46  1917-19 

68/63  1917-19 

47/57  1917-19 

44/56  1917-19 

62/61  1952 

11/46  1917-19 

19/49  1918? 

23/49  1932 

48/57  1917-19 

54/59  1932 

2/44  1917-19 

3/44  1946 


Rufus  Toponoe 
Larry  Martin 
Rufus  Toponce 
Larry  Martin 

Hennie  Jones 

Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
David  S.  Thomas 
CSrrie  B.  Varna s 

Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 

Edna  Larson 
Rufus  Toponce 

L«ff  Larson 
Larry  Martin 

Rufus  Toponce 
Larry  Martin 
Rufus  Toponce 

Vernon  Fisher 


St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
SSt.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Salt  Lake  City 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St .  j ohn,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
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Ask  Your  Mother 

43/43 

1915? 

Balaky  Karaky 
Bleeding  Files 

Bold  Irishman 

Butter  and  Eggs 

By  the  Bar 

27/42 

30/42 

46/43 

44/43 

28/42 

1917-19 

1927 

1915? 

1915? 

1932 

Charlie,  Barley 
Chicago 

Country  Girl 

6/41 

40/43 

2b/42 

1915? 

1932 

1917-19 

Dog's  Delight 

39/43 

1932 

Father  A-Hunting 

7/41 

1912? 

Girl  in  Indiana 
Girl  of  South  Bend 
Good  frm  Sheepshit 

9/41 

17/41 

37/42 

1932 

1939 

1932 

Half  Fast  One 

Ham  and  Eggs 

He-Cat  Sat 

38/43 

18/41 

5/41 

1915-20 

1932 

1917-19 

In  My  Dreams 

32/42 

1939 

John  Taylor 

4b/43 

1917-19 

Basil  Heward 

Malad,  Idaho 

Rufus  Toponce 
Leonard  Madsen 

Mrs.  Leff  Larson 
Leff  Larson 

Roscoe  Colton 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Fooatello,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Malad,  Idaho 

Leff  Larson 

Roscoe  Colton 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Malad,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 

Johnnie  Des champs 

St.  John,  Idaho 

Reuelie  Monson 

St.  John 

Roscoe  Colton 

Altha  Cathey 

Larry  Martin 

Malad,  Idaho 
Boise,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

Timmie  Smith 

Carrie  B.  Varnes 
Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 

Altha  Cathey 

Boise ,  Idaho 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

Listen,  Listen 
Little  Bird 
Little  Nigger 
LcAd  of  Bricks 


M/42  1912? 

4/41  1919? 

51/42  1932 

21/42  1919-20 


Reuelie  Monson 
Ethel  L.  Colton 
Roscoe  Colton 
Wallace  Hill 


St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Mai ad,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 


Man  from  Boston  15/41  1938 

Man  from  Chinee  12/41  1915-20 

Man  from  N&ntuokett  4l/43  1917-19 

Man  from  St.  Chestr  36/42  1932 

Man  from  St.  Clairs  16/41  1939 

Man  Grows  Old  lc/41  1915? 

Mrs.  Woodin  2/41  1915? 

Monkey  and  Babboon  3/41  1917-19 

New-Cut  Road  26/42  1932 

Old  Jo«?s  GirJ  29/42  1932 

Robinson  Crusoe  14/41  1915? 

Sharkers  8/41  1917-19 

Shit  While  mating  20/42  1919-20 

Sit  and  Think  19/42  1915-20 

Sleepy  Hollow  35/42  1932 

What  Is  That?  l/41  1932 

When  I  Was  loung  24/42  1917-19 

woman  by  Creek  42/43  1919-20 

Woman  fm  Connecticut  33/42  1915-20 
Woman  from  France  ll/41  1917-19 

Woman  from  Wheeling  13/41  1917-19 

TS on‘t  You  Come  Over  23/43  1919-20 


Toilet  Wall  Burley,  Idaho 

Timraie  Smith  St.  John,  Idaho 

Rufus  Toponce  St.  John,  Idgho 

Larry  Martin  Eden,  Idaho 

Altha  Cathey  Boise,  Idaho 

Leff  Larson  St.  John,  Idaho 

Andie  Talbot  St.  John,  Idaho 

Rufus  Toponce  St.  John,  Idaho 

Roscoe  Colton  Halad,  Idaho 

Roscoe  Colton  Malad,  Idaho 

Andie  Talbot  St.  John,  Idaho 

Rufus  Toponce  St.  John,  Idaho 

Wallace  Hill  St.  John,  Idaho 

Toilet  Wall  St. .John,  Idaho 

Larry  Martin  Eden,  Idaho 

Miriam  Talbot  St.  John,  Idaho 

Rufus  Toponce  St.  John,  Idaho 

Wallace  Hill  St.  John,  Idaho 

Timmie  Smith  St.  John,  Idaho 

Rufus  Toponce  St.  John,  Idaho 

Rufus  Toponce  St.  John,  Idaho 

Wallace  Hill  St.  John,  Idaho 


GLOSSARY  OP  FULGAR  AID  RELATED  PSYCHOLOGICAL  TERMINOLOGY 


ABORTION  —  miscarriage,  untimely  birth. 

ADULTiiRY  fornication,  stepoing  out,  marital  unfaithfulness. 

ANAL  N30ROSIS  —  1.  retentive!  constipation,  hoarding,  collecting, 

certain  impotence  and  frigidity. 

2.  sadistic!  cruelty,  dirtying  (attacking  with 
fecal  matter},  malicious  gossip 

ANUS  (see  Buttock)  —  opening  of  alimentary  canal,  colon,  rectum?  buhg, 

pusher,  bung-hole,  ass-hole. 

BED-FAN  (see  Pot) 

BED  TifilfING  (see  Eneuresis) 

BELLY  —  guts,  paunch,  stomach,  "bishop,  "  "corporation,  " 

’German  goitre.  "  • 

BBSHITTING  SELF  —  anal  neurosis,  senility,  loss  of  sphincter  don- 

trol,  regression  to  infantile  patterns,  intense 
fear  and  anxiety 

BESTIALITY  —  sexual  intercourse  between  man  and  animal. 

BIRTH  —  nativity,  parturation;  spawning,  "pappoosing, " 

popping  of  the  pod,  etc. 

BIRTB  CONTROL  (see  Contraception) 

BOLLS  (see  Testicles) 

BOY  (see  IPn)  —  boy-friend,  beaux,  fellow,  female  partner  in  homo¬ 

sexual  rels.tions  (pederasty). 

BREAST  (see  Mamma) 

BROTHEL  —  -whore  house,  bawdy  house,  red-light  district. 

BUTTOCK  (see  Anus)  --  rump,  bum,  butt,  bottom,  fanny,  hinder,  behind, 

backside,  satchel 

CANNIBALISM  (see  Werowulf,  Vampire) 

CAPON  —  desexualized  male  bird. 

CASTRATE  cut,  nut,  de-stone,  remove  testicles,  desexualize, 

emasculate,  make  effeminate  (psychic  castration;, 
sterilize. 

CASTRATION  COUPLES  —  1.  female i  fantasy  of  the  lost  penis,  penis  envy, 

envy  of  masculine  prerogatives . 

2.  male*  fantasy  of  threat  to  sexuality,  fear  of 
envy  of  father,  voluntary  effeminacy  to  excape 
rivalry  with  father  or  penis  envy  of  mother. 

CHAMBER  (see  Pot)  —  v,  to  practice  ludeness,  to  shack  up,  to  go  under 

a  blanket. 

CHANGE  OP  LIFE  (see  Menopause) 

CIRCUMCISION  —  removal  of  the  prepuce  or  foreskin;  Jewish  purifi¬ 

cation  rite;  token  castration  to  appease  the  hos¬ 
tile  father. 

CLANDESTINE  —  stealthy,  surreptitious  actions,  usually  in  connec¬ 

tion  with  illicit  sexual  conduct. 

CLITORIS  —  the  "button, "  the  female  "penis." 

COITuS  or  COITION  (see  Copulation; 

CONDOM  —  artificial  membrane  to  prevent  conception!  merry  • 

widow,  diaphragm,  fish-skin. 

COPULATE  —  v,  to  have  sexual  intercourse;  to  fuck;  to  frig, 

screw,  shag,  diddle,  grease  your  bolls,  soak  your 
pecker. 

COPULATION  —  n,  booty,  mog&an,  ass,  tail,  pussy,  nooky,  cheese¬ 

cake,  piece  of. ass  (or  tail). 

C0SD2E  (see  Venereal  Disease; 

CRIME  (see  Sin,  Vice)  a  wrong  committed  against  society  or  the  State. 

CUNNILINGUS  (see  perversion.  Homosexuality) 

—  v,  discharge,  excrete,  evacuate  the  bowels;  to 

shit,  stool,  take  a  crap;  to  ride  the  throne,  make 
chamber  music,  go  into  the  woods  (weeds,  bushes). 


DEFECATE 


DEFECATION 


body  vm.ste,  product  of  an  evacuation;  feces,  shit, 
crap,  stool,  dung,  tirds,  manure,  "uckey, ”  "nas- 
ty, ”  "queedup "  (Indian  word), 

DBFLORATB  — -  seduce,  ravish,  violate;  rape;  pick  her  cherry, 

crush  her  flower,  bust  her  maidenhead. 

DESHXUALIZE  ( gee  Castrate ) 

I30USCHE  (see  Contraception) 

DYSENTERY  — —  diarrhea;  summer  complaint,  running  off  at  the 

bowels;  trots,  skitters,  running-shit s. 

EMASCULATION  (see  Castration) 

ENBURBSIS  (see  Anal  Neurosis,  Sphincter  Control)  bed-wetting. 

ERHXJTION  —  distended  penis;  hard-on,  stiff  prick,  the  ’’old 

stiff,”  ’’bone." 

EUNUCH  —  an  emasculated  man,  one  who  has  been  castrated. 

EXCREMENT  —  sweat,  urine,  fecal  matter. 

EXCRETION  —  defecation,  urination  (which  see). 

EXHIBITIONISM  —  the  perversion  of  indecently  exposing  the  body 

or  the  sex  organs  for  sexual  gratification. 

FECES  (see  Defecation) 

FEMINIST  —  suffragette,  advocate  of  the  rights  of  women;  bat¬ 

tle  axe,  battle  wagon,  old  dragon,  man-hater;  mas¬ 
culine  woman;  woman  with  masculine  strivings,  or 
penis  envy,  or  a  castration  complex. 

FETISHISM  — -  a  perversion  involving  sexual  gratif .ication  from 

a  symbol  or  representation,  such  as  picture,  hair, 
or  token,  of  the  normal  love-object,  rather  than 
from  the  lovs-object  itself;  a  displacement  of 
affect. 

FETUS  ~  unborn  young. 

FLAGELLATION  —  whipping,  scourging,  punishing;  psychologically, 

the  punishing  of  the  sex  object,  or  the  self,  to 
reduce  the  tensions  of  guilt  feelings,;  one  type 
of  sadistic  behavior,  or  masbehistic. 

FLATuS  or  FLATULENCE  -  windiness,  gas  on  stomach,  or  the  relief  of  same! 

n,  zephyr,  ”beans,  ”  odoriferous  breeze. 

v,  to  fart,  to  blow  off,  to  break  wind,  or  to  bust 

a  button. 

FOReSKIN  —  prepuce  of  the  ppnis . 

FORNICATION  —  adultery,  illicit  sexual  interest  between  unmar¬ 

ried  persons,  harlotry,  incest, 

FREE  LOVE  —  the  practice,  or  cult,  of  cohabitation  as  husband 

and  wife  without  marriage,  with  freedom  to  change 
to  another  partner  at  will. 

GELDING  —  a  castrated  horse. 

GIGOLO  —  a  man  who  ’’entertains”  women  for  nay;  male  coun¬ 

terpart  of  a  mistress  or  prostitute. 

GIRL  (see  woman)  —  female  child,  young  woman;  girl-friend;  girl  or 

girlie  (a  prostitute), 

GONADS  (see  Testicles) 

GQNORRHeA  (see  Venereal  Disease) 

—  bawd,  whore,  or  lewd  woman;  prostitute;  chippie, 
tough,  "Madam, ”  girlie,  flusie,  "woman, "  pick-up, 
push-over,  bar-fly;  loowe  woman,  street -wa  1  k a r , 
good-time  gal,  lady  of  the  red-light  district. 

-  a  pervert  who  satisfies  emotional  needs  through 
his  own  sax;  Lesbian  (.female;,  Sodomist  (male); 
queer,  fruit,  fairy,  "Frenchic, ”  cock-sucker, 
corn-holer,  69  clubber. 

-  Federasty,  cunnilingus;  Lesbianism,  Sodomy. 


HARLOT 

HOMOSEXUAL 


HOMOS  EX  UAL I TY 


— —  enmity,  antagonism,  hatred;  psychologically,  the 
resentment  or  aggression  felt  toward  a  person  -who 
is  thought  to  be  blocking,  hence  frustrating,  the 
satisfaction  or  fulfilment  of  a  strong  racial 
(Freudian  Id)  impulse,  egoistic  cr  sexual,  -or  who 
offers  a  threat  to  the  defense  system  or  to  the 
safety  or  well-being  of  the  individual;  subcon¬ 
scious  hostility  is  a  generalized  and  usually  mis¬ 
directed  hatred  growing  out  of  the  maladjusted 
condition  of  existing  complexes  and.  conflicts. 

—  vaginal  membrane'  of  virginity;  cherry, .flower, 
glory,  maiden-haad. 

—  the  old  man,  dad,  pop,  father,  the  "provider,”  the 
head  of  the  house,  the  guv  who  pays  the  bills, 
the  "old  tyrant,"  etc.  Also  "honey  bunch,"  "lov¬ 
er  boy,"  "sugar-daddy,"  etc.,  though  the  latter 
term  usually  applies  to  a  rich  "play-boy"  suppor¬ 
ting  a  gold-digging  mistress. 

IMPOTENCE  —  sexuil  incapacity,  mental  or  physical;  a  "flat 

tire,"  a  "wilted  bouquet,”  a  "prick  that  bends  in 
the  middle"  (that  @od  damned  middle  inch.'),  psych¬ 
ic  castrations  1.  "Id  -  Super  ago"  conflicts  in¬ 
volving  incest,  father  prerogative,  and  mother 
possessiveness  guilts;  and  2.  self -emasculation 
to  placate  the  castration  demands  of  the  father 
and  the  penis  envy  of  the  mother;  also  3.  subcon¬ 
scious  reluctance  to  yield  up  the  semen,  growing 
out  of  anal-retentive  neurosis;  and  4.  subcon¬ 
scious  fear  or  hostility  toward  the  sex  object, 
or  a  threat  to  defenses  or  to  ego  ideals. 

INCEST  —  sexual  intercourse  between  close  relatives,  par¬ 

ticularly  within  the  family  group. 

INFANTILIfY  —  emotional  immaturity;  expectation  of  treatment 

from  the  world  at  large  of  a  type  shown  to  a  much 
loved  small  child  by  doting  parents  —  undue  cod¬ 
dling,  praise,  favoritism,  with  a  dearth  of  dis¬ 
cipline,  criticism,  or  demand  for  conformity  to 
social  standards;  unwillingness  to  face  reality 
as  an  adult  among  his  peers;  wilfulness,  self¬ 
ishness,  lack  of  consideration  for  others;  lack 
of  self-control  through  the  absence  of  Super  Ego 
or  the  introjected  correcting,  punishing  parent; 
the  basis,  perhaps,  for  psychopathic  personality, 
and  some  perversions  and  sex  criminality,  as  well 
ad  juvenile  delinquency  and  ordinary  criminality. 

INFERIORITY  COMPLEX  - —  a  character  pattern  built  around  feelings  of  inad¬ 
equacy,  due  to  childhood  influences  such  ast 
glaring  underprivilege,  lack  of  opportunity  for 
growth  and  self-improvement,  parental  coddling 
and  over-protection  (as  a  reaction  formation  to 
subconscious  hostility),  arrested  emotional 
growth  (infantility;,  the  castration  complex  (grow¬ 
ing  out  of  parental  hostility,  belittlement,  and 
desire  to  destroy),  and  other  like  factors. 

INHIBITION  —  the  bottling  up  of  Id  impulses  (anti-social  atti¬ 

tudes,  dosires,  and  urges)  within  the  Freudian 
subconscious  mind;  perhaps  the  most  important  of 
all  defense  mechanisms,  or  sharing  place  with  in- 
trojection  (growth  of  Super  Ego;  and  reaction  for¬ 
mation;  very  nearly  synonymous  with  repression. 

INTERCOURSE  (seo  Copulation)  i.e.,  sexual  intercourse. 

wflSSSM  (see  Semen) 


HOSTILITY 


HYMEN 

husband 


KIDNAP  (s«e  Rape,  Sex  Criminal) 

KNOCKED  UP  (sea  pregnancy) 

LAVATORY  (see  Toilet) 

LESBIAN  (see  Homosexual) 

LEAD  —  carnal,  lecherous,  licentious,  lustful,  lascivi¬ 

ous;  Tricked,  sinful,  wanton;  nasty,  vulgar,  sexy, 
over-sexed,  excessively  sensual* 

LIBERTINE  —  a  seducer,  ono  who  does  not  restrain  his  desired. 

LOVER  (see  Paramour)  -  love-bird,  turtle-dove,  sweet-heart;  "cookie,” 

"sugar  candy,"  darling,  etc.;  friend,  mistress. 

LUKORRHEA  (see  Venereal  Disease) 

LUST  —  inordinate  desire  for  carnal  pleasure. 

MAIDENHEAD  (see  Hymen) 

MAMMA  —  breast,  milk  secreting  organ;  tit,  dairy,  nipple, 

"grape-fruit, "  boopie,  milk-shake. 

MAN  —  guy,  jake,  fellow,  blade,  goon,  bounder;  prick, 

slink,  little  fucker,  lover-boy;  gay-blAde,  right 
guy,  hail  fellow  well  met,  good-time  Charlie;  lady- 
killer,  ladies*  man,  personality  kid,  package  of 
goodies,  cock-master;  drip,  droop,  sad-sack;  sat¬ 
chel  ass  or  cheese-ass  (fat  man);  old  farty  old 
puke,  clod-hopper.  Rube,  hick,  old  gander;  boob, 
nut,  simp,  dumb-bell,  duMb-gong. 

MARRIAGE  —  a  legalized  and  socially  approved  union  between  man 

and  woman  for  the  purpose  of  forming  a  family  unit. 

MASOCHISM .  —  a  sexual  perversion  in  which  pleasure  is  derived 

from  domination  or  even  cruel  treatment;  psycholog¬ 
ically,  it  solves  a  conflict  situation  and  hence 
serves  as  a  defense  mechanism  by  combining  sexual 
excitation  with  a  mhch  needed  punishment  for  sex- 
guilt;  a  placation  of  God,  of  angry  and  accusing 
father,  and  of  the  Super  Ego,  and  thus  an  achiev¬ 
ing  of  forgiveness  and  acceptance,  by  the  deliber¬ 
ate  seeking  of  punishment  or  of  penance;  a  self- 
effacement  to  escape  wrath,  hostility,  or  envy'  by 
being  beneath  notice;  humility,  lack  of  conceit; 
"sack-cloth  and  ashes a  primitive  and  basic  atti¬ 
tude  in  many  religions. 

MASTURBATE  —  v,  to  abuse  self  sexually,  jack  off,  pull  pud, 

flip  dick,  etc. 

MASTURBATION  —  n,  self-abuse,  auto-eroticism,  or  the  practice 

thereof;  jacking  off,  pulling  your  pud,  playing 
with  your  hound,  rolling  your  marbles,  rattling 
your  bottles,  shaking  your  thing,  jerking  your 
dingus  (string,  hose,  rope,  cord,  etc.),  reaching 
in  your  pocket,  petting  your  dog,  pounding  your 
meat,  or  simply  playing  with  yourself,  etc. 

MENOPAUSE  —  change  of  life,  climacteric,  cessation  of  menses 

imonthlys,  periods  of  a  Tfoman), 

MENSTRUATION  —  periodic  discharge  of  the  menses;  monthlys,  the 

period;  the  red  river,  the  red  flag,  pussy  in  full 
bloom,  also;  wearing  a  rag,  riding  a  white  horse, 
having  the  red  flag  out,  etc. 

MIDDLE  SEX  (see  Sissy,  Feminist,  Homosexual)  the  man  whose  self-concept 

(characteristics,  personality  structure,  and  ego 
identifications),  or,  in  Freudian  terminology.  Ego, 
is  more  lik®  that  usual  to  a  typical  woman,  and 
vice  versa j., ad.  area  where,  mentally  and  emotional¬ 
ly,  the  two  sexes  become  almost  indistinguishable, 
consisting  of  men  who  would  prefer  to  bo  women  and 
of  porno n  who  would  prefer  to  be  men;  notably,  the 
creative  world  of  artists  and  writers. 


MISCARRIAGE  (da©  Abortion) 

MISTRESS  —  sweetheart;  a  "kept”  woman,  or  a  women  "lived 

with a  woman  living  with  a  man,  though  unmar¬ 
ried,  for  purposes  of  sex,  companionship,  and  fi¬ 
nancial  support. 

KuDISM  (see  Exhibitionism)  theory  and  practice  of  nakedness  and  primitiv¬ 
ism,  or  the  cult  thereof,  aiming,  ostensibly,  at 
improvement  in  mental  and  physical  health  through 
a  return  to  the  conditions  of  the  Garden  of  Eden; 
symbolically,  an  attempted  return  to  that  infancy, 
innocence,  and  dependency  antedating  the  weaning 
period  and  the  Oedipus  situation  (Garden  of  Eden 
fantasy/,  and  the  final  ejection,  or  rejection, 
bringing  about  enforced  facing  of  reality  and  as¬ 
sumption  of  responsibility;  likely  also  a  movement 
partially  motivated  by  the  infantile  drives  of  the 
Voyeur  and  the  Exhibitionist;  in  addition,  a  kind 
of  physical  confessional,  satisfying  the  very  hum¬ 
an  urge  to  stand  before  one's  fellows  frankly  re¬ 
vealed,  without  subtrsf uge ,  and  to  achieve  a 
longed-for  closeness  and  communion  with  people  and 
the  outside  world,  such  as  might  be  highly  grati¬ 
fying  to  the  lonely  or  shut-in  type  of  personal¬ 
ity;  the  kind  of  thing,  too,  perhaps,  which  takes 
place  on  an  emotional  and  intellectual  level  dur¬ 
ing  a  psychoanalysis  —  a  complete  disrobing  and 
revealing  of  the  repressed,  hidden,  unaonseious 
self  to  that  other  person,  who,  in  a  sense,  repre¬ 
sents  a  judging  and  evaluating  God,  and,  by  indi¬ 
rection,  helps  the  disrobing  person  better  to  see 
and  understand  himself;  and,  lastly,  even  a  perver¬ 
sion,  if  you  will,  of  sexual  expression  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  merely  seeing  and  being  seen,  instead 
of  having  actual  intercourse;  a  motivation,  too, 
in  some  individual  cases,  might  be  downright  lust 
and  the  hope  for  unusual  opportunity  to  satisfy* 
it  without  inhibition  and  to  the  full.  f 

N3JMP HOMANIA  —  a  morbid  and  insane  sexual  desire  in  women;  ah'  ego 

identification  with  sexual  prowess,  a  highly  ego¬ 
istic  satisfaction  with  the  sexual  act  itself  and 
with  insatiability;  a  subconscious  envy  of  the  male 
penis,  a  castration  fantasy,  and  a  hunger  to  regain 
the  lost  penis,  which  combine  to  produce  a  yearning 
which  can  only  be  .satisfied  so  long  as  a  penies 
actually  lies  within  the  vagina;  also,  perhaps,  a 
fantasy  of  triumph  in  conquest  of  the  father  fig¬ 
ure,  and  hence  of  God,  and  the  complete  defeat  of 
the  rivaling  mother,  involving  owning  the  father 
and  devouring  him,  via  the  vagina,  by  sucking  him 
dry  of  the  precious  fertile  seminal  fluid,  the 
life-giving  fluid  —  hence,  a  type  of  vampirism, 
only  with  semen  replacing  the  blood-fluid  on  which 
the  conventional  vampire  feeds;  in  a  sense,  symbol¬ 
ically,  the  male  becomes  God  bestowing  his  gifts, 
and  the  female,  the  earth  (earth -mother!,  reeeiving 
the  gratifying  bounty  of  God,  ard  being  fertilized, 
rejuvenated,  and  renewed, 

OEDIPUS  COMPLEX  —  a  Freudian  concepts  named  for  a  Greek ,  myth,  invol¬ 
ving  the  rivalry  of  a  male  child  with  his  father 
for  the  love  of  the  mother,  with  the  ensuing  .hate 
and  jealousy  between  the  tvro,  and  the  castration 
washes  of  each  directed  toward  the  other;  the  dir— 


eot  cause,  too,  of  normal  Super  Ego  formation, 
auch  as  the  incest  barrier,  the  conscience,  and 
the  ego  ideal,  and,  if  exaggerated,  of  such  abnor¬ 
mal  and  neurotic  formations  as  the  castration  com¬ 
plex  and  paranoid  projection?  the  basis  for  grow¬ 
ing  up,  for  abandoning  infancy,  and  facing  reality 
as  an  adult,  with  his  own  Eve  (consider  the  final 
ejection,  father  rejection,  in  the  Garden  of  Eden 
fantasy,  which  is  itself  wholly  Oedipus  in  nature,  . 
with  God  being  the  at  first  benevolent  father  of 
the  oral  and  anal  periods  and  later  the  outraged, 
vengeful,  and  castrating  father  of  the  pubic  per¬ 
iod,  and  with  tho  whole  garden,  in  general,  and 
the  tree  of  life  or  of  knowledge  of  good  and  evil, 
in  particular,  being  but  lush  dream  symbolism  .for 
the  mother,  because  incest-guilt  has  made  hir  di¬ 
rect  image  impossible  and  repressed,  and  wirth  the 
fprbiddeh  fruit  being  the  weaning,  denying  breast, 
later  the  pubio  region,  of  the  mother,  and  the  ser¬ 
pent  tempter  of  five  the  erotic  and  nossessive  penis 
of  the  prerogative-exercising  father,  and,  lastly, 
the  flaming  sword  of  the  expelling  angel  being  tha 
incest  enraged  sexuality  of  the  father  terminating 
the  situation  by  final  rejection),  for  only  by  es¬ 
tablishing  his  own  family  can  Adam  avoid  the  wrath 
of  the  father,  by  abandoning  his  mother  for  his 
sister  (sister-substitute),  and  thus,  in  his  own 
little  nest,  replacing  the  father  by  assuming  his 
role  fully  and  completely:** 

ORGASM  —  sexual  climax;  ejaculation  of  semen;  discharge;  gun 

going  off,  shooting  your  wad  (or  your  load,  charge, 
cream,  juice,  etc.).  Symbolically,  the  orgasm  rep¬ 
resents  and  resembles  death,  for  it  brings  an  end 
(and  comes  in  the  end.')  and  a  culmination  (as  of 
life  itself),  even  though  it  actually  plants  the 
seed  of  life?  and  since,  in  dream  symbolism,  a  body. 
lying  in  a  coffin  (or  Christ  in  the  tomb),  may/ rep¬ 
resent  penetration  of  vagina  by  penis,  the  highly 
repressed  religious  fanatic  seeking  martyrdom  may, 
in  his  subconscious,  actually  be  combining  wish  for 
orgasm  with  need  for  punishment  for  that  wish 
through  death  (because  they  tasted  the  fruit  Adam 
and  five  brought  death  upon  themselves).  Flood  and 
water  fantasies  (the  deluge)  growing  out  of  anal, 
or  urination,  memories  of  infancy,  and  lush  land¬ 
scape  fantasies  (Garden  of  Eden)  growing  out  of 
breast-sucking  and  maternal  pubic-hair  memories, 
are  later  associated  with  sexuality,  and,  in  dream 
symbolism,  are  urobably  equivalents  of  the  orgasm. 


^Problems  involving  culture  and  social  conformity  e-row  out  of  the  relation¬ 
ship  between  mother  and  child.  'They  have  their  roots  in  the  oral  (suck¬ 
ing  and  weaning)  and  the  anal  (diaper  and  toilet-training;  periods.  Lat¬ 
er  personality  is  there  laid  down  as  a  pattern  for  further  development  as 
maturation  proceeds .  problems  involving  authority,  however,  and  politi¬ 
cal  order  and  regimentation  in  a  State,  grow  out  of  the  relationship  be¬ 
tween  father  and  child,  and,  particularly,  out  of  the  Oedipus  or  filectra 
situation,  brought  to  a  head  in  the  pubio  period.  The  real  culmination 
.  of  Super  ago  growth,  begun  earlier,  takes  place  in  the  adolescent  con¬ 
flict  between  father  a.nd  child.  Attitudos  toward  sox,  God,  and  religion 
also  ripen.  The  mother  figure  in  religion,  however,  precedes  that  of  the 
father,  for  her  sensual  and  rewarding  figure  is  in  the  Garden  before  God. 


PANDER  or  PANDERER  —  pimp,  arranger;  procurer  of  sexual  partners  for 

others,  usually  with  an  eye  to  financial  gains  or 
other  advantage;  the  male  business  partner  of  a 
prostitute. 

PARAMOUR  (see  Lover)  -  one  who  unlawfully  takes  the  place  of  husband  or 

wife;  moll,  mistress,  lover,  concubine,  quasi- 
wife,  common-law  wife. 

PASSION  --  amorous  feeling,  desire,  sexual  appetite. 

PASSIONATE  —  horny,  hot,  worked  up,  sexually  aroused  (see  Tit¬ 

illated  ). 

PEDERASTY  (see  Homosexuality) 

PENIS  —  copulating  or  seed-planting  organ  of  the  male  an¬ 

imal;  prong,  dong,  baloney,  prick,  cook,  pecker, 
pud,  jock;  club,  knob,  hose,  pencil;  old  stiff, 
sprinkler,  stud-horse,  Indian  root,  Adam’s  whip, 
tally-wh acker;  drip,  spigot,  faucet,  gun,  rod, 
staff,  joy-stick  (or  the  name  of  almost  any  ob¬ 
ject,  or  dream  symbol,  which  somewhat  resembles 
in  size,  shape,  or  use). 

PERVERSION  —  any  abnormal  or  unnatural  form  of  sexual  interest 

or  activity:  masturbation,  auto-eroticism;  besti¬ 
ality;  fetishism  (totem  pole);  homosexuality  -- 
pederasty,  cunnilingus.  Lesbianism,  Sodomy;  rape, 
sex  criminality,  cleptomania,  pyromania;  masoch¬ 
ism,  sadism,  flagellation;  exhibitionism  (sexual, 
not  infantile  egoistic,  aspect);  nudism;  nympho¬ 
mania. 

if’ENIS  ENVY  (see  Castration  Complex,  Feminist,  Oedipus  Complex) 

1.  uf  woman  (toward -father,  brother,  son,  or  to¬ 
ward  men  in  general) :•  the  complex  of  emotions, 
involving  envy,  rage,  resentment,  and  sense  of 
loss  and  deprivation  because  he  has  what  she  so 
obviously  lacks,  a  penis,  and.  growing  out  of  the 
childhood  fantasy  of  having  once  had  one  and  hav¬ 
ing  been  deprived  of  it  villainously;  also,  the 
envy  growing  out  of  masculine  strivings  and  a  feel 
ing  of  rivalry  with  men,  because  she  would  prefer 
being  one  herself  and  thus  enjoying  the  freedoms, 
privileges,  and  advantages  of  being  a  man,  includ¬ 
ing  that,  if  she  is  a  repressed  homosexual,  of 
having  intercourse  with  women.  (Such  a  woman  may 
be  expected  to  be  oither  frigid  or  oversexed  and 
perhaps  even  to  destroy,  or  emotionally  castrate, 
her  husband  and  sons.) 

2.  Of  men  (toward  father,  son,  or  men  in  general): 
the  complex  of  emotions,  involving  envy,  hostility 
fear,  and  desire  to  castrate  the  rival,  because  of 
the  latter*’s  recognized  or  suspected  sexual  super¬ 
iority,  or  ability  to  outrival,  and,  in  the  case 
of  the  son,  particularly,  the  sense  of  having  been 
cheated  out  of  his  just  dues  and  of  being  inferior 
to  his  father  in  sexual  capacity,  because  of  the 
latter *s  much  larger,  more  mature  organs,  and  his 
greater  skill  in  dealing  with  women;  this  envy  may 
furthermore,  be  aggravated  by  a  feeling  of  castra¬ 
tion  threat  from  the  other,  and  a  need  to  avoid 
that  threat  by  a  belittling,  depreciating,  or  de- 

of  one's  ovm  penis,  or  sexuality,  in  or^er 
to  avoid  giving  offense  and  become  the  object  of 
hostile  attaak  (or,  in  other  words,  castration  of 
self  to  avoid  castration  at  the  hands  of  the  other 
performing,  through  the  Super  Ego,  the  interjec¬ 
tion  of  the  castrating  father,  of  the  letter's  ex¬ 
pected  function,  resulting  in  impotence). 


PIMP  (ssb  Pander) 
PLACENTA 

POT 


POTENCY 

PREGNANT 

PROFLIGATE 


—  membrane  surrounding,  nourishing,  and  keeping  the 
fetus  bathed  in  fluid;  the  afterbirth. 

—  chamber,,  bed-pan,  receptacle  for  urine  or  feces; 
piss-pot,  shit-pot;  can,  throne,  stool,  thunder- 
mug 

—  sexual  prowess  ,  capacity;  ability  to  fertilize 
the  female  and  produce  pregnancy;  prolific. 

—  knocked  up,  carrying,  heavy  with  child,  fertil¬ 
ized. 

—  insensible  to  decency,  dissipated,  abandoned  to 
vice  or  evil-doing. 


PROSTITUTE  (see  Harlot; 


PXROMANIAG  —  a  "fire  bug,"  or  one  with  the  insane  propensity  of 

setting  fire  to  things;  a  sex  pervert  who  gains 
his  excitement  or  orgasm  only  at  the  moment  of  wit¬ 
nessing  a  building,  which  he  himself  has  fired,  in 
the  erip  of  raging  flames  (dream  symbolism  for  in¬ 
tercourse  and  the  orgasm,  just  as  is  levitation, 
flood-waters,  or  the  exhotic  landscape;'),  and  who 
is  thus,  in  psychotic  fashion,  substituting  the 
symbolism  of  fantasy  for  reality.  (Similar  pro¬ 
cesses  are  also  present  in  kleptomania,  illegal 
entry.  Voyeurism,  sex  murder,  and  like  perver¬ 
sions,  where,  at  the  moment  of  consummation  of  the 
crime,  the  individual  experiences  sexual  excitement 
and  sometimes  even  orgasm,  which  he  is  incapable  of 
achieving  in  any  other  way.  The  typical  sex  mur¬ 
derer,  like  Jack  the  Ripper,  for  instance,  probably 
can  experience  orgasm  oniv  by  stabbing,  slicing, 
and  destroying  the  sex  object  with  a  knife,  which, 
by  symbolic  processes  and  a  transference  of  affect, 
has  become  a  substitute  for  th8  penis  making  pene¬ 
tration,  and  which  satisfies  thereby  a  double  mot¬ 
ive,  that  of  gratifying  the  sexual  hunger  and  at 
the  same  time  destroying  the  sexual  object,  surro¬ 
gate  .of  the  hated  mother.) 


RAPS  v,  to  seize,  overcome,  overpower  ,  force,  assault 

sexually;  or  to  take  by  violence,  as  a  theft,  what 
normally  is  given  as  an  act  of  love. 

RECTUM  (see  Anus)  --  end  of  alimentary  c anal . 

REPRESSION  —  a  Freudian  term  for  the  mental  process  of  forcing 

down  into  the  unconscious,  and  out  of  awareness, 
any  urge  or  impulse  of  animal  nature  (id  impulse), 
and  thereby  conforming  to  social  standards  by  pre¬ 
venting  the  consummation  of  an  anti -social  act  or 
criminal  behavior.  The  Id  (devil)  is  thought  of  as 
being,  thus,  in  a  state  of  constant  warfare  with 
the  (Super  Ego  (God ) ,  and  the  Sgo  (enlightened  man) 
exercises  free-a.gsncy  in  the  choice  between  good 
and  evil.  The  modern  revolt  of  institutionalized 
convicts,  epitomizing  Id  impulses  repressed  into 
the  unconscious,  attempting  to  break  through  the 
barriers,  or  Ilmen,  but  nevertheless  held  incarder- 
ated  by  authority  of  the  police  and  the  courts,  the 
Super  E go,  represents  but  an  objectifying,  in  Soci¬ 
ety  at  large,  of  these  forces  in  the  human  mind. 

RepROhATB  -*»  rake,  rotter;  one  lost  to  sense  of  decency,  aban¬ 

doned  to  depravity. 

REGRESSION  —  the  process  of  reverting  in  beha.vior  and  emotional 

responses  to  a  level  in  development  antedating  the 
obstacles  which  initiated  the  neurosis. 


SADISM 


—  a  sexual  perversion  in  which  gratification  is  de¬ 
rived  from  inflicting  pain  on  the  loVe-object, 
either  physical  or  msntalj  thought  to  be  based  in 
the  infant  hostility  of  the  anal  period,  when, 
through  his  fecal  attacks,  he  combines  his  expres¬ 
sions  of  love  and  hate. 

SCAPE-GOAT  --  fall-guy,  victim?  that  person,  in  a  group,  who 

affords  peace  among  otherwise  hostile  elements,  by 
becoming  an  object  of  attack  and  thus  focalizing 
the  undirected  hostility  and  discharging  itj  also, 
the  out-group,  in  society,  as  against  the  in-group. 

SEDUCE  —  to  make,  to  lead  astray,  to  entice  into  surrender¬ 

ing  the  chastity. 

SELF-ABUSE  (see  Masturbation) 

SEMEN  —  tho  impregnating  male  fluid;  cream,  juice,  sap, 

load,  charge,  jissem;  powder  (in  bag),  lead  (in 
gun)  or  ammunition,  also  lead  (in  pencil). 

SEX -APPEAL  — ."oomph,"  "it,”  voluptuousness,  ability  to  arouse 

desire  in  the  opposite  sex. 

SEX  CRIME  (see  Sadism)  rape,  sex  murder,  homosexuality,  perversion. 

SEX  WAR  (se«  Feminist,  Sissy,  Vampire,  Werewulf). 

SHOPLIFTING  (see  Perversion,  ryromaniac) 

SIN  (see  Crime,  Vice)  a  wrong  committed  against  God  or  the  tenets  of  re¬ 
ligion. 

SISSY  —  effeminate  man,  "queer,"  \voraan-hater ;  tea-hound, 

cake-eater,  lounge  lizard;  psychologically,  a  man 
with  repressed  masculinity,  self-castrated,  psych¬ 
ically,  to  placate  the  hostility  of  the  jealous 
father  and  the  penis  envy  of  the  man-hating  mother# 
also  a  man  who,  because  of  over-identification  with 
women  and  absence  of  contact  with  men,  has  grown 
up  with  thoughts,  emotions,  attitudes,  and  behav¬ 
ior  patterns  resembling  those  of  a  woman,  and  has 
never  been  able  to  let  go  of  his  mother  rs  apron 
strings  and  his  emotional  dependence  on  her. 

SODOMY  (see  Perversion,  Homos erualitv) 

SPANISH  FLY  —  a  sexual  excitant,  the  powdered  body  of  a  "beetle, 

sometimes  criminally  used  by  men  to  break  down  the 
resistance  of  virtuous  women  to  seduction* 

SPHINCTER  CONTROL  ~~  ability  to  retain  excrement,  urine  and  feces,  and 

hence  conform  to  social  standards  of  decency  and 
cleanliness;  established  in  infancy  through  toilet 
training,  often  at  the  cost  of  vreat  conflict  be- 
ween  mother  and  child. 

STEER  castrated  bull. 

SYPHILIS  (see  Venereal  Disease) 

TESTICLES  —  male  monads;  bolls,  e,stgs,  stones,  nuts,  bollicks, 

oysters  (mountain  oysters;  sheep  nuts  eaten  by 
sheepherders ) . 

TITILLATE  --  to  excite  pleasurably,  to  arouse  sexually. 

TOILET  privy,  can,  backhouse,  outhouse;  s hi thou so •  piss- 

ery,  urinal,  lavatory,  dispensary  (beer  dispensary) 
latrine,  slit-trench  (army). 

TOILET  TRAINING  (see  Sphincter  Control)  the  process,  or  the  fact,  of 

housebreaking  an  infant,  the  basis  for  anal  period 
neurosis  ('which  see). 

TRIAL  MARRIAGE  --  cohabitation  on  a  temporary  basis,  ponding  the  de¬ 

cision  of  the  participants  as  to  whether  they  are, 
or  are  not,  sufficiently  satisfied  with  eadh  other 
to  make  it  permanent,  sanctifying  it  xrith  marriage 


UMBILICAL  CORD 


URINATE 


URINE 


—  the  rope-like  structure  connectin'?;  the  fetus  with 
the  placenta. 

—  void  or  pass  urine;  piss,  make  water,  pass  water , 
spring  a  leak,  drain  your  tank,  squeeze  your  lem¬ 
on,  shake  your  sprinkler,  water  your  stud-horse, 
pick  daisies  (or  flowers). 

—  .fluid  secreted  by  the  kidneys;  piss,  water,  kid¬ 
ney  vjash. 


—  female  sex  organ,  receptacle  for  the  penis;  cunt; 
twat,  twitch,  twidgat,  snatch,  thatch;  hole,  crack, 
slough,  split,  pussy,  mound;  hair  poultice,  "ball 
of  yarn,"  "ring  dang  doo."  (These  names,  instead 
of  following  lines  of  resemblance,  seem  to  lean  to¬ 
ward  an  unusual  and  suggestive  sound.) 

—  one  who  preys  on  persons  of  the  opposite  sex;  a 
ghostly  blood-sucking  creature;  a  man-hating,  can¬ 
nibalistic  woman,  who  castratbs  men  psychically, 
by  destroying  their  confidence  in  themselves;  a 
ruthless  gold-digger  preying  on  the  affections  of 
men  to  enrich  herself. 

VENEREAL  DISEASE  —  1.  Gonorrhea*  dose,  clapp,  blue  balls. 

2.  Syphilis:  syph,  pox,  "shankers". 

3.  Also:  lukorrhea  (whites),  chordee  (an  erection 
cramp),  Chinese  rot,  etc. 

VICE  (see  Crime,  Sin)  an  act  committed  against  and  to  the  detriment  of 

■  the  self,  suoh  as  masturbation  (self-abuse)  or  the 
use  of  narcotics,  alcohol,  or  barbituates. 

VIRGIN  —  a  woman  undafiled,  unused,  and  still  a  maiden  (us¬ 

ual!’/  possessing  her  maiden-head). 


VAGINA 


VAMPIRE 


VOYEUR 

VOMIT 

VuLGAR 


—  one  who  obtains  gratification  from  seeing  sexual 
objects,  acts,  or  scenes;  a  peeping- Tom. 

—  throw  up,  puke,  retch,  spew,  gag,  belch  forth;  em¬ 
esis,  puke,  regurgiation. 

—  coarse  and  common,  nasty,  dirty-tongued,  obscene 
in  speech. 


MNION 


KEREWOLP 


YiETHER 

WHITE  slavery 

WICKEDNESS 

ViIFE  (see  Woman) 

ROMAN 


—  unrestrained,  running  to  excess;  lewd,  lascivious, 
lustful;  horny,  hot,  loose,  adulterous,  on  the 
make . 

—  a  person  who,  at  wall,  changes  into  a  wolf  In  or¬ 
der  to  practice  cannibalism;  a  man  who  is  a  woman- 
hater;  one  who,  fixated  at  the  oral  level  (with 
the  breast-eating  fantasy),  continued  in  an  infan¬ 
tile  dependency  on  the  mother,  miked  with  help¬ 
lessness  and  hate. 

castrated  sheep. 

—  enforced  prostitution. 

--  'sinfulness,  moral  depravity. 

--  frau,  missus,  old  woman,  ball  and  chain,  etc. 

—  broad,  bag,  dame,  package,  skirt,  petticoat;  gal, 
miss,  missia,  girl,  maiden;  moll,  jane,  frill, 
frail,  damsel;  bunny,  quail  ,  doll,  slick-chick; 
baby,  chicken,  cunt,  pussy,  split-tail,  cock-teas¬ 
er,  pecker-bait.,  whistle-bait,  jail-bait,  love- 
flesh,  moose-meat;  cat,  witch,  hag,  bitch,  she- 
devil,  shrew,  termagsnt,  battle-axe,  battle-wagon. 

—  a.  man  whose  ego  feeds  on  his  conauests  over  women. 


10LP 


PART  TWO 


TYPICAL  SPECIMENS  OF  VULGAR  FOLKLORE 


TYPICAL  SPEC  IMENS  OP  VULGAR  FOLKLORE 


From  the 
Collection 
of 

Gershon  Legman 
858  Hornaday  Place 
Hew  York  60,  H.Y. 


Gershon  L©gman,  by  his  own  account,  is  Hun¬ 
garian.  He  is  56,  and  describes  himself, 
perhaps  exaggeratedly,  as  "notably  awful 
looking."  He. has  been  interested  in  the 
collecting  of  vulgar  folklore  since  around 
1936.  He  has  published,  among  other 
things,  a  book  titled  LOVE  AND  D&ATH  (A 
Study  in  Cfnsorhhip),  1949,  and  a  magazine, 
NEUROTICA,  1950-52,  banned  by  the  courts 
as  obscene  since  the  ninth  issue.  Legman 
hopes  to  fight  on  against  prejudice  and  op¬ 
position  until  he  can  publish  his  articles, 
if  not  his  full  collection,  without  fear  of 
persecution  by  the  "blue  laws." 


Tyoed  bv 


Kenneth  Lars  on 
168  L  Street 
Salt  Lake  Cit7/,  Utah 
November  28,1952 
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MY  GOD,  HOW  THE  MONEY  ROLLS  IN' 
(Tunes  "My  Bonny  Lies  Over  the  Ocean”) 

My  father  sells  snow  to  the  snowbirds; 
My  mother  makes  synthetic  gin; 

My  sister  makes  love  for  a  living; 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

My  brother's  a  young  missionary; 

He  saves  little  girlies  from  sin; 

He'll  aave  you  a  blonde  for  ten  dollars; 
My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

My  uncle's  an  artist  and  painter; 

Ha  turns  out  a  beautiful  f in;. 

He  sells  them  ten  cents  on  a  dollar; 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

My  aunt  is  a  boarding-house  keeper; 

She  takes  little  working  girls  in; 

They  put  a  red  light  in  the  window; 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

My  aunt  runs  a  girl's  seminary. 

To  give  girls  a  cultural  in; 

Her  callers  address  her  as  'Madam;  " 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

I  tried  selling  snow  to  the  smnabirds; 

I  tried  making  synthetic  gin; 

I  tried  making  love  for  a  living 
My  God,  what  a  mess  1  am  ini 


A  LETTER » 

Was  it  you  who,  with  your  penis. 

Screwed  my  darling  daughter,  VQnms, 

Who  put  footprints  on  the  dashboard  upside  down? 

Was  it  you  who  did  the  pushing, 

Who  put  stains  upon  the  cusnion? 

if  it  was,  you'd,  better  leave  this  towni 

It  was  1  who  did  the  pushing, 

Tvho  put  stains  upon  the  cushion. 

Who  put  footprints  on  the  dashboard  upside  down.' 

aver  since  I  met  your  daughter, 

I've  had  trouble  passing  water. 

Gee,  I  wish  I'd  never  seen  this  town. 

aver  since  I  laid  your  Venus, 

I've  had  pimples  on  my  penis. 

And  now  it's  slowly  turning  brown.' 


SKAPOOJ 


Oh,  madam;  oh,  madam;  your  daughter  's  too  fine  I 
Snapoo/ 

Oh,  madam;  oh,  madam;  your  daughter's  too  fine 
To  si  esp  with  a  sailor  from  over  the  Rhine/ 

Chorus s 

Tap  o  tap  pater  and  van  d«  go  tater 
And  shaker  snap  peter  snapoo.' 

Oh,  mother;  oh,  mother;  I’m  not  too  fine 
To  sleeo  with  a  sailor  from  over  the  Rhine J 

Oh,  mother;  oh,  mother;  he’s  teasing  me.' 

He's  tickling  the  hole  I  use  to  peel 

Oh,  mother;  oh,  mother;  he's  on  me  yet. 

And  if  he  don't  stop,  I  will  certainly  shit.' 

Bight  months  rolled  by  and  the  ninth  did  pass. 

And  a  little  Dutch  soldier  marched  out  of  her  ass.’ 

The  little  Dutch  soldier  grew  and.  grew. 

And  now  he's  chasing  the  chippies  tooi 


NO  MORE  A-ROVIN • 


And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  -knee.' 

Mark  well  what  I  do  say.* 

And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  knee; 

Says  she;  "ioung  man,  you're  rather  free/" 

Chorus ; 

A-rovin,  a-rovin,  since  rovin's  been  my  ru-eye-in. 
I'll  go  no  more  a-rovin  with  you  fair  maid.' 

And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  thigh.1 

Mark  well  what  I  do  sayi 
And.  then  I  touched  her  on  the  thigh; 

Says  she:  "Young  man,  you're  rather  high.*" 

And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  thatch  i 

Says  she;  "Ioung  man,  that's  nv  main  hatch/" 

And  then  I  slipped  it  to  the  blocks; 

Says  she:  "Young  man,  I*ve  got  the  pox/" 


THE  BOGLE  CALL/ ' 

Ass  hole,  ass  hole,  a  soldier  I  would  be. 
And  piss,  and  piss,  and  oistols  on  my  knee; 
Fuck  you,  fuck  you,  for  curiosity, 

To  fight  for  cunt,  for  cunt,  for  countries 


THE  MOREY  CREW 


There  were  thr->e  whores  in  Canada 
Sipping  sherry  wina; 

The  object  of  the  conversation  was, 

"Is  yours  as  big  as  mine?'1 

Oh.  roly-poly,  tickle  tnv  holey. 

Slip  in  my  slimy  slow. 

Ann  dray  your  nut s  across  my  outs . 
For  we 're  part  of  the  whorev  crow’ 

Oh,  the  first  whore  sot  up  and  said, 
’Idy  cunt's  as  big  as  the  sea. 

The  ships  sail  in,  the  ships  sail  out. 
And  never  bother  me." 

The  second  whore  got  up  and  said, 

"fly  cunt's  as  big  as  the  air. 

The  planes  fly  in,  the  planes  fly  out. 
And  never  touch  the  hair.  " 

The  third  whore  spoke  up  and  said, 

"My  cunt’s  as  big  as  the  moon; 

Three  men  went  up  in  January, 

And  didn't  come  back  ‘till  June.  " 


THE  MAID  THAT  WAS  EOT  SATISFIED 
(The  Great  Wheel ) 

A  man  told  me  just  before  he  died  — 

I’ll  never  know  if  the  bastard  lied  — 

About  his  wife  who  cried  and  cried 
That  she  was  never  satisfied. 

So  he  built  a  fucking  great  wheel. 

Driven  by  steam,  with  a  prick  of  steel. 

Two  brass  balls  all  filled  with  cream. 

And  the  whole  friggin'  riggin'  was  driven  by  steam. 

Round  and  round  went  the  fucking  great  wheel; 

In  and  out  went  the  prick  o-*’  steel; 

Till  at  last  the  maiden  cried: 

"Enough,  enougn;  I'm  satisfied J" 

Now  we  come  to  the  bitter  bit: 

There  was  no  way  of  stopping  it; 

She  was  solit  from  ass  to  tit; 

And  the  whole  friggin*  riggin  was  covered  with  shit 


LITTLE  LAMB 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 

A  cunning  little  runt* 

And  every  time  it  wagged  its  tail 
It  showed  itg  little  cunt. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb  — 

It  fed  upon  the  grass  — 

And  every  ti^e  it  wagged  its  tail 
It  showed  its  little  ass. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb  — 

Its  fleece  ms  white  as  snow  -- 
And  every  where  that  Mary  went , 

The  lamb  ws  sure  to  go* 

It  followed  her  to  the  barn  one  day; 
For  eggs  she  ms  to  hunt; 

It  stuck  its  nose  beneath  her  clothe 
And  got  a  vmiff  of  cunt* 

How,  Mary  was  a  naughty  girl 
And  didnst  give  a  damn;  * 

She  let  him  have  another  whiff. 

And  killed  the  God  damned  Iambi 

Mary  had  a  little  watch; 

She  swallowed  it  one  day; 

And  now  she's  taking  casearets 
To  pass  the  time  away. 

But  as  the  time  went  on  and  on. 

The  watch  refused  to  pass; 

So  if  you  want  to  know  th9  time, 

J^st  look  up  Mary *  s  ass  I 


I  USED  TO  WORK  IN  CHICAGO 

I  used  to  work  in  Chicago, 

In  a  department  store; 

I  worked  in  the  candy  department. 

1  did,  but  I  don:t  any  more. 

A  lady  came  in  for  some  candy; 

I  asked,  at  kind?  n  at  the  door# 
^Sucker,”  she  said.  Suck  her  I  did. 
I  did,  but  I  don't  any  morei 

2.  Hat  department  —  hat  --  felt. 

3.  Cake  department  —  cake  layer. 

4.  Hardware  department  --  hardware  - 


screw. 


ONE  NIGHT  IN  MAY 


One  night  in  May,  as  Mary  lay  a-sleeping; 

One  night  in  May,  as  Mary  lay  a-sleeping. 

Along  came  a  corporal  on  his  hands  and  knees  a-creeping, 
hith  his  funny  dingle-dongle  fray  down  to  his  knees.’ 

One  month  we nt  by,  and  Mary  was  in  clever; 

One  month  went  by,  and  Mary  was  in  clover; 

She  wished  that  the  corporal  would  coma  and  do  it  over, 

Fith  his  funny  dingle-dangle  ’Way  dorm  to  his  knees.' 

Three  months  went  by,  and  Mary  lay  a -weeding; 

Three  months  went  by,  and  Mary  lay  a -weeping; 

She  wished  that  the  corporal  had  never  come  a-ereeping. 

With  his  funny  dingle-dangle  way  down  to  his  knees i 

Six  months  went  by,  and  Mary  grow  much  bigger; 

Six  months  went  by,  and  Mary  grew  much  bigger; 

The  neighbors  all  wondered  just  who  hhe  hell  had  frigged  her, 
With  his  funny  dingle-dongle  way  down  to  his  kneesi 

Nine  months  went  by,  and  Mary  burst  asunder; 

Nine  months  went  by,  and  Mary  burst  asunder; 

And  out  jumped  a  corporal  with  a  regimental  number. 

And  a  funny  dingle-dangle  way  down  to  his  knees.1 


GOODMAN 


Now,  I  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

I  saw  a  hat  upon  the  rack 
Tfliero  my  hat  ousrht  to  be . 

I  asked,  my  wife,  my  darling  wife, 
’Villose  hat  is  thfet  I  see? 

"Whose  hat  is  that  uoon  the  rack 
"Where  my  hat  ought  to  be?w 


nXou  damned  fool,  you  drunken  fool. 
Any  son-of-a-bitch  can  see 
it ‘s  nothing  but  a  pis spot 
That  you  have  given  to  me ; i " 


Now,  I  have  traveled  round  this  world 
Some  forty  years  or  more. 

But  a  pisspot  with  a  sweitband 
I’ve  never  seen  before.' 


£.  Pants 

Curtain-sash 

3*  Pole 

Rolling-pin 


chair 

pecker-tracks 

hole 

circumcised 


RING  DANG  DOO 


I  went  to  town,  and  on  the  street 
I  met  a  girl  so  very  sweet; 

She  said,  ’Helloi”  i  said,  ’How  do.* 

Will  you  let  me  play  with  your  Ring  Dang  Boo?  " 

"A  Sing  Dang  Doo,  pray  what  is  that?” 

’’it's  soft  and  sweet  like  a  pussy  cat. 

Covered  with  hair  and  cracked  in  two; 

That‘s  what  is  called  a  Kin?  Dang  Dooi" 

She  took  me  down  her  old  man's  cellar. 

Said  I  was  a  darned  nice  feller; 

She  fed  me  wine  and  whiskey  too 

And  let  me  play  with  her  Ring  Dang  Doo. 

She  laid  me  in  her  pappy's  bed. 

Put  two  pill ows  beneath  my  head. 

Took  my  Johnny  in  her  hand. 

And  shoved  it  up  her  Promised  Land. 

"Naughty  girli"  her  mother  said, 

"For  lotting  him  crack  your  maidenhead,’ 

Pack  up  your  trunk  and  suitcase  too. 

And  go  to  hell  with  your  Ring  Dang  Doo J n 

The  men  they  came,  the  men  they  went; 

The  price  went  down  to  fifty  cents; 

From  sweet  sixteen  to  sixty-two 

She  let  them  play  with  her  Ring  Dang  Doo.* 


NO  BALLS  AT  ALL.' 

Oh,  come,  all  ye  laddies  and  listen  to  me. 

And  I’ll  tell  you  a  tale  that  will  fill  you  with  glee 
Of  a  pretty  young  maiden  so  fair  and  so  till 
"Who  married  a  man  with  no  balls  at  alii 

No  balls  at  all;  no  balls  at  all; 

She  married  a  man  who  had  no  balls  at  alii 

The  night  of  the  wedding  she  crept  into  bed 
(Her  cheeks  were  so  rosy,  her  ass  ms  so  red,'); 

She  reached  for  his  penis,  his  penis  was  small. 

She  reached  for  his  balls,  he  had  no  balls  at  alii 

"Oh,  mother,  oh,  mother,  oh  what  shall  I  do? 

I’ve  married  a  man  who's  unable  to  screw. 

My  troubles  are  many,  my  pleasures  are  small. 

For  I’ve  married  a  man  who  has  no  balls  at  alii" 

"Oh,  daughter,  oh,  daughter,  do  not  be  so  sad; 

The  same  thing  happened  to  your  dear  old  dad. 

There’s  always  an  iceman  awaiting  the  call 
Of  the  wife  of  the  man  who  has  no  ballls  at  alii" 


Ihis  Marino;  young  daughter  took  mother's  advice 
And  laid  with  the  man  that  delivers  the  ioe; 

A  bouncing  tough  bastard  was-  born  in  the  fall 
To  the  wife  of  the  man  who  had  no  balls  at  alii 

Wine  months  have  elapsed  since  that  memorable,  night; 
The  boy  that  was  born  was  a  terrible  sight* 

His  head  was  too  large,,  and  his  body  too  small. 

But  the  worst  thing  of  all  —  he  had  no  balls  at  all 


EVEN  AS  YOU  AND  I 

A  fool  there  was',  and  he  met  a  belle, 

Even  as  you  and  17 
He  took  her  to  a  swell  hotel, 

Even  as  you  and  U 

He  thought  himself  a  smart  young  gink 

As  he  wrote,  "And  Wife,"  with  his  pen  and  ink 

(And  gave  the  desk  clerk  a  nudge  and  wink) 

Even  as  you  and  2}  I 

He  called  her  "Dear"  and  she  called  him  Vet": 

He  smiled  as  he  thought  what  he  was  to  get; 

The  jane  was  Frisco's  most  beautiful  belle. 

And  Julius  was  set  to  giv9  Jane  hell. 

But  when  you’re  past  fifty  you  never  can  tellJ 

They  went  up  the  hallway  and  into  the  room. 

Trying  to  look  like  a  bride  and  groom; 

He  gazed  on  her  beautiful  form  divine. 

He  put  out  the  light  and  pulled  down  the  blind. 

And  thought  he  was  in  for  a  wonderful  time.’ 

She  took  off  her  waist  and  showed  her  white  breast; 
He  stripped  right  down  to  the  hair  on  his  chest; 
fie  jumsxed  into  bed  with  a  yearning  desire. 

His  body  was  feverish,  his  brain  was  on  fire. 

And  then  he  discovered  he  had  a  flat  tirei 
°y»  yoy*  0y»  yoy.'  Oy,  yoyi 

The  fool  sat  down,  and  he  made  a  prayer. 

To  a  rag  and  a  bona  and  a  hank  of  hair; 

For  once  in  his  life  he  prayed  on  the  square; 

But  the  beautiful  Jane  gave'  up  in  despair. 

She  called  in  a  bellhop  and  gave  Julius  the  air. 
Ihis  is  between  you  and  IJ 


IN  DERBY  TOWN 


In  Derby  Town,  in  Derb$r  Town 
The  streets  are  made  of  glads; 

And  every  tima  you  take  a  step. 

You  fall  right  on  y0ur  ass. 

Inky-dinky  bob-o-linkv. 

Never  tell  a  lie. 

Come  to  Darby  Town 
And  sav  the  same  as  JlJ  I 

In  Darby  Town,  in  Derby  Town, 

A  teacher  was  teaching  a  class. 

And  every  time  she  ;d  turn  her  back 
They'd  kick  her  in  the  ass. 

In  Derby  Town,  in  Derby  Town 
There  were  two  men  who  were  rich; 
One  was  the  son  of  a  millionaire. 
The  other  a  son-of-a-bitchl 

In  Derby  Town,  in  Derby  Town, 

A  lady  was  climbing  a  pole. 

And  every  time  a  man  walked  by 
He'd  look  right  up  her  hole.1 

In  Darby  Town,  in  Derby  Town 
Two  men  were  digging  a  ditch; 

One  of  them  said  to  the  other  one, 
’You're  a  dirty  son-of-a-bitchi  " 

In  Derby  Town,  in  Derby  Town 
A  man  was  driving  a  truck. 

And  every  time  a  girl  walked  by 
H§ *d  ask  her  for  a  fuck* 


THIS  GAY  CABALLERO 

I  once  was  a  gay  Caballero 
Coming  from  Rio  Janeiro, 

Bringing  with  me  my  laehambole© 

And  both  of  my  lanhamboleros. 

X  met  a  gay  senorita. 

An  exceedingly  gay  senorita, 

I  asked  her  to  see  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros. 

She  said  she  hadn't  oughter. 

For  she  was  a  minister's  daughter. 

But  she  wanted  to  see  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros i 

i  laid  her  on  the  sofita. 

An  exceedingly  soft  sofita. 

And  inserted  the  tip  of  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros. 


That  son-of-a-bitch  senorita. 

She  gave  me  a  case  of  clapita, 

Right  on  the  tip  of  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachambolsros. 

I  went  to  see  my  medico. 

An  exceedingly  -wise  medico. 

Me  cut  of  the  tip  of  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros. 

I  now  am  a  sad  caballero 
.Returning  to  Rio  uaneiro, 

Without  the  tip  of  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros? 


THiS  PIONEERS 

The  pioneers  have  hairy  ears; 

They  piss  through  leather  britches; 

They  wipe  their  ass  on  broken  glass, 

Those  hardy  sons-of -bitches.* 

When  cunt  is  rare  they  fuck  a  bear 
(They  knife  him  if  he  snitches); 

They  knock  their  cocks  against  the  rocks, 
Those  hardy  sons-of-bitches j 

They  take  their  ass  upon  the  grass 
From  fairies  or  from  witches; 

Their  two-pound  dinks  are  full  of  kinks. 
Those  hardy  sons-of-bitches.' 

Without  remorse  they  fuck  a  horse 
And  beat  him  if  he  twitches; 

Their  mighty  dicks  are  full  of  nicks. 
Those  hardy  sons-of-bitches.* 


To  make  a  mule  stand  for  the  tool 
He's  beat  with  hickory  switches; 

They  use  their  pricks  for  walking  sticks, 
Those  hardy  sons-of-bitches? 

Great  joy  they  reap  from  huggering  sheep 
In  sundry  bogs  and  ditches; 

Nor  give  a  damn  if  ha  be  a  ram  — 

Those  hardy  sons -of -bitches? 

then  booze  is  rare,  they  do  not  care, 

They  take  a  shot  of  Fitches'; 

They  fuck  their  wives  with  butcher  knives 
Those  hardy  sons-of-bitches.* 


RED  WING 


There  once  was  an  Indian  Maid 
Mio  was  very  much  afraid 
That  some  buckaroo 
Would  slip  it  up  her  slough 
As  she  lay  sleeping  in  the  shade,; 

Now  she  had  an  idea  grands 
She  filled  her  slit  with  sand. 

So  no  buckaroo 
Would  slip  it  up  her  slough 
As  she  lay  sleeping  In  the  shade. 

Oh  the  moon  shines  down  on  pretty  Redwing , 
As  she  lies  sleeping. 

There  comes  a- creeping , 

A  pair  of  cowboy  e^es  ja  nne aking 
In  search  of  the  promised  land , 

Now  this  buckaroo  was  wise. 

He  crept  between  her  thighs. 

And  with  a  gum-boot 
On  the  end  of  his  root 
He  started  for  the  promised  land. 

Little  Redwing  came  to  life 
And  drew  her  bowie  knife; 

With  one  pa as 

She  out  his  balls  from  his  ass. 

And  his  sporting  days  were  o*er. 


Oh  the  sun  shines  down  on  pretty  Redwing, 
As,  she  lies  snoring. 

There  hangs  a.  warning , 

A  pair  of  cowboy  rocks  adorning 
Tha  flap  of  her  wigwam  door. 


ONE  BALL  RILEY 

As  I  was  sittin1  in  O'Riley^s  ban 
Listening  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

Came  a  thought  into  my  head, 

"Gonna  go  shag  u*SIley4*s  daughter." 

TlAdle-i-e.q,  tiddle-i-aY, 

Give  three  cheers  for  the  One  Ball  ffilevi 
Rub-a-dub-dub .  balls  and  all . 

Rjg-ai i g-a.1 ig ,  shag  oni 

First  I  threw  her  on  the  floor; 

Then  I  threw  my  left  leg  over; 

Shagged  and  shagged  till  she  yelled  for  more. 
Shagged  until  the  fun  was  over. 

Came  a  knocking  at  her  door; 

Who  should  it  be  but  her  God-damned  father, 
xwo  horse-pistols  in  his  hands, 

Lookin*  for  the  guy  rh ?-* 1  shagged  his  daughter 


First  I  grabbed  hi-fi  by  the  nock. 

Shoved  his  head  in  a  pail  of  water. 

Shoved  those  pistols  up  his  ass 
Farther  than  I  shagged  His  daughter. 

'when  I  go  walking  down  the  street. 

The  people  stand  on  every  corner: 

"There !s  that  God-damned  son-of-a-bitch. 
The  guy  that  shagged  O’Riley’s  daughter in 


COHSKRVS  THIS  AMMuKITIOH 


Save  your  ammunition,  boys,  don’t  waste  a  single  shot. 

For  soma  day  you  may  need  a  little,  just  as  like  as  not; 

Don't  be  a’  fool  and  blaze  away  at  everything  you  see; 

Select  the  best,  pass  up  the  rest,  and,  take  a  tip  from  me. 

The  game  is  fine  and  plentiful,  the  supply  exceeds  the  demand. 

So  use  a  little  judgment  —  keep  a  fair  suoply  on  hand; 

For  Yfhen  you  run  out  of  lead  you  might  just  as  well  be  dead. 

And  what  good's  the  inclination  when  it’s  only  in  your  head? 

I'm  told  each  man  starts  out  with  three  thousand  rounds,  about. 
And  that  he  can  neither  borrow,  beg,  nor  steal  when  he  runs  out; 
So  it's  up  to  you,  old  Top,  and  you'll  find  it  out  at  last. 

That  the  mill  can  never  grind  with  water  that  is  passed; 

So  conserve  your  ammunition  while  you  are  young  and  strong; 
Remember  you  are  ageing,  getting  pretty  well  along. 

And  should  you  meet  a  worthy  foe,  that  foe  would  jeer  and  scoff 
If  twere  found  you  had  an  old  gun  that  you  couldn't  fire  off; 

1  find  then  men  grow  old,  with  ammunition  meagre. 

They  lose  enthusiasm,  and  are  never  quite  so  eager 

As  when  young  and  full  of  vigor,  and  it's  tough  to  hear  them  say 

"Had  a  good  supply  of  lead,  I  did,  but  I  shot  it  all  away.'  " 

Don’t  boast  of  what  you  used  to  do,  way  back  long  years  ago. 

For  that  makes  people  tired,  and  what  they  want  to  know 

Is  —  can  you  turn  the  trick  today?  If  not,  you* re  in  the  ranks 

With  those  who  do  no  damage  and  firs  only  harmless  blanks. 

The  successful  athlete  depends  upon  his  strength  and  skill; 

The  pugilist  must  have  a  punch  that  he  can  land  at  will; 

'Tis  so  in  every  walk  of  life.  If  you  don't  possess  the  stuff. 
You'll  have  to  take  a  gambler's  chance  of  winning  out  t hr ouch 
bluff 

To  be  entirely  out  of  lead,  you  might  as  well  bo  dorm  in  hades; 
iou  can  fool  a  bunch  of  men,  but  you  cannot  fool  the  ladies, 

Who  are  keen  and  ouite  observing  —  ‘tis  instinct  makes  them  so 
They're  cool,  calculating  Missourians,  whom  you  have  got  to  show 


MOTHER  PIECE 


Now,  Bill,  she  said.  No  more  tonight. 

For  throe  you've  had  already; 

She  was  indeed  quite  liberal. 

But  then  he  was  her  steady. 

But,  Bill  replied  with  great  emotion. 
Can't  you  see,  dear,  that  I  crave  it? 
And  furthermore  just  what's  the  use 
Of  endeavoring  to  save  it? 

Learn  to  control  yourself,  she  said. 

For  roonwa  will  be  married* 

Accomplish  this,  and  we'll  be  happy. 

This  ms  how  she  parried. 

But  it's  ripe,  my  angel  girl. 

And  it  will  not  last  forever. 

She  just  smiled  and  taunted,  laughing. 
Don’t  you  think  youi're  awfully  clever? 

Oh,  dear,  he  said,  just  one  more  piece; 

i'll  soon  have  it  stripped,  my  dear; 
One  more  will  not  hurt,  my  darling; 
Banish  your  unfounded  fear. 

Fell,  she  said.  Here,  you  can  have  it; 

But  you  must  strip  it  by  yourself. 

He  slowly  stripped  the  herbacious  fruit 
And  ate  the  whole  banana  himself. 

A  SEVENTY  YEAR  OLD  FOLLOWER 


An  old  sport  lounged  in  a  grandstand  chair. 

Shit  in  his  whiskers  and  hay  in  his  hair. 

And  his  voice  rang  hoarse  in  the  salty  airs 
’He1!!  win  in  a  walk,  b'Jesusi" 

Just  wait  till  you  see  them  turn  him  loose; 

He'll  eo  through  th&t  field  like  shit  through  a  goose; 

He-11  do  it  as  easy  as  ace  takes  a  deuce  --  etc. 

His  breeding  is  riqht;  he  can't  run  slow: 

He's  out  of  Black  Bitc|i,  by  Bollicky  Jo©- 
That  bunch  of  crowbait  won't  even  show  —  eth. 

I  ain't  got  no  money,  but  if  I  was  rich, 

I'd  go  dead  broke  on  that  son-of-a-bitch; 

When  he  gets  a-going  ha'll  make  'em  all  itch  --  etc. 

The  barrier's  up,  he  got  the  worst  kind  of  start; 

It  don't  make  no  difference  —  he  don't  give  a  fart; 

The  suckers  are  yellow  —  he’s  game;  what  a  heart  --  etc. 

From  the  nineteenth  position  way  out  in  the  grass, 

Where  the  weeds  are  so  tali  they  tickle  his  ass, 

He's  nosed  into  fourth  place  past  Scotch  Highland  Lass  —  etc. 

They've  swung  down  the  stretch  and  the  bastard  is  third; 

He's  worked  up  to  second  —  he's  slipped  on  a  turd; 

He'S  down  in  the  ditch,  sweet  son-of-a-bitch,' 

He  He  wasn't  in  it,  b* Jesus.' 


LULU 

How,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  called  him  Sunny  Jim; 

She  put  him  in  a  pisspot 
So  teach  him  how  to  swim# 

He  swam  to  the  bottom; 

He  swam  to  the  top; 

Lulu  got  excited 

And  grabbed  him  by  the  cock. 

Nov/,  bang  away  at  Lulu; 

Bang  it  good  and  strong; 

Hhatdll  we  do  for  banging 
Mien  banging  Lulu^  gone? 

I  wish  I  were  a  diamond 
upon  fair  Lulu's  hand, 

AM  every  time:- she'd  wipe  her  ass 
I*d  see  the  promised  land. 

I  wish  I  were  a  necklace 
Upon  fair  Lulu's  breast, 

Aftd  every  time  she  heaved  a  sigh 
Isd  see  the  old  crow's  nest, 

2. 

I  wish  I  was  a  diamond  - 
Upon  my  Lulu's  hand. 

And  every  time  she  wiped  her  ass, 

I4d  see  the  promised  land. 

Bang;  away,  my  Lulu? 

Bang  away  good  and  strong; 

0h»  what  will  we  do  for  a,  d aznned  good  screw 
Iftien  Lulu 1  s  dead  and  gone? 


I  wish  I  7/as  a  pee-pot 
Beneath  my  Lulu’s  bedf. 

For  every  time  she  took  a  piss 
I4d  see  her  maidenhead. 


My  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  named  it  Sunny  Jim; 

She  dropped  it  in  the  pisspot 
To  see  if  it  could  swam. 

First  it  went  to  the  bottom. 

And  then  it  came  to  the  top; 
Mien  my  Lulu  got  excited 
And  grabbed  it  by  the  cock. 

I  wish  I  was  the  candle 
»ithin  my  Lulu's  room; 

And  every  night  at  nine  o^clock 
I*d  penetrate  her  womb. 


My  Lulu's  tall  and  sprightly; 
jay  Lulu's  tall  and  thin; 

I  caught  hsr  by  the  railroad  track. 
Jacking  off  with  a  coupling  pin. 

I  took  her  to  the  Foodie  Dog, 

Up  on  the  seventh  floor; 

And  there  I  gave  her  seventeen  raps. 

And  still  she  called  for  more. 

My  Lulu  was  arrested; 

Ten  dollars  was  the  fine; 

She  said  to  the  judge* 

"Take  it  out  of  this  ass  of  minej  n 

3. 

How,  Lulu  was  a  pretty  gal; 

Her  eyas  were  snake  shit  brown; 

Her  cheeks  were  like  a  billygoat's  ass; 
Her  tits  were  big  and  round. 

Bang  mv  Lulu. 

Bang  her  good  and  strong; 

Mio  the  hell  am  j.  gonna  bang 
Ytb en  Lulu's  dead  and  gone? 

How,  Lulu  had  a  little  boy. 

She  called  him  Sunny  Jim, 

She  put  him  in  a  pisspot 
JUst  to  see  the  bastard  swim. 

i  wish  I  were  a  cake  of  soap 
Sight  in  my  Lulu’s  tub. 

And  every  time  she  took  a  bath 
Just  think  what  I  would  rub.’ 

I  wish  I  were  a  little  flea 
Sight  in  my  Lulu's  thigh. 

And  every  time  she  spread  her  legs 
I*d  bang  her  to  the  sky.' 


BELL  BOTTOM  TROUSERS 
(The  Servant  Maid ’S  Lament.’) 

’When  I  was  but  a  serving  girl 
Way  down  in  New  Orleans, 

X  had  a  mysterious  happening 
That  brought  me  to  my  shame. 

I  met  up  with  a  sailor 

Iho'd  just  cone  back  from  sea. 

And  that  was  the  beginning 
Of  all  my  misery. 

He  asked  me  for  a  candle 
To  light  his  way  to  bed; 

He  asked  me  for  a  handkerchief 
To  tie  around  his  head. 

And  like  a  foolish  maiden. 

Not  thinking  it  no  harm, 

1  jumped  into  that  sailor ‘s  bed 
To  keep  him  nice  and  warm. 

He  put  his  arm  around  me 

And  kissed  me  there  in  bed; 

Then  with  his  nine -inch  Johnson  bar 
He  broke  my  maidenhead. 

Narlv  in  the  morning. 

When  that  sailer  bov  awoke. 

He  reached  into  his  pocket 
And  handed  me  a  note. 

"You  take  this,  my  darling. 

For  the  wrong  that  I  have  done; 

For  in  nine  months  youi*re  going 
To  have,  a  daughter  or  a  son.* 

"And  if  it  is  a  little  girl 
Just  rock  her  on  your  knee; 

But  if  it  is  a  little  boy, 

Why,  send  him  out  to  sea, 

"With  his  bell-bottom  trousers. 

And  his  jumpers  made  of  blue. 

And  let  him  climb  the  masthead 
Like  his  daddy  used  to  do.’" 

Now,  all  you  pretty  maidens, 

A  warning  take  from  me: 

Never  let  Sa.  sail'dr  put 

His  hand  above"  your  knee. 

For  I  did  it  once. 

And  you  can  plainly  see. 

He  went  away  and  left  me 
With  a  baby  on  my  kneei 


2« 

Oh,  I  ms  but  a  serving;  maid, 

I  lived  in  Drury  Lane . 

My  master  ho  was  kind  to . me , 

My  mistress  was  the  same. 

Oh,  along  came  a  sailor  lad 

With  heart  so  bold  and  freo. 

And  he  caused  all  the  trouble 
That  ever  came  to  me.1 

Fearing  be  11 -bottom  trousers: 

And  coat  of  navy  blue . 

He  'll  climb  up  the  rigging 
Like  his  daddy  used  to  do. 

He  asked  me  for  a  candle 
To  light  him  to  his  bed; 

He  asked  me  for  a  kerchief 
To  wrap  around  his  head. 

Oh,  I  was  but  a  foolish  maid. 

And  thinking  it  no  harm, 

I  hopped  into  that  sailor ‘s  bed 
To  keep  the  sailor  warmi 

Oh,  earljr  in  the  morning. 

He  was  gone  when  I  awoke; 

A  letter  on  the  mantel 

With  a  soggy  five-pound  note* 

r0h,  ibis  will  help  to  pay  for 
The  mishhief  I  have  done. 

For  you  may  have  a  daughter. 

And  you  may  have  a  son.” 

"I£  you  have  a  daughter. 

You  may  bounce  her  on  your  knee; 

But  if  you  have  a  son. 

Send  the  bastard  off  to  sea.'  ” 

3. 

(As  above  except : ) 


iSarly  in  the  morning.. 

At  the  break  of  day. 

He  handed  me  a  fiver. 

And  he  was  on  his  way. 

His  hand  had  wandered  idly. 

In  the  course  of  which. 

His  finger  crushed  my  glory  — 

Ihe  lousy  son-of-a-bitchi 

He  said,  "If  you  have  a  little  girl. 
Bounce  her  on  your  knee. 

And  when  the  bitch  is  seventeen, 

Send  her  here  to  me. 

APd  if  you  have  a  little  boy. 

Bounce  him  on  your  knee. 

And  when  ho  is  seventeen. 

Send  the  bastard  out  to  seaJ  ” 


4. 

Ttie  Rifleman 


*Twas  at  a  ball  I  met  her, 

I  asked  her  for  a  dance; 

She  could  tell  I  was  a  rifleman 
By  the  way  1  wore  my  pants. 

My  shoes  were  neatly  polished. 

My  hair  was  neatly  combed. 

Arid  after  the  ball  was  over, 

I  asked  to  take  her  home. 

*Twas  in  her  father's  hallway 
That  she  was  led  astray. 

‘Twas  in  her  mother's  bedroom 
That  she  first  got  her  lay. 

I  promised  her  silks  and  satins, 

1  promised  her  diamond  rings. 

1  promised  her  a  golden  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

She  never  ^ot  silks  or  satins. 

She  never  got  diamond  rings. 

All  she  got  was  a  wooden  cradle 
To  rock  her  bastard  in. 

Oh  girls,  oh  girls,  take  warning. 
And  listen  to  my  plea. 

Don't  ever  trust  a  rifleman 
An  inch  above  your  knee. 

He ‘11  love  you  and  caress  you. 
And  sav  that  he'll  be  true. 

But  when  your  cheryy's  busted. 
He'll  say  to  hell  with  you.1 


5H3  SAME  THE  WHOLE  WORLD  OVER 


It‘S  the  same  the  whole  world  over, 
It-s  the  poor  that  gets  the  blame, 

Vshile  the  rich  have  all  the  pleasures; 
Now,  ain*t  that  a  blinking  shame? 

She  was  just  a  parson's  daughter, 
rure,  unstained  was  her  fame, 

Till  a  country  squire  came  courting. 
And  the  poor  girl  lost  her  name. 

So  she  went  away  to  London, 

Just  to  hide  her  guilty  shame; 

Thero  she  met  an  army  chaplain. 

Once  again  she  lost  her  name* 

Hear  him  as  he  jaws  his  tommies. 
Warning  of  Hell's  bright  flame; 

With  ail  her  heart  she  had  trusted. 
But  still  she  lost  her  name# 

Now,  he*s  in  his  riding  britches. 
Hunting  foxes  in  the  chase. 

While  the  victim  of  his  folly 
Makes  her  living  in  disgrace. 

So  she  settled  down  in  London, 

Sinking  deeper  in  her  shame; 

Then  she  met  a  labor  leader  — 

Once  again  she  lost  her  name. 


Now,  hefs  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
Making  laws  and  gaining  fame. 

While  the  victim  of  his  pleasures 

Walks  the  street  each  night  in  shame. 

Then  there  came  a  bleated  bishop, 
Marriage  was  the  tale  he  told; 

There  was  no  one  else  to  take  her. 

So  she  sold  her  soul  for  gold. 


See  her  in  her  horse  and  carriage 
Hiding  daily  through  the  park; 

Though  she  * s  made  a  wealthy  marriage. 
Still  she  hides  a  breaking  heart. 

In  a  cottage  down  in  Sussex 
Live  her  parents  old  and  lame. 

And  they  drink  the  wine  she  sends  them. 
But  they  never  speak  her  name. 

It's  the  sane  the  whole  world  over, 

It 4  s  the  poor  what  gets  the  blame, 

While  the  rich  have  all  the  pleasures. 
Now,  ainTt  that  a  blinking  shame? 


POOR  BUT  HONEST 


She  was  poor,  but  she  was  honest. 
Victim  of  the  squired  whim: 

First  he  loved  her,  then  he  left  her. 
And  she  lost  her  honest  name. 

Then  she  ran  away  to  London, 

For  to  hide  her  grief  and  shame; 

There  she  met  another  souire. 

And  she  lost  her  neme  again. 

See  her  riding  in  her  carriage. 

In  the  park  and  all  so  gay; 

All  the  nibs  and  nobby  oersons 
Gome  to  pass  the  time  of  day. 


See  the  little  old-world  village 
fhere  her  aged  parents  live. 

Drinking  the  champagne  she  sends  them; 

But  they  never  can  forgive. 

In  the  rich  man*s  arms  she  flutters. 

Like  a  bird  with  broken  wing: 

First  he  loved  her,  then  he  left  her. 

And  she  hasn*t  got  a  ring. 

See  him  in  the  splendid  mansion, 
Entertaining  with  the  best. 

While  the  girl  that  he  has  ruined, 
Entertains  a  sordid  guest. 

See  him  In  the  House  of  Commons, 

Making  laws  to  put  down  crime, 

While  the  victim  of  his  passions 

Trails  her  way  through  mud  and  slime. 

Standing  on  the  bridge  at  midnight, 

She  says:  "Farewell,  blighted  love.  n 
There  *s  a  scream,  a  splash  —  Good.  Heavens 
What  is  she  a-doing  of? 

Then  they  drag  her  from  the  river, 

Water  from  her  clothes  they  wrang, 

For  they  thought  that  she  was  drormdedj 
B^t  the  corpse  got  up  and  sang: 

"It'g  the  same  the  whole  world  over; 

It 1 s  the  poor  that  gets  the  blame, 
it-s  the  rich  that  gets  the  pleasure.* 
xsn;t  it  a  blooming  shame?" 


SHE  CAME  ROLLIN’  DOWN  THE  MOUNTAIN 


In  the  hills  of  lest  Virginny 
Lived  a  galxnamed  Nancy  Brown; 
She  was  the  fairest  maiden 
In  city  or  in  town. 


One  day  there  came  a  deacon, 

A«saekin  for  a  thrill; 

He  took  our  little  Nancy  Brown 
Away  up  in  the  hills.* 

She  came  rollin’  down  the  mountain, 
jKollin'  down  the  mountain, 

pollin'  down  the  mountain  mighty  wise; 

For  she  didn’t  give  the  deacon 
The  thrill  that  ne  v<as  seekin’; 

She’s  as  pure  as  West  Virginia’s  bluest  skies.* 

Uien  there  came  a  western  cowboy 
With  all  his  chaps  and  frills; 

He  also  took  our  Nancy  Brown 
A-way  up  in  the  hills. 

She  cams  rollin'  down  the  mountain. 

Rollin’  down  the  mountain. 

Rollin'  down  the  mountain  like  a  lamb; 

For  in  spite  of  all  his  urgin' 

She  still  remained  a  virgin; 

She’s  as  pure  as  West  Virginia’s  home -smoked  ham 

Then  there  came  a  city  slicker 
With  his  hundred  dollar  bills; 

And  he  took  our  little  Nancy  Brown 
Away  up  in  the  hills. 

Oh,  she  stayed  up  in  the  mountains. 

She  stayed  up  in  the  mountains , 

She  stayed  up  in  the  mountains  all  that  night; 
She  came  dorm  next  mornin'  early. 

More  a  woman  than  a  girlie. 

And  her  pappy  kicked  the  hussy  out  of  sight; 

Now  she’s  livin*  in  the  city. 

Livin’  in  the  city. 

Livin’  in  the  city  mighty  swell; 

For  shs*s  through  with  cookin’  vittles 
And  with  washin*  pots  and  kettles. 

And  the  West  Virginia  hills  can  go  to  hell;' 


LADY  LIL 

(By*  Eugene  Field) 

Lil ‘■was  the  best  our  camp  produced. 

And  of  all  the  cents  what  Lilian  goosed, 
None  had  such  goosin*,  nor  never  will. 
Since  the  Lord  raked  in  poor  Lady  Lil* 

We  had  a  bot  in  our  town 

Thera  war n't  no  geezer  that  could  brown 

Lil  to  a  finish,  any  style— 

And  no  bloke  ever  made  the  trial 
*Cept  Short  Fete,  the  halfbreed  galoot, 
riho  wandered  in  from  Seruggins  •  Chute* 

His  bakin'  it  surprised  us  all. 

For  Pete,  he  warnTt  so  big  nor  tall. 

But  when  he  yanked  his  tool  out  far 
And  laid  it  out  across  the  bar, 
he  'lowed  our  Lil  had  met  her  fate. 

But  thar  warn*t  no  backin*  out  that  late; 
And  so  we  ^ranged  to  have  the  mill 
Behind  the  whorehouse  on  the  hill, 
hhere  all  the  boys  could  get  a  seat 
And  watch  that  halfbreed  brown  his  meat. 
Lil's  start  was  like  a  gentle  breeze 
That  swayed  the  noddin*  cypress  trees. 

But  wien  het  up,  she  screwed  for  keeps 
And  laid  her  victims  out  in  heaps. 

She  t±ied  her  t%flri.sts  and  double  biffs 
And  all  such  maneuvers  known  to  quiffs. 
But  Fete  war  thar  with  every  tack 
And  kept  a-lettin1  out  more  jack. 

1%  madd  us  cocksmen  fairly  sick. 

To  see  that  halfbreed  shove  his  prick. 
She  gave  Short  Pete  a  lively  mill 
And  wore  the  grass  half  off  the  hill. 

Till  finally  she  missed  her  shot, 

And  Short  Fete  had  her  on  the  pot; 

But  she  died  game,  just  let  me  tell. 

And  had  her  boots  on  when  she  fell* 

So  what. the  hell.  Bill,  what  the  hell* 


Lil ,  Poor  Lil 


She  was  the  best  our  camp  or educed. 

And  them  that  ain y t  been  screwed  by  Lil 
Ain't  had  no  goose  or  never  will. 

For  Lil?s  been  took  away* 


*Twas  a  standing  bet  around  our  town 

That  no  one  could  screw  Her  and  damn  her  down. 

For  vriien  Lil  screwed,  she  screwed  for  keeps. 

And  piled  her  victims  up  in' heaps* 

Bui  down  from,  the  north  came  Yukon  Pete, 

Do  .  n  from  the  land  where  the  winters  meet* 

"When  he  laid  his  cock  out  on  the  bar, 

The  damn  thing  reached  from  here  to  thar. 

He  all  knew  Lil  had  met  her  fate, 

But  we  couldjndi  back  down  that  thar  late. 

So  it  was  arranged  down  by  the  mill 
Back  of  the  school  house  on  the  hill. 


Ihen  all  the  boys  could  get  a  seat 
And  watch  that  half-breed  bury  his  meat, 

Lil  started  out  like  an  autumn  breeze 
Whistling  through  the  hemlock  trees. 

She  tried  the  twist  and  double  bunt 
And  all  the  tricks  what’s  known  to  cunt. 

But  Fete  ms  with  her  every  lick 
And  Just  kept  reeling  out  more  prick. 

At  last  poor  Lil  just  had  to  stop 
For  Pete  had  nailed  her  on  the  snot. 

Her  clothes  were  tattered  and  torn  to  shreds 
And  scattered  all  over  the  cactus  beds. 

The  sod  was  r loped  for  miles  around 
‘■■•here  poor  Lil’s  ass  had  hit  the  ground  $ 

But  she  died  game,  I*m  here  to  toll. 

Died  with  her  boots  on  where  she  fell ! 

So  what  the  hell,  boys,  what  the  hell.* 

Her  lame  Was  Lil 

Oh,  her  name  ms  Lil,  and  she  was  a  beauty. 

She  lived  in  a  house  of  ill  repute© • 

The  men  all  came  from  far  to  see 
Lilian  in  her  deshabille. 

Oho,  Lily  in  her  deshabille.1 

She  was  comely,  she  was  fair, 

She  had  lovely  yellow  hair. 

But  she  drank  too  much  of  the  demon  rum,. 

And  she  smoked  hashish  and  opium. 

Oho,  she  smoked  hashish  and  opium! 

low  day  by  day  her  cheeks  grew  thinner 
Because  of  the  lack  of  protein  in  her. 

She  grew  two  hollows  in  her  chest 

Till  she  had  to  go  around  completely  dressed. 

Oho,  she  had  to  go  around  completely  dressed! 

She  went  to  see  the  house  physician 
To  prescribe  for  her  condition. 
nYou  have  got, 11  the  doctor  say, 

"Per-ni sh - i-us  anem-i-a . 

Oho,  per~nlsh~i~us  anem-i-a i  tf 

She  took  treatments  in  th©  sun. 

Was  even  tried  Scott1 s  emul -si-on. 

Three  times  daily  she  took  yeast. 

But  still  her  clientele  decreased. 

Oho,  still  her  clientele  decreased! 

Now  it  may  be  said  of  her  cli-en- telly. 

That  it  rested  mainly  on  her  belly. 

And  when  she  covered  her  belly  with  cloth, 

Her  clientele  grew  exceedingly  wroth. 

Oho,  her  clientele  grew  exceedingly  wroth! 


Kc m  clothes  my  make  a  cirl  sro  far. 

But  thay  have  no  plac«  on  a  fille  de  joie; 

And  Lily's  troubles  they  began 
7h.en  she  concealed  her  abdomen. 

Uho,  -when  she  concealed  her  abdomenf 

As  she  Lay  there  in  her  dishonor 

She  felt  the  hand  of  the  Lord  uron  her. 

She  said,  "Oh,  Lord,  i  do  re rent. 

But  that*s  gonna  cost  you  thirty-five  cent* 

Oho,  that’s  gonna  cost  you  thrity-five  conti,! 


LYDIA  PINKHAM 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  Lydia  Pinkham 
And  her  compound  so  refined. 

It  turned  pricks  to  flowering  fountains 
And  made  cunts  grow  on  behind? 

Then,  wo  » 11  s ing ,  we  r  11  sing. 

We  *  11  sing  of  Lyd ja  Pinkham, 

Savior  of  the  human,  race , 

How  she  makes,  she  bottles , 

She  sells  her  vegetable  compound. 

And  the  paper s.  publish  her,  face i 

Widow  Brown  she  had  no  children 
Though  she  loved  them  very  dear. 

So  she  took,  she  swallowed  ,  she  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  she  has  them  twice  a  year; 

Willie  Smith  had  peritonitis. 

And  he  couldn’t  piss  at  all. 

So  he  took,  he  swallowed,  he  gargled 
S  oiae  va  g  e  tab  le  c  omp  ound , 

And  now  he  ls  a  human  water-fall; 

Mrs*  Jones  had  rotten  kidneys; 

Poor  old  lady  couldn’t  pee; 

So  she  took,  she  swallowed,  she  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  they  pipe  her  to  the  seai 

Geraldine  she  had  no  breastworks. 

And  she  couldn’t  fill  her  blouse; 

So  she  took,  she  swallowed,  she  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  they  milk  her  with  the  cows i 

Arthur  ’VJhite  had  been  castrated. 

And  had  not  a  single  nut. 

So  he  took,  he  swallowed,  he  gargled. 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  they  hang  all  round  his  butti 


Walter  Black  was  a  “bearded  lady. 

And  his  pecker  wouldn*t  neck. 

So  he  took,  he  swallowed,  he  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  it  *  s  as  long  as  a  gy-raffe*s  nock/. 


Lydia  Finkham's  Compound 

Oh,  Mrs.  Jones  had  a  pregnant  daughter. 

And  oh,  the  pain  was  hard  to  bear* 

So  she  gave  her  a  bottle  of  Compound, 

And  she  dropped  her  cargo  right  under  the  stair J 


So  we  ;  11  drink  a_  drink  a.  drink 
To  Lydd  a  r  inka  Finka  Fink. 

The  savior  of  the  human  race* 

She,  invented  a,  legitimate  compound , 

And  now  a  1 1  the  papers  publ  ish  her  face/ 

Oh,  little  Johnny,  the  little  bastard. 
Through  masturbation  had  lost  his  vimj 
So  we  gave  him  two  bottles  of  Compound, 
now  the  rabbits  all  envy  himi 

Oh,  little  Willy,  the  little  fuck-up. 
Could  pass  no  water  —  oh,  none  at  all. 

So  we  gave  him  three  bottles  of  Compound, 
And  now  he  clears  a  ten-foot  wall. 


EiiS  LOVER  *  S  ALPHABET 


A  for  the  Artful  word  he  uses. 

B  for  the  Blush  as  she  gently  refuses, 

G  for  the  Creep  of  his  hand  up  her  legs, 

D  for  the  nDonJt,!  as  she  quietly  begs. 

jLj  for  the  Excitement  when  his  hand  gets  higher. 

P  for  the  Peeling  of  ticklish  desire. 

G  for  the  Gasp  as  her  sweet  spot  he  touches, 
ji  for  her  Helplessness  fast  in  his  clutches, 

I  for  the  Itching  which  makes  her  feel  hot. 

J  for  the  Jumps  as  he  touches  her  snot. 

K  for  the  Kiss  with  which  he  rewards  her, 

L  for  the  Love  he  now  has  towards  her. 

M  for  the  Move  they  make  into  bed, 

N  for  the  Heat  way  her  legs  are  outspread. 

O  for  the  Opening  thereby  revealed. 

F  for  the  Pencil  already  peeled* 

Q  for  the  Queer  feeling  she  uas  when  it  *  s  in. 
it  for  the  Rapture  even  though  it  is  sin, 

S  for  the  Strokes  which  wax  stronger  and  stronger. 
T  for  the  Throbs  which  she  wants  to  last  longer# 
u  for  the  Unction  which  comes  with  a  rush. 

V  for  the  YIm  which  attends  a  last  push. 

W  for  the  hashes  to  do  it  again. 

X  for  the  Ecstasy  girls  find  in  men, 

Y  for  the  Yearning  which  comes  from  desire. 

Z  for  the  Zeal  which  the  pleasure  inspires. 


AHN3  0 OOP SR  HEWITT 


I'm  only  a  sterilized  heiress, 

A  butt  for  the  laughter  of  rubes, 
lUn  comely  and  rich 
But  a  venomous  bitch 
My  mother  —  ran  off  with  my  tubes* 

Oh,  fie  on  you,  mother ,  you  da star a l 
Come,  back  with  my  feminine  toys,. 
Restore  my  abdomen 
And  make  me  a.  woman  -- 
1  want  to  go  out  with  the  boys l 

imagine  my  stark  consternation 
At  foelinq;  a  surgeon's  rude  hands 
exploring  my  person 
(page  Aimee  McPherson) 

And  then  rudely  snatching  my  glands# 

Oh ,  fie  on  you ,  medical  monsters i 
How  could,  you  yp  handle  my  chyrns? 

My  bps om  is_  sinking. 

My  clitoris  shrinking  — 
i  need  si  strong  man  in  mv  arms i 

The  butler  and  second -man  snub  mo, 

Ho  more  will  they  use  my  door  key; 

The  cook  from  Samoa 
Has  spermatozoa  « 

For  others,  but  never  for  me# 

Oh ,  fie  on  you,  fickle  me n- s r v antsj 
With  your,  strong  predilection  to  whore 
Who  cares  for,  paternity? 

Forgive  my  infirmity  — 

Can*t  ja  girl  dust  be  fun  any  more? 

What  ruling  in  court  can  repay  me 
For  losing  my  peas-in-the-pod? 

My  j  oy ou s  fee un^ i ty 
Turned  to  raorbundity 
Like  Pickford,  I:llihave  to  try  God. 

Oh,  fie  on  you,  courth ouse  .and  rulings, 
JC  want  ray  tein  bubbles  cf  .j^st # 

Take  away  ray  hot  flashes 
And  menopause  rashes 
And  let  me  fee  1  weight  on  my  chest I 


HOW  r*VE  SUFFERED 


For  forty  years  I've  been  buggared 
With  all  sorts  of  horrible  pains j 

I've  had  every  ailment,  I  reckon. 

From  rupture  to  varicose  veins* 

Neuritis  with  ms's  nuite  a  hobby. 

And  1<V0  bunions  and  corns  on  my  feet, 

While  1  seem  to  breed  stones  in  my  bladder 
Like  bloody  great  lumps  of  concrete, 

Irve  spent  a  small  fortune  at  chemists 
And  lain  monthly  in  hospital  beds. 

But  the  stuff  I  have  taken  to  shift  me 
Has  torn  my  poor  arsehole  to  shreds* 

i^ve  a  sciatic  nervo  that's  a  torture. 

And  I*m  told.  I've  a  valvular  heart, 

While  I  strain  like  a  bloody  buck  navvy 
Before  I  can  saueeze  out  a  farti 

The  rheumatic  gout  in  my  fingers 

Has  made  them  all  sizes  and  shapes, 

Whilst  the  piles  'that 'I've  got  up  my  dirt-box. 
Just  hang  like  a  big  bunch  of  grapes  1 

My  digestion  at  times  is  nuite  stupid; 

If  I  have  a  Square  meal  I  feel  sick; 

And  I  get  an  unpleasant  sensation 

Like  gnats  gnawing  holes  in  my  prieki 

uric  acid,  they  say,  is  the  trouble. 

And  I  don't  mind  telling  you  this: 

Ike  mot  to  whistle  the  Last  Rose  of  Summer 
To  get  my  old  doodle  to  piss. 

And  as  far  as  a  Sod  damn  erection. 

The  idea  is  simply  absurd; 

For  my  prick's  like  an  undersized  maggot 
And  as  soft  as  a  young  baby's  tird. 

Despite  the  advice  I  keep  taking. 

There  isn't  si  day  I  feel  fit; 

And  it  takes  half  a  pound  of  gunpowder 
Before  I  can  possibly  shit* 

So  you  see,  I  spend  hours  in  the  crap-house. 
Or  groaning  and  moaning  in  bed. 

And  my  pals  simply  mutter  when  passing, 

?,Aj.n*t  it  time  the  old  bastard  was  dead? n 


Ka  STREET  CLEANER'S  BfcsAM 

You  can  see  mo  wid  me  little  cart  upon  the  street  each  day. 

Gleanin'  after  horses,  for  which  Oi  gets  good  pay; 

Oi  likes  to  clean  an’  sweep  an'  dodge  around  the  teams. 

But  at  night,  whin  Oi  gits  in  me  bed,  Ui  have  such  terrible  dreams.' 

Oi  sees  horseshit  on  the  ceilin'  an'  horseshit  on  the  floor, 

Horseshit  on  the  tete-a-tete  an;  horseshit  by  the  door, 

Horseshit  in  the  sugar-bowl,  horseshit  in  the  chair, 

Horseshit  in  me  whiskers,  an*  horseshit  every  where.1 

The  best  friends  sweepers  have  is  the  little  English  sparrer; 

Sure,  they'd  eat  more  horseshit  in  one  day  than  could  go  in  a  wheelbarrer 
But  in  spite  of  all  the  sparrers  at,  an*  Oi  cleans  wid  me  broom. 

In  me  dreams  there's  loads  of  horseshit  piled  all  around  the  room; 

There's  horseshit  in  the  water-pail,  an1  horseshit  in  the  sink, 
Horseshit  in  every  bite  I  eat,  an’  every  drop  Oi  drink; 

Horseshit  on  the  pilly-shams  an'  horseshit  in  the  bed; 

Sometimes  Oi  think:  there’s  nothin*  but  horseshit  in  me  head.* 

Me  woife  says  it's  the  noite-mare  that  makes  me  act  so  bad. 

For  Oi  tears  up  all  the  bed-clothes,  an*  screams  an'  yells  like  mad; 

This  mornin'  about  half  past  thray,  Oi  nearly  lost  me  head. 

For  Oi  thought  the  noite-mare *d  been  there  an*  shit  all  round  me  bed.' 

Oi  sa w  horseshit  on  the  dure -mat,  an*  horseshit  in  the  hall, 

Horseshit  in  the  kitchen  stove  an*  horseshit  on  the  wall, 

Horseshit  in  me  poonkin  pie  an*  bn  the  windy-pane. 

An*  the  doctor  told  me  woife  that  Oi  have  horseshit  on  the  brain.* 

Nov/  they're  buildin*  wagons  to  be  run  by  steam,  that  never  shits,  begob. 
An*  bye  an*  bye  when  they  gets  plinty,  Oi  suppose  Oi'll  lose  me  job. 

But  all  things  happen  for  the  best,  and  praps  ‘twill  save  me  loife. 

For  Oi  *m  crazy  now  from  horseshit,  and  it 1  3  nearly  kilt  me  woife.* 


THE  PATIENT  YsTTH  THE  SILENT  P 

The  staff  of  the  hospital  was  getting  ouite  vexed; 

The  antics  of  a  patient  there  had  got  them  all  oerplexed; 

He‘d  had  his  operation  now  for  pretty  near  a  week. 

But  hadn't  shown  an  inclination  yet  to  take  a  leak. 

They  filled  him  full  of  lemon  juice  and  orange  juice  and  tea. 
And  yet  he  didn't  seem  to  have  the  least  desire  to  pee; 

They  took  him  to  the  bathroom  and  turned  the  faucets  on, 
•‘Cause  running  water's  S  'posed  to  bring  the  urine  on. 

The  patient  simply  stood  there  like  a  osrson  rsaralyzed; 

So  they  decided  they  would  have  to  have  him  psycho-analyzed. 
They  made  him  say  the  alphabet  beginning  ABC, 

But  though  he  got  to  M  N  0,  he  couldn't  get  to  F. 

They  tried  to  hypnotize  him,  and  they  got  him  in  a  trance. 

But  the  only  thine  that  happened  was  a  doctor  wot  his  pants; 
They  fourr1  that  kindness,  sympathy,  and  tact  were  no  avail. 
And  thought  that. sterner  measures  now  might  oossibly  prevail. 


They  raged  and  stormed  and  threatened  him.,  each  doctor  getting  madder, 
But  the  patient  turned  to  each  of  them  with  unresponsive  bladder; 

Then  someone  on  the  staff  had  a  bright  idee  and  said, 

"Suppose  we  try  him  with  a  glass  of  beer  instead?  n 

The  patient  pricked  his  ears  up  and  before  he-d  had  a  drop. 

He  started  urinating,  and  they  couldn't  make  him  stop; 

And  thetfs  the  story,  gentlemen,  though  it  may  sound  rather  queer, 
uf  how  a  common  fellow  in  a  flash  became  a  peer* 


AxlVT  IT  THE  TkuTH? 

There *s  a  homely  old  adage 
Among  maidens  forlonn. 

That  the  older  the  buck 
The  stiffer  the  horn; 

Sut  Ifve  been  around 
And  I  know,  which  is  why 
I  say  it*s  a  chestnut 
And  all  a  damn  lie* 

From,  twenty  to  thirty. 

If  a  man  lives  right. 

It  he  once  in  the  morning 
And  twice  every  night; 

From  thirty  to  forty. 

Without  any  warning. 

He  misses  a  morning 
Or  cuts  out  the  night; 

From  forty  to  fifty 
It r  s  now  and  then; 

From  fifty  to  sixty 
It£s  God  knows  when; 

From  sixty  on  up. 

If  he  J s  still  inclined.  •  . 
Don*t  let  him  kid  you  — 

It*s  all  in  his  mind. 

With  women  itds  different; 

ItTs  morning  and  night 
Regardless  of  whether 
They  live  wrong  or  wight ; 

Age  makes  no  difference. 

They’re  always  inclined: 

They  have  nothing  to  get  ready. 
Except  maybe  their  mind. 

So  after  all 
Is  said  and  done, 

A  man  of  sixty  has 
Finished  his  run; 

But  a  woman  of  sixty 
(And  figures  don't  lie; 

Can  take  the  old  man 
Till  her  time  comes  to  d.io* 


SHOVE  IT  HOME 
(The  inches  Song) 

Ma in  Speaker  Echoing  Veice 

I  gave  her  inches  one. 

Shove  it  home,  shove  it  home; 

I  gave  her  inches  one. 

Shove  it  home; 

I  gave  her  inches  one: 

She  said,  "Johnny,  ain't  it  fun.*  f 
Put  your  belly  close  to  mine 
And  shove  it  home  l " 

So  1  gave  her  inches  two. 

Shove  it  home,  shove  it  hi, me ; 

So  I  gave  her  inches  two. 

Shove  it  home? 

So  I  gave  her  inches  two: 

She  said,  "Johnny,  I  love  you.4  f 
Put  your  belly  close  to  mine 
And  shove  it  home!’" 

3.  She  says,  "Johnny,  got  to  pee.,.. 

4.  She  says,  "Johnny,  I  want  more... 

5.  She  says,  "Johnny,  look  alive.*... 

6.  She  says,  "I*ve  seen  bigger  pricks*. »» 

7.  She  says,  "dolly,  ain‘t  it  heaven.1... 

8.  She  says,  "Johnny,  this  is  great.*... 

9.  She  says,  "Johnn;/,  ain't  it  fins.*... 

10.  She  says,  "Can't  you  come  again?... 

(Or:  "I've  seen  better  men:’...)  (inches  ten,  inches' ten) 

IS©  i  gave  her  inches  twenty. 

Shove  it  home,  shove  it  homej  (inches  twenty,  inches  twenty) 

So  I  gave  her  inches  twenty, 

Shove  it  home; 

So  I  gave  her  inches  twenty: 

She  said,  "Johnny,  that's  a-plenty.1 
fut  your  pecker  in  your  pants 
And  shove  off  home.*" 


(inches  two,  inches  two) 
(inches  two j 


(inches  one,  inches  one) 
(inches  one) 


KIND  BETTY 


I  laid  my  hand  on  her  toe; 

”vdiat  is  this,  kiM  Betty,  my  dear?” 

”Toe,  tickle-toe  —  come  tickle  up  my  toe  once  morei” 

I  laid  my  hand  down  on  her  shin; 

”Miat  is  this,  kiM  Betty,  my  dear?” 

”Shin,  shickle-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe,  come  tickle  up 
my  toe  once  morei” 

1  laid  my  hand  dovm  on  her  knee; 

*klh at  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?” 

”1 [net#,  thickle-knee,  shin,  shickle -shank,  toe,  tickle- 
to©,  come  tickle  up  my  toe  once  morel” 

I  laid  my  hand  dovm  on  her  thigh  ; 

”What  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?” 

”Thigh,  thickle-thigh,  kneo,  thickle-knee,  shin,  shick¬ 
le-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe ,  come  tickle  up  my  toe 
once  morei” 

I  laid  my  hand  down  on  her  cock; 

”What  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?” 

”Coal  black  cock,  thigh,  thickle-thigh,  knee,  thickl© 
knee,  shin,  shickle-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe,  come 
tickle  up  my  toe  once  morei” 

1  laid  my  hand  dovm  on  her  belly; 

”iSiat  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?” 

^elly  for  to  fuck,  coal  black  cock,  thigh,  thickle- 
thigh,  knee,  thickle-knee,  shin,  shickle-shack, 
toe,  tickle-toe,  come  tickle  up  my  toe*  once  morei” 

I  laid  my  hand  dovm  on  her  breast; 
nWhat  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?” 

”Breast  f or  t  o  suck,  belly  for  to  fuck,  coal  black  cock 
thigh,  thickle-thigh,  knee,  thickle-kneS,  shin, 
shickle-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe,  come  tickle  up  my 
toe  once  morei” 


I  laid  my  hand  dovm  on  her  mouth; 

*What  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?” 

”Liouth  for  to  kiss,  breast  for  to  suck,  belly  for  to 

fuck,  coal  black  cock,  thigh,  thickle-thigh,  knee, 
thickle-knee,  shin,  shickle-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe 
come  tickle  up  my  toe  once  morel” 


VIRGIN  STURGEON 


Caviar  comas  from  virgin  sturgeon. 

Virgin  sturgeon  is  a  fish. 

Virgin  sturgeon  needs  no  urgin’. 

That’s  why  caviar’s  a  very  rare  dish. 

Oomoah .  oomnah ,  oomnah -pah-nah , 

Porno  ah .  oomnah .  oomnah-nah-nah 

I  fed  caviar  to  my  girl-friend. 

She  was  a  virgin  tried  and  true. 

Now  my  girl-friend  needs  no  urgin'; 

There  ain't  anything  she  won't  doJ 

X  fed  caviar  to  my  grandpa; 

He  was  a  man  of  ninety-four  ^ three ) , 

Screams  and  cries  were  heard  from  grandma. 
Grandpa  had  her  on  the  floor  (up  a  tree). 

Class  in  astronomy,  learning  about  stars. 
Teacher  asked  ‘Willie,  ’Have  you  seen  Mars?" 
Willie  answered  nice  and  cute, 

”1  ain't  seen  ma's,  but  pa's  got  a  beaut.’” 

Postman  called  the  first  of  Islay. 

Policeman  came  the  very  next  day. 

Nine  months  later  out  came  Jimmy; 

Who  fired  first  the  blue  or  the  gray? 

Three  little  girls,  all  powdered  and  painted, 
Met  three  little  boys  behind  the  school. 

Two  of  them  laid  and  the  other  one  fainted; 
Wasn’t  she  a  God-damned  fool? 

I  put  caviar  in  the  soda. 

That  livened  up  the  party,  sure. 

What  am  I  doing,  stripped  down  naked? 

Thought  these  girls  were  sweet  and  pure. 

1  fed  caviar  to  my  mistress; 

She  always  did  it  cheerfully. 

Now  she  does  it  with  a  vengeance  — 

Oh,  my  God,  it's  killing  me.' 


BIS  JOLLY  TIWKER 


1. 


How,  there  was  a  jolly  tinker 
Ifho  came  over  from  Prance, 

Came  over  especially 
To  learn  to  fuck  and  dance. 

Sins  a,  buzza-buzza  buzza-buzza 
Buzza-buzza  boo. 

Sjng  a_  buzza-buzza  buzza-buzza  boo.1 

Ifell ,  the  ship  which  he  came  over  on 
'The  women  were  so  few. 

First  he  fucked  the  captain. 

Then  he  fucked  the  crew. 

Well,  the  ship  which  he  came  back  in 
The  women  had  the  pox; 

So  he  shinnied  up  the  mast. 

And  he  fucked  the  double  blocks. 

And  he  went  in  the  cabin 
To  get  a  glass  of  cider. 

And  there  he  found  a  bed-bug 
A- jerkin'  off  a  spider. 

How  my  song  is  ended; 
x  c  an  *  t  sing  any  more;  . 

The  apple’s  up  ny  ass  hole. 

And  you  can  have  the  core.1 

2. 

There  was  a  jolly  tinker. 

And  he  came  from  Uufigaree, 

With  a  half  a  yard  of  fungus 
Hanging  down  below  his  knee, 

With  his  long,  lonn*  d. i  1 1  v-whs.cke r . 
Over- grown  kidney  cracker . 

Looking  for  a_  scrimmage 
Around  the  belly  whang. 

The  landlady’s  daughter. 

Coming  from  the  ball, 

Saw  the  jolly  tinker 
Lashing,  piss  against  the  wall. 

"Oh,  tinker,  oh,  tinker. 

I’m  in  love  with  you.’ 

Oh,  tinker,  oh,  tinker, 

••  ill  half  a  dollar  do?" 

Oh,  he  screwed  her  in  the  parlor, 

He  fucked  her  in  the  hall. 

And  the  servants  said,  "By  Jesus, 

He ‘11  be  jumping  on  us  alii" 


"Oh,  daughter,  oh,  daughter, 

You  ware  a  silly  fool 
To  get  to  fucking  with  a  man 
Ehose  tool  is  like  a  mul'e," 

"Oh,  mother,  oh,  mother, 

I  thought  that  I  was  able; 

But  he’  split  me  up  the  belly"* 
From  the  cunt  up  to  the  navel.' 11 


SAM  MCCALL'S  SOHO 
(Bys  Jim  Tully) 

My  name  is  Sam.  McCall, 

And  I  come  from  Donegal, 

And  I  have  no  balls  at  all,  balls  at  all. 

Oh,  my  name  is  Sam  McCall,  Sam  McCall, 

And  I'm  the  greatest  stud  that  ever  had  a  stall. 

Had  a  stall. 

Oh,  I  kicked  the  boards  all  out 
bhen  the  women  came  about; 

How  I  have  no  balls  at  all,  balls  at  all. 

There  can  be  no  room  for  balls 
bhen  your  penis  fills  the  stalls, 

Pills  the  stalls. 

Oh,  the  girlies  laugh  and  sing 
At  the  joy  I  always  bring; 

Damn  it  all , 

Damn  it  all. 

Damn  it  all.' 

Oh,  when  I  vas  just  a  lad. 

My  mother  and  my  dad 

Had  to  put  me  in  a  tent  to  hide  it. all,  hide  it  all. 

For  they  knew  when  girls  discover 
A  big  oenis  in  a  lover. 

It  would  be  the  last  of  any  lad  from  Donegal, 
Donegal,. 


And  when  Barnum  came  to  Dublin, 

He  my  father  kept  a-broublin* , 

To  make  a  circus  freak  of  Sam  McCall,  Sam  McCall* 

For  he  knew  that  all  the  women 
With  passion  would  be  swimmin* 

To  get  a  private  look  at  Sam  .McCall,  Sam  McCall. 


KAFOOZALUM 


In  olden  days  there  lived  a  maid 
Wh o  plied  a  very  ancient  trade; 

It  was  a  trade  of  ill  repute; 

In  fact  she  was  a  prostitute* 

Heigh  ho  Kafoozalum, 

The  Harlot  of  Jerusalem, 

Heigh  ho  Kaf oozalum. 

The  daughter  of  a.  rabbi j 

She  had  a  bush,  *twas  very  black, 
in  fact  the  thing  could  quite  contract 
To  fit  the  tool  of  any  fool 
That  fucked  in  all  Jerusalem* 

Nearby  there  lived  a  bastard  tall 
With  prick  so  hard  could  break  a  wall; 
*Twas  rumored  he  had  ridden  all 
The  harlots  of  Jerusalem* 

One  day  returning  from  a  spree 
His  customary  hard  had  he. 

He  spied  beneath  a  nearby  tree 
The  harlot  called  Kafoozalum* 

With  many  a  nod  and  glancing  look 
She  led  him  to  a.  nearby  brook 
And  from  his  bulging  pants  she  took 
The  pride  of  all  Jerusalem. 

She  took  his  pride  with  aim  to  please. 
And  rubbed  it  gently  Jtwixfc  her  knees. 
The  bastard  showered  all  the  trees 
And  drowned  out  half  Jerusalem. 

The  bastard  he  was  under slung; 

He  missed,  the  cunt,  and  hit  the  bung; 
And  didn't  stop  till  he  hit  the  dung 
In  the  asshole  of  Kafoozalum* 

Kafoozalum  she  knew  her  art. 

She  arched  her  back  and  blew  a  fart 
And  sent  the  bastard  like  a  dart 
Over  all  Jerusalem. 


CHRISTOPHER  COLUMBUS 


In  fourteen  hundred  and  ninety  two 
A  Dago  from  itally 
Walked  the  streets  of  sunny  Spain 
A~sho*rting,  "Hot  tamalei” 

He  knew  the  world  was  round-o; 

HisT  ballsT  hung  to  the  gj*ound-»o; 

That  Par* o  bastard  with  s??ven-vear-itch , 
That  syphilitic  s on-»of-n-bitc h3 
Was  Christopher  Colombo, 


Columbo  went  unto  the  queen 
And  asked  for  ships  and  cargo* 

And  said,  ”I:m  a  dirty  s on~of-a-bitch 
If  I  don't  bring  back  Chicago;  ” 

Columbo  paced  upon  the  deck; 

He  knew  it  was  his  duty; 

He  laid  his  whang  into  his  hand 
And  said,  wAinft  that  a  beauty?” 

A  little  girl  walked  up  the  deck 
And  peeked  in  through  the  keyhole; 

He  knocked  her  down  upon  her  brown 
And  shoved,  it  in  her  pec -hole. 


She  sprang  aloft;  her  pants  foil  off; 
The  villain  still  pursued  her; 

The  white  of  an  egg  rolled  down  her  leg 
The  son-of -a-bitch  had  screwed  her; 

Haeh  sailor  on  Columbo rs  ship 
Had  each  his  private  knothole; 

But  Columbo  was  a  superman. 

And  he  us6d  a  padded  porthole* 


Columbo  had  a  cabin  boy; 

He  loved  him  like  a  brother; 

And  every  night  they  vp-nt  to  bed 
And  laid  upon  each  other. 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights 
They  sailed  in  search  of  booty; 

They  spied  a  whore  upon  the  shore  — 

My  God,  she  was  a  beautyi 

All  the  men  jumped  overboard, 

A-shedding  coats  and  collars; 

In  fifteen  minutes  by  the  clock 
She  made  ten  thousand  dollars; 

Tho  se  vre re  the  days  of  no  olap  cure; 

The  doctors  vrare  not  many; 

The  only  doc*  that  he  could  find 
ha s  a  son-of -a-bitch  named  Benny. 

Columbo  strode  un  to  the  doc’; 

His  smile  serene  and  nlacid; 

The  God-damned  doc !  burned  off  his  cock 
'With  hydrochloric  acid. 


OUR  GOODMAN 
(Child t274) 


The  old  man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  ho  could  be; 

He  saw  a  horse  stand  in  the  stable, 
Tfnere.his  horse  ought  to  be. 

"My  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wifo. 

My  own  dear  wife,”  said  he; 

”S7hosa  horse  is  that  there  in  the  stall, 
T?here  my  horse  ought  to  be?” 

*You  blind  fool,  you  damned  fool, 

Can*t  you  plainly  see? 

That 1 s  the  heifer  calf 
Your  mother  sent  to  me.” 

”It*s  a  long  road  I  rve  traveled. 

And  many  a  mile  it.  used  to  be; 

But  harness  on  a  heifer  calf 
I  never  before  did  see.” 


The  old  man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  d runic  as  he  could  be; 

He  saw  a  hat  upon  the  rack. 

Where  his  hat  ought  to  be. 

”My  dears st  wife,  my  darling  wife. 

My  own  dear  wife,  ”  said,  he; 

Whose  hat  is  that  upon  the  rack, 
there  my  hat  ought  to  be?” 

”You  damned  fool,  you  blind  fool. 
Can't  you  plainly  see? 

That's  nothing  but  the  chamber-pot 
iour  mother  sent  to  me.” 

”It's  a  long  road  I*ve  traveled, 

And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 

But  ear-flaps  on  a  chamber-pot 
I  never  before  did  see.” 


The  old  man  cams  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  be; 

He  saw  a  coat  upon  the  -'all, 

Where  his  coat  ought  to  be* 

”My  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife, 

Mv  oval  dear  wife,”  said,  he; 

"Those  coat  is  that  upon  the  wall , 
Where  ray  coat  ought  to  be?  ” 

’You  damned  fool,  you  blind  fool. 
Can’t  you  plainly  see? 

Th at s  s  t h q  new  p o tt i c  oat 
Your  mother  sent  to  me.” 


"it^s  a  Ions;  road.Ifve  traveled, 
And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 
But  sleeves  upon  a  petticoat 
1  never  before  did  see." 


The  old -man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  be; 

Ha  saw  a  head  upon  the  bed, 

-'here  his  head  ought  to  be, 

"My  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife. 

My  own  dear  wife,"  said  he; 

"Yshose  head  is  that  upon  the  bed, 

Ydaere  my  head  ought  to  be?" 

$You  damned  fool  ,  you  blind  fool. 

Can't  you  plainly  see? 

That 1  s  the  c  abb  age  -h  e  ad 
Tour  mother  sent  to  me®  " 

"it's  a  long  road  I*ve  traveled. 

And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 

But  hair  unon  a  cabbage-head 
I  never  before  did  see." 

The  old  man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  be; 

Ha  saw  a  thing  up  in  her  thing, 

Ixher e  his  thing  ought  to  be. 

nHy  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife. 

My  own  dear  wife,  "  said  he; 

’Vfhose  thing  is  that  up  in  your  thing, 
Ydiere  my  thing  ought  to  be?" 

"To u  damned  fool,  you  blind  fool. 

Can  t  you  plainly  see? 

Ih&t^s  the  rolling  pin 
Your  mother  sent  to  me. " 

"it  *  s  a  long  road  I*ve  traveled. 

And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 

But  a  rolling-pin  with  balloclcs  on 
I  never  before  did  see." 


3HE  BALL  OP  BALLYMCKE 


4Twas  the  gathering  of  the  clansmen, 
And  all  the  lads  were  there , 

A-lyin1  with  the  lassies 
An'  stroking  silky  hair. 

Thg  king  was  in  his  counting-house 
A-counting  out  his  money; 

The  qu9en  was  in  the  parlor 
A-plavin'  with  her  hunny. 

There  was  fuckin1  in  the  parlor; 

There  was  fuckin*  in  the  sticks. 

Ye  kinna  hear  the  music 

For  the  swishin*  o*  the  pricks. 

The  farmer's  daughter  she  was  there, 
A- s bandin'  out  in  front; 

A  wreath  o*.  roses  in  her  hair 
An*  a  carrot  in  her  cunt. 

Thera  are  cunts  wi*  the  syphilis. 

An*  cunts  wi  ■  the  piles. 

An*  cunts  wi  '  their  assholes 
All  wreathed  up  in  smiles. 

Under  the  spreading  Chesthut  tree 
The  village  idiot  stands. 

Amusin'  himself  bv  abusin'  himself 
An'  catchin'  the  drips  in  his  hands. 

The  preacher's  wife  she  was  there. 

Her  back  against  the  wall , 

A-callin'  to  the  laddies, 

"Gome  ye  one  an1  all.’" 

The  bride  was  in  the  bridal  suite 

Explainin'  to  the  groom 

That  the  vagina,  not  the  rectum. 

Is  the  entrance  to  the  womb. 

Old  MacTavish,  the  rector,  was  there. 
And  so  surprised  to  see 
Four  and  twenty  maidenheads 
A-hanging  from  a  tree. 

The  doctor  was  in  the  parlor 
Admonishing  the  maid, 

"lou'd  better  stop  your  twitching 
If  you're  itching  to  be  laid J " 

And  when  the  ball  was  over. 

They  all  lay  down  to  rest. 

Saying  the  music  was  delightful 
But  the  fucking  was  the  besti 


THE  mi  OF  DERBYSHIRE 


Oh,  I  went  down  to  Darby  Town, 

All  on  a  rainy  day. 

And  there  I  saw  the  finest  sheep 
That  ever  was  fed  on  hay! 

Oh,  ram-do-doodle-de-Sarby; 

Oh,  r am- d o - d o o d 1 e - d e - d a y ; 

Now,  wasn't  that  the  finest  sheep 
That-  ever  was  fed  on  hay.' 

Every  tooth  it  had.  Sir, 

Was  hollow  to  the  horn; 

Every  tooth  it  had,  boys. 

Held,  forty  barrels  of  corn. 

The  wool  on  that  rem’s  neck,  boys, 

It  grew  most  neat  and  fine. 

And  spun  two  thousand  bolts  of  cloth 
As  fine  as  any  twine. 

The  wool  on  that  ram-s  belly  grew 
Until  it  reached  the  ground; 

Hie  owner  trying  to  weigh  the  wool 
Broke  his  weigher  down. 

The  wool  on  that  ram's  back  grew 
until  it  reached  the  sky; 

And  ravens  built  their  nests  in  it, 

For  I  heard  their  young 'uns  cry. 

Yes,  the  wool  on  that  ram:s  back,  boys. 
Actually  grew  up  to  the  moon; 

The  Devil  went  up  in  January, 

And  never  got  back  till  June. 

S^ch  a  sheep  as  this  I've  never  seen 
Since  the  day  that  I  was  born; 

It  took  a  buzzard  forty  years 
To  fly  from  horn  to  horn* 

The  mutton  this  ram,  when  killed. 

Fed  a  million  men  and  more; 

The  blood  it  turned  a  water-mi.il 
That  was  never  turned  before. 

It  took  all  the  hoys  in  Darby  Town 
To  haul  away  his  bones;' 

It  took  all  the  girls  in  Darby  Sown 
To  roll  away  his  stones. 

Now,  the  man  that  owned  this  mighty  ram 
has  counted  very  rich; 

But  the  one  tvr  t  made  this  silly  song 
Was  a  dirty  s on- of -a- bitch.' 


DE  3K0KK  I  HUNT 


I’m  hunt  da  bear,  I'm  hunt  bull  moose, 
I*m  sometimes  hunt  de  rat; 

Las'  week  X  take  ma  hax  an'  go 
For  hunt  a  s Iconic  polecat. 


Ms.  fr0n:  Beal  say  ha's  very  fine  .fur 
An1  same tarn  good  to  heat; 

I  tell  ma  wife  I  got  fur  coat. 

Same tom  I  get  some  meat. 

I  walk  'bout  two,  three,  five,  seex  mile; 

I  foel  one  damn  strong  smell; 

Tink  rnebbe  dat  damn  skonk  she  die. 

Fur  coat  she's  gone  to  hell. 

Porsoon  bimeby  I  see  dat  skonk 
Close  up  b^r  ofie  beeg  tree; 

I  sneak  up  ver '  ver*  close  bellin', 

I  taenk  she  no  see  me. 

Bimeby  I'm  up  there  ver1  ver*  closo; 

X  raise  my  hax  up  high; 

Dat  Goddam  skonk  she  up  an*  plunk. 

Trow  something  in  ma  heye. 

Oh  sacre  bleu,'  I  teenk  I'm  blin* 

Jees  Chris.1  I  no  can  see; 

I  pun  all  roun'  an1  roun'  an'  roun* 

And  bunk  in  Goddam  tree. 

X  drop  my  gun;  by  Gar,  I  run; 

I  light  out  for  de  shack; 

I  teenk  'bout  hand rod  million  skonk 
She  clim'  up  on  ma  back. 

Ma  wife  she  meet  me  hat  de  door; 

She  sick  on  me  de  dog; 

She  say,  "You  no  sleep  here  tonight; 

Go  out  an'  sleep  wit*  hog." 

I  try  to  climb  in  dat  pig-pen; 

Jees  Chris/  no  what  you  teenk? 

Dat  Goddam  hog  ha  up  and  goes 
On  'count,  of  awful  steenk. 

So  I'm  no  more  go  hunt  de  skonk 
For  get  his  fur  arr  meat; 

Say  if  he  pees  he  smell  so  bad, 

Jees  Chris;  'What  if  he  sheet/ 


ms  CAT -AS  S  -  TROPHY 

(As  told  by  the  Fronch-Canadian  Trapnor) 

I  hunt  ze  bear,  I  hunt  ze  rat; 

Sometimes,  by  Gar,  I  hunt  ze  cat. 

Last  wik  i  take  my  hax  in  hand; 
x  go  to  hunt  za  skunk  pole-cat. 

My  fren’  Bill  he  say 

Vsr  ’  good  fur,  same  time  good  meat; 

So  I  tell  ay  wife  she  get  fur  coat. 

Same  time,  get  good  eat. 

So  I  walk  one,  two,  three,  four,  f i  :  mile. 
An"  i  feel  one,  awful  smell. 

An*  1  tink  dat  skunk  she  mone.  an1  die. 

An*  fur  coat  gone  to  hell. 

nyme-by  I. get  up  pretty  close; 

I  raise  my  haw  up  high; 

An’  God  dam  skunk,  she  up  an*  trow 
Something  —  plunk  I  —  right  in  my  eye. 

Sacre  bleu!  I  tink  I  blind! 

Jees  Chrise!  I  no  can  see; 

X  run  aroon*  an*  roun*  an*  roun* 

An’  bump  in  God  dam  tree! 

I  curse,  I  swear,  x  tear  out  hair! 

Byrne -by  X  light  out  for  ze  shack; 
x  tink  one  million  pole -cat  skunks 
Clime  right  up  on  my  back! 

liy  wife  she  meat  me  at  ze  door; 

She  sic  on  me  ze  dog; 

She  say,  "fou  no  sleep  here  wi !  me; 

Tou  go  sleep  y;iz  ze  hog!  " 

So  I  go  out  by  pig-pen. 

An*  say!  TJhat  do  you  sink? 

Zat  God • dam  hog  get  up  an*  leave 
On  'count  of  awful  stink. 

So  I  no  hunt  ze  skunk  no  more 
For  to  get  his  fur  an*  meat, 

For  if  his  pee  she  smell  so  bad, 

Jees  Chriso!  what  if  he  sheet! 


THE  OLD  CHISHOLM  TRAIL 


Oh,  I'm  tired  picking  cotton 
And  I’m  poor  as  a  snail; 

So  I’m  going  punching  cattle 
On  the  old  Chisholm  Trail. 

Come  a  ti  yi  ’ yipp_Y.* 

Come  a.  ti  yl 

C  ome  a.  ti.  yl  vinov  vioov  vavl 

I  hit  Butts,  Montana, 

On  July  tho  third? 

By  the  Fourth  of  July 

1  couldn’t  shit  a  dry  tird.’ 

I  -sms  there  six  weeks 
Before  I  set  sail 
A-p tilling  for  Texas 

On  the  old  Chisholm  Trail. 

Tney  fed  us  on  sow  belly 

And  the  work  was  mighty  hard. 
And  for  sixteen  weeks 
I  shit  pure  lard. 

Tney  called  me  one  morning 
To  go  on  guard; 

It  was  cold  as  hell 

And  raining  mighty  hard. 

it  was  cold  as  hell 

And  coming  on  to  rain. 

And  my  damned  old  slicker’s 
In  the  imgon  again; 

With  my  feet  in  the  stirrups 
Ana  my  ass  in  the  saddle, 

1  swore  and  1  wrastlad 

With  them  long  horned  cattle. 

Says  I,  ’’Old  boss, 

I  may  look  like  a  fool. 

But  really  this  weather 
Is  too  damn  cool i  " 

Heifer  went  loco. 

And  the  boas  said,  "Kill  it  i  " 
Shot  him  in  the  arse 

With  a  long-handled  skillet. 

l  went  to  the  foreman 

To  figures  out  my  roll; 

He  figured  ms  out 

Twenty  dollars  in  the  hole. 

I  jumped  on  my  pony, 

tod  I  let  out  a  yell; 

Says  I,  "Old  boss. 

You  can  fro  to  hell,*" 

”.t  ou  can  go  to  hellJ  *’ 

Says  I  to  the  boss; 

"I  m  the  best  damn  cowboy 
That  ewer  rode  a  hoss.‘” 


I  m  going  to  town 
.To  see  my  honey; 

I’m  going  to  town 
T©  spend  ray  money. 

I’m  on  my  pony. 

And  a -coming  on  the  runt 
The  best  damn  cowboy 

That  ever  pulled  a  gun.' 

i  hit  Fort  Worth,  Texas, 

With  t" o  hundred  clunks, 
tod  I  went  on  a.  bunt 

With  a  damn  swell  cunt 1 

Now,  Miss  Sal  Johnson 

is  a  mi  adit y  nice  squaw. 

And  she  lives  on  the  banks 
Of  the  great  Mushataw. 

The  hair  on  her  head 

Was  a  piss -burnt  color. 

And  the  crabs  on  her  ass 

Kept  a-fuoking  one  another.’ 

She  hart  bubbles  on  her  breast 
Like  a  four- leaf  table, 
tod  her  cunt  it  was  stretched 
From  her  ass  to  her  navel. 

Asked  her  to  fuck  her. 

And  I  offered  her  a  quarter; 
Says  she,  "Mister  Man, 

I*m  a  decent  man's  daughter. 

"When  Sal  Johnson  died, 

I  shed  no  tears; 
j.  said,  "Bartender, 

Give  me  forty-nine  beers;" 

It  was  damn  fine  doings. 

But  I  ran  it  too  close; 

And  I  wound  up 

With  a  hell  of  a  dose.5 

I  went  to  Hie  doctor; 

He  said  I  had  the  clapp; 

Save  me  a  little  bag 

So  my  dingus  wouldn't  flap; 

I  went  to  a  surgeon; 

He  said  I  had  the  siphs 
A  hell  of  a  dose 

For  a  damned  old  stiff; 

I  was  there  six  weeks 

Before  they  turned  me  loose 
And  I  had  to  soak  my  cock 
In  tobacco  juice; 

T/ith  my  feet  in  the  saddle, 

And  my  ass  in  the  sky. 

I’ll  quit  punching  cattle 
In  the  sweet  by  and  by; 


FHAMKIB  AKD  WCHNHIB 


Frankie  and  Johnnie  were  lovers; 

Oh,  my  (Jodi  how  they  could  love! 

They  swore  to  be  true  to  each  other. 

True  as  the  stars  up  above* 

He  is  her  man;  he  wouldn  ‘  t  do  her  no  wrong! 

Frankie  goes  down  to  the  bar-room, 

Just  to  get  a  bucket  of  beer; 

She  says  to  the  big  fat  bartender, 

"Is  ray  lover,  Johnny,  been  here? " 

"He  is  my  man;  he  wouldn't  do  me  no  wrong!  f! 

"I  wouldn  ?t  tell  you  no  story, 

I  wouldn  t  tell  you  no  lie; 

I  saw  your  man  about  an  hour  ago 
With  a  whore  n^med  Kellie  Bly; 

He  is  your  man,  but.  he  vs  doing  you  wrong!  " 

Frankie  goes  down  to  the  whorehouse. 

Peeks  in  at  the  window  so  high; 

There  she  sees  her  lover,  Johnnie, 
Fingar-fuckin*  He  Hie  Bly; 

He  is  her  man,  but  hers  doing  her  wrong J 

Frankie  went  down  to  the  pawnshop. 

She  didn‘t  go  there  for  fun; 

She  pawned  her  blue-silk  kimono 
For  a  shiny  blue-steel  gun* 

He  is  her  man,  but  he's  doing  her  wrong i 

Frankie  went  back  to  the  whorehouse; 

She  rang  the  old  whorehouse  bell; 

"Stand  back,  y  ou  whores  and  bitches. 

Or  1*11  blow  you  all  to  belli" 

"He  is  my  man,4  but  he  !s  doing  me  wrong i  9 

Frankie  shot  Johnnie  once, 

Frankie  shot  Johnnie  twice; 

The  third  time  Frankie  shot  Johnnie, 

He  hollered,  "Jesus  Christ!  tT 
nI  was  your  man,  but  1  done  you  wrong i ?? 

"Roll  me  over  so  slowly; 

Hold  me  tight,  little  Hell; 

Roll  me  over  very  gently. 

For  these  bullets  hurt  like  hell* 

I  was  her  man,  but  1  done  her  wrong!  n 

Bring  out  the  rubber-tired,  carriages. 

Bring  out  the  rubber-tired  hacks; 

Ten  men  going  to  the  graveyard, 

Hire  men  comint?  back; 

He  was  her  man,  but  he  done  her  wrongi 

Last  time  1  saw  Frankie , 

She  was  riding  on  an  east-bound  train, 
wearing  diamonds  big  as  hoss-tirds. 

And  go  in?:  under  a  different  name* 

She  shot  her  man,  *  cause  he  do  n«  her  wrong! 


NBVefiMORji 

(Farody  on  Poe's  The  Raxren ) 


Once  upon  a  midnight  dreary,  whan  of  smoking  I  was  weary. 

And  had  drunk  my  pint  of  whiskey  and  was  wishing  there  was  more. 
Suddenly  there  came  a  tapping,  sounded  like  some  female  rapping, 
Rapning  like  the  very  devil,  .just  outside  my  chamber  door j 
’Sis  some  chippy  seeking  entrance,  just  as  they  have  done  before  — 
Only  this  and  nothing  more.' 

And  the  smoke-rings  now  more  certain  drifting  up  above  the  curtain 
iVarnod  me,  told  me  with  fantastic  curling,  words  l'd  heard  before; 
As  I  sat  there,  still  delaying,  in  my  heart  I  kept  on  saving? 
"Naughty  female,  thus  assaying  entrance  at  my  chamber  door; 
i’ll  arouse  and  let  her  enter,  even  though  she  be  a  whore  -- 
Lot  her  enter,  nothing  more." 

Open  wide  1  threw  the  aortal,  and  before  me  stood  a  mortal 
That  in  wildest  dreams  of  fancy  I  had  never  seen  before; 

While  each  palpitating  hubby  seemed  so  fine  and  smooth  and  chubby 
That  my  spirits  rose  within  me,  just  my  spirits,  nothing  more; 

Then  I  suddenly  grew  bolder  just  inside  my  chamber  door. 

Bolder,  yes,  but  nothing  more.* 

Oh,  how  well  I  do  remember,  on  that  fourteenth  of  December i 
And  the  fifteenth  that  she  left  me,  then  our  little  dream  was  o’er; 
’Twas  a  dream  without  a  sleeping,  and  with  sad,  reproachful  weeping 
For  she  showed  me  red  spots  —  red  spots  caused,  she  said,  by  hymen 
gore  — 

Told  me  this  all  as  she  stood  there  just  inside  my  chamber  door, 
Told  me  this  and  nothing  more. 


Ah,  distinctly  I  remember,  'twas  the  fifth© nth  of  December; 
Better  still  do  1  remember,  s equal  of  nine  days  before.' 

Now  my  penis,  never  skipping,  still  is  dripping,  over  dripping, 
Avery  morning,  every  evening,  dripping  on  the  bath-room  floor; 
For  my  painful,  dripping  penis  certain  surcease  I  implore  — 
Penitent  and  very  sore.’ 


Deep  into  the  darkness  peering,  every  nisrht  I  lie  here  hearing 
k.'or d s  so  softly  spoken  in  the  silence  by  that  winsome  whore; 

But  with  vows  not  soon  forgotten,  every  time  I  change  the  cotton. 
Loud  I  cuss  that  gentle  tapping  once  outside  my  chambfer  door: 

Damn  the  chippy,  damn  the  dripping,  painful,  on  my  bath-room  floor.’ 
For  your  uncle  ■ —  Nevermore.1 


fflK  SCULPTOR  FROM  TKMESSES 


0  say,  my  friends,  and  have  you  heard 
The  talo  that  is  told  in  Weatherford, 

Of  the  deed  that  was  done  in  an  art  musee 
By  a  modern  sculptor  from  Tennessee? 

There  aru  other  tales  th&t  are  somewhat  gory. 
And  celebrated  in  song  and  story; 

But  the  three  blind,  mice  and  the  farmer’s  wife 
hho  cut  their  tails  with  a  carving  knife. 

Could  not  compare  with  statues  threw, 

Who  met  with  the  selfsame  cruelty. 

This  modern  sculptor  was  fresh  and  green. 

And  he  evidently  had  never  .seen. 

Since  he  left  the  scenes  of  his  native  heather, 
A  statue  posed  in  the  altogether. 

So  he  called  for  a  chisel  and  hammer  and  tong. 
To  handle  the  thing  that  didn't  belong 
In  the  realm  of  art;  and  with  one  swift  blow 
He  removed  the  cause  of  old  Adam’s  wroe. 

And  loft  the  poor  statues  standing  there. 

The  pictures  of  impotent,  wild  despair* 


That  night  as  he  slept  in  his  trundle-bed 
The  spooks  cone  floating  around  his  head. 

They  pointed  their  fingers  at  him  in  scorn. 

And  made  him  wish  he  had  never  been  born; 

There  wcrj  doctors  there,  and  sculptors,  too. 

And  they  raised  a  regular  hullabaloo; 

The  doctors  shrieked,  ”You  measly  skate ! 

Who  gave  you  license  to  amputate?” 

And.  the  sculptors  screamed,  ”You  infernal  quack! 

You’d  batter  get  busy  and  put  them  back; 

For  if  you  don*t,  we?ll  cut  ~  ahem! 

We ’ll  do  unto  you  as  you  did  unto  them!” 

They  flourished  their  knives  in  fiendish  glee. 

While  the  old  man  begged  on  his  bended  knee. 

And  told  them  they  mustnlt  emasculate 
A  man  so  essential  to  church  and  state; 
nThis  world,”  said  ha,  ”wi  1 1  go  straight  to  perdition, 
unless  I  can  issue  a  second  edition*” 

At  this  his  inquisitors  formed  a  ring. 

And.  danced  a.  regular  Highland  fling; 

They  rode  him  around  from  Beersheba  to  Dan, 

Till  he  woke ,  a  sadder  and  wiser  man* 

That  day  the  illustrious  president 
Bought  him  a  bottle  of  good  cement. 

And  returned  to  the  school  with  a  single  thought? 

To  repair  the  damage  that  he  had  wrought* 

But  there  many  a  slip  *twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip  -- 
And  the  boys  hadivt  left  him  a  single  chip; 

Those  innocent  cherubs  of  tender  years 
Had  carried  them  off  for  souvenirs* 

Thera  was  naught  remaining  for  him  to  do 
But  to  manufacture  a  thin?  or  tyro* 

So  he  worked  with  a  chisel,  with  me  ght  and  main. 

Till  his  mind  gave  way  with  the  horrible  strain; 

For  the  only  model  he  had,  el  as! 

Was  the  one  he  saw  in  the  looking-glass. 

Imagine  the  stalwart  Hercules 

"With  pygmy  attachments ,  if  you  please, 


.And  I  think  you  will  then  be  prepared  to  say. 

No  wonder  the  old  mail 1  s  mind  gave  way® 

Now  the  modern  sculptor  is  running  rife. 

With  pincers  and  saw  and  carving  knife? 

And  if  you  linger  around  the  gate, 
i‘oufll  be  a.  eunuch,  as  sure  as  fata* 

He  never  stops  for  bone  or  gristle. 

But  whittles  them  off  as  slick  as  a  whistle; 

For  he  hones  to  find,  when  he  looks  them  over. 

An  apnendage  to  fit  on  the  Disdus  Thrower, 

A  matdh  for  Apollo  (the  Belvedere), 

And  another  for  Hercules’,  too,  I  hear* 

But  you  never  can  find  in  a  little  town 
A  very  good  fit  in  a  hand-me-down; 

Good  models  are  scarce  in  these  latter  days  — 
For  average  men  look  more  like  jays; 

And  that  is  the  reason,  I  apprehend. 

That  no  one  can  tall  where  the  trouble  will  end* 

The  moral  to  this  isn*t  hard  to  find; 

The  nastiness  is  all  in  your  mind; 

So,  unless  for  sculpture  you  have  a  knack, 

Don  *  t  take  things  off  that  you  can't  put  back* 

--Mrs*  Nell  A*  Snider,  1910* 


Suzanne  was  a  lady 

Suzanne  was  a  girl  with  plant:/  of  class 

Who  knocked  them  all  dead  when  she  -wiggled  her 

Eyes  at  the  fellows,  as  girls  sometimes  do, 

To  make  suite  plain  she  wanted  to 
Take  in  a  movie,  or  go  for  a  sail. 

And  then  hurry  home  for  a  niece  of 

Cake  or  ice  cream  or  a  slice  of  roast  duck. 

And  after  each  meal  she  was  ready  to 
Go  for  a  ride  or  a  stroll  on  the  dock 
With  any  young  man  with  a  sizeable 
Roll  of  big  bills  and  a  pretty  good  front, 

And  if  he  talked  fast,  she  would  show/  him  her 
Little  pet  dog  wh6  was  subject  to  fits. 

And  maybe  8he*d  let  him  take  hold  of  her 

Little  white  hands,  then  with  a  movement  so  quick, 

Why,  she*d  reach  right  over  and  tickle  his 

Chin  while  she  showed  a  trick  she  learned  in  Franc 

And  ask  the  poor  fellow  to  take  off  his 

Goat  while  she  sang  of  the  Mandalay  Shore, 

For  whatever  she  was,  Suzanne  was  no  BORE; 


THE  BASTARD  KING  OF  ENGLAND 
(By;  Rudyard  Kipling) 

Oh,  the  bards  they  sing  of  an  English  king 
Hho  lived  long  years  ago; 

And  he  ruled  his  land  with  an  iron  hand. 

But  his  mind  was  weak  and  low. 
lie  ms  used  to  hunt  the  royal  stag 
kith in  his  royal  wood. 

But  Vfcwas  none  but  knew  his  greatest  sport 
Has  pulling  his  royal  pud. 

And  his  nether  garb  was  a  woolen  shirt 
Hhich  used  to  hide  his  hide; 

But  this  undershirt  couldn't  hide  the  dirt 
That  no  one  could  abide. 

He  was  wild  -and  wooly  and  full  of  fleas 
That  humans  ne'er  could  stand; 

And  his  terrible  dong  to  his  knees  hung  down  — 
The  Bastard  King  of  i&nglandi 

How,  the  queen  of  Spain  was  an  amorous  dame, 

A  sprightly  dame  was  she. 

And  she  longed  to  fool  with  his  Majesty's  tool 
So  far  across  the  sea. 

So  she  sent  a  note  to  the  dirty  king 
By  her  royal  messenger. 

And  requested  his  Majesty's  sailing  to  Spain 
To  spend  a  month  with  her. 

But  when  Philip  of  France  got  the  news  one  day. 
He  turned  to  ail  his  court. 

And  he  said;  W£y  fair  oueen  prefers  this  clown 
Because  my  tool  is  short.  t? 

So  he  sent  abroad  Marquis  Siphylissap, 
oho  smacked  of  fairyland , 

To  supply  the  queen  with  a  dose  of  clap 
To  trap  our  Dear  Old  midland. 

Then  the  news  of  this  filthy  deed  was  heard 
In  'Windsor's  merry  halls. 

And,  the  king  did  swear  he  would  have  anon 

The  Frenchman 1 s  greasy  balls. 

v> o  he  offered  the  half  of  all  his  lands. 

And  the  whole  of  Queen  Hortense, 

jlo  the  trusty  lord  of  his  English  court 

V’tho'd  nut  the  King  of  France. 

So  the  loyal  Duke  of  &'ssexshirt* 

Betook  himself  to  France; 

'then  he  swore  he  was  a  fruitier  the  king 
Took  down  his  royal  pants; 

Then  around  his  prong  he  tied  a  thong 
And  gaily  galloped  along. 

Till  at.  last  in  -And sorts  merry  halls. 

Was  the  Frenchmen  and  his  dong. 

And  the  king  threw  up  and  he  shit  his  pants; 

For  in  the  lengthy  ride 

The  thbng  had  stretched  by  a  yard  or  more 
The  fucking  Frenchman's  pride. 

And  th ten  all  the  ladies  of  London  town 
Who  saw  the  mighty  stand 

Griod  aloud,  nTo  hell  -with  the  tynglish  crown 4 n 
And  made  jrhilip  King  of  bug  Land. 


THE  BASTARD  KING  OF  EKGLMD 


The  minstrels  sing  of  an  English  king  wh o  many  long  years  ago 
Kuled  his  land  with  an  iron  hand,  and  his  mind  was  weak  and  low. 

He  loved  to  hunt  the  royal  stag  within  the  royal  wood; 

But  his  favorite  occupation  was  to  pull  the  royal  pud,' 

Hail  to  the  baatord  Kin?:  of  England.1 

His  only  undergarment  was  a  dirty  undershirt 

Tdiich  half  concealed  the  royal  hide  but  failed  to  hide  the  dirt* 

He  was  wild  and  wooly  and  full  of  fleas 
And  his  terrible  tool  hung  down  to  his  knees. 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King  of  England,1 

The  Queen  of  Spain  was  a  sprightly ' dame,  a  sprightly  dame  was  she. 

Sho  loved  to  fool  with  the  royal  tool  of  the  king  across  the  sea. 

She  sent  a  special  message  by  a  royal  messenger 

To  ask  the  ling  of  England  if  he  wouldn  ft  sleep  with  her, 

Hs.il  to  the  Bastard.  King  of  England! 

The  King  of  France  heard  the  news  and  summoned  the  royal  court. 

He  told  them  how  he  had  lost  because  his  tool  was  short* 

He  summoned  the  Count  of  Ziggidysap,  to  give  the  queen  a  dose  of  clap 
By  which  to  bitch  the  bastard  King  of  England. 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King  of  England! 

The  King  of  England  heard  the  news  outside  the  castle  walls. 

He  swore  upon  his  testicles  he*d  have  the  Frenchie's  balls* 

He  offered  half  his  kingdom  and  a  piece  of  Queen  Hortense 
To  any  loyal  subject  who  would  down  the  King  of  France, 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King  of  England  ! 

The  Earl  of  Sussex  mounted  his  horse  and  betook  himself  to  France. 

He  swore  he  was  a  fairy,  and  the  King  took  down  his  pants. 

He  knotted  a  thong  around  his  dong,  and  mounted  his  horse  and  rodtj 
along. 

And  brought  him  to  the  bastard  King  of  England* 

Hail  to  the  Bastard  King  of  England! 

The  King  of  England  shot  his  load  and  fainted  on  the  floor. 

For  during  the  ride  his  rival’s  pride  had  stretched  three  yards  or 
more ; 

The  merry  maids  of  England  came  down  to  London  town 
And  shouted  round  the  castle’s  wallls s 

^To  hell  with  the  English  crown!  ” 

The  king  usurped  the  royal  throne; 

His  sceptre  was  the  royal  bone 

By  which  he  bitched  the  bastard  King  of  England. 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King  of  England! 


THE  BALLAD  OP  KING  FARUK  AND  QUEEN  FARIDA 

0  we  ?re  all  black  bastards  ,  but  we  do  love  our  king. 

Every  night  at  the.  flicks  you  can  hear  us  fuckin'  sings 
Quais  ketir,  King  Faruk, 

Quais  ketir,  King  Faruk, 

Oh,  you  canrt  fuck  Farinda  if  you  donft  pay  Far uk. 

0  we ‘re  just  fuckin'  wags,  but  we  do  love  him  so. 

And  wa  all  do  without  just  to  keep  him  on  the  £o; 

From  Solium  to  Bblluch, 

Tel  el  Kebir  to  Tobruk * 

Oh,  you  can’t  fuck  Farida  if  you  don't  pay  Faruk. 

0  we’re  just  daxnnad  niggers  that  .a  bugger  brouth  to  birth. 

But  when  we  have  a  bint,  then  we  want  our  money's  worth. 

You  may  have  a  tarboosh, 

A  gamel,  a  gamoos. 

But  you  can't  fuck  Farida  if  you  ain't  got  filoos. 

0  it's  no  use  to  say,  if  you  want  to  have  it  in, 

TIBe  a  sport.  King  FarukJ*w  He  would  only  fuckin’  grin. 

You  may  beg  on  your  knees. 

He  would  just  say  T^!afeesh.  n 
Oh, you  won't  get  Farida  if  you  don't  give  baksheesh. 

0  his  subjects  all  tell  of  the  fame  of  King  Faruk 
From  Gezira  to  Turf,  from  Helwan  to  Bab-el-Louk. 

They  can  tell  what  a  sell. 

Hang  their  balls  on  a  .hook. 

For  they  can't  fuck  Farida  if  they  don’t  fuck  Faruk i 

If  her  boudoir  you  pass  'tween  the  hours  of  ten  and  two. 

You  will  see  all  the  Y/afd  standing  waiting  in  a  queue. 

Though  Hahas  ain't  an  ass. 

Though  Hahas  is  a  crook. 

Still  he  can*t  fuck  Farida  if  he  don't  pay  Faruk. 

U  it's  not  hard  to  see  poor  Delilah's  up  a  tree, 

For  the  "She w  wears  the  horns  in  the  Lamps  on  f  ami  lee. 

Uld  Sir  Miles  with  his  wiles 
-  in  advance  tries  to  book 
Still  he  can‘t  fuck  Farida  if  he  don  t  pay  Faruk. 

If  you  feel  like  a  grind  when  you’ve  had  a  pint  of  beer. 

To  the  berka  wend  your  way,  where  it  ain't  too  fuckin’  dear. 
%aais  ketir,  mangariyeh, 

Quas  ketir  gonorrhoea, 

Shuf tv  kus  o  Got  filoos?  Shove  it  up  --  from  the  rear  I 

Queen  Farida’s  very  <way  when  Faruk  has  eot  his  ray, 
but  she  ain’t  so  bloedin4  glad  when  she’s  in  the  family  way. 
Stanna  shwayai  0  desire. 

Stanna  shwayai  Full  your  wire. 

ruil  your  oud.  Does  it  good.  Send  it  higher.1  Send  it  higher; 

King  Faruk i  King  Faruk:  Hang  your  ballocks  on  a  hook: 

King  Faruk J  Kinr  F&ruki  Let  the  swaddles  have  a  look. 

Quais  ketir  AbassiaJ 
Bags  o’  beer.  Shit  and  fear l 
up  your  pifoej  Take  a  swipoi  Quais  ketir J 


Quais  ketir 1 


0  this  song  that  you’ve  heard  is  the  song  the  GAppos  sing. 
And  they'd  sine  just  the  sane  if  we  made  old  Nahas  king, 
Quais  ketir,  Nahas  Pash, 

Quais  ketir,  Nahas  Pash, 

Oh,  we  won't  mind  your  morals  if  you  hand  out  the  cash. 

And  this  song  that  you've  heard  is  the  son?  the  Gipoos  sing. 
And  they'd  sing  just  the  same  .if  they'd  Rommel  for  a  king. 
Quais  ketir,  Rommel  dear, 

Quais  ketir,  Rommel  dear. 

Oh,  we're  glad  you've  won  the  battle  and  we're  so  bucked 
you're  here;' 

Then  sing  Sieg  Heil  for  Egypt's  King 
And  to  his  feet  your  tributes  bring. 

Quais  ketir.  King  Faruk, 

Quais  ketir,  King  Faruk, 

Oh,  you  can't  fuck  Farida  if  you  don't  pay  Faruk. 


Tunes  Snlam  el  Malik  (Egyptian  National  Anthem). 

The  version  as  sung  (1942)  in  the  First  South  African  Division, 
Seventh  Armored  Division,  Ninth  Australian  Division,  Second  New 
Zealand  Division,  and  Fifty  First  Highland  Division. 

Glossary  (Arabic) 

Quais  ketir  —  plenty  good;  bint  woman;  tarboosh  —  fez;  gamel 
—  camel;  gamoos  - —  water  buffalo;  filoos  —  money;  mafeesh  — 
"there  ain't  none*';  Bab-el-Louk  —  Cairene 'railway  terminus;  stan- 
na  shwava  —  take  it  easy  (Lit,  stay  a  little). 

"Sung  by  the  troops  in  all  the  civilian  cinemas,  when  the  Egyptian 
national  anthem  was  played. ”  --  Cecil  Woolf,  London,  19hl. 

Additional  Glossary 

Abaasia  —  a  suburb  of  Cairo;  !Tog  —  an  Arab;  Nahas  Pasha  lead¬ 
er  of  the  7‘afdist  Party;  up  a  tree  —  pregnant;  Berka  —  Arab 
quarter;  mangariyeh  —  food;  cus  —  female  pudendum;  Swaddles  — 
British  troops;  Giopos  — -  Egyptians. 

Last  verss>  p.  21  (actualh/  the  8th  verse),  refers  to  Faruk 's  pro- 
Asis  sympathy. 


SOCRATXC  LOTS 
(By:  Hugene  Field) 


The  story  goes  that  Socrates,  that  wise  Athenian  codger. 

Carried  concealed  about  his  clothes  a  rara  avis  dodger. 

Wherewith  he  used,  whenas  he  felt  particularly  niopy 
To  ransack  holes  that  did  not  appertain  to  his  Xantipne. 

Young  Alcibiades,  they  say,  was  such  a  pink  of  fashion 
As  to  excite  old  Socrates  into  a  flame  of  passion, 

Xhich  spurred  him  not  Xant ippewar ds  to  coddle  and  to  hug  her. 

But  filled  him  with  a  violent  and  lewd  desire  to  bugger. 

Now  wit  ye  well  that  in  those  parts  Stwas  not  considered  nasty 
For  sage  philosophers  to  turn  their  tools  to  pederasty. 

The  sapient  Plato,  whom  they  called  in  those  old  times,  the  Master, 

Did  know  a  ter  go,  as  they  say,  a  pretty  boy,  high  Aster* 

The  old  Diogenes  who  thrived  by  raising  of  the  Dickens 
¥as  wont  to  occupy  all  bums  from  pupils  dorm  to  chickens; 

Ifliile  that  revered  and  austere  man,  the  great  and  pious  Solon, 

Did  penetrate  a  Thracian  youth  unto  his  transverse  colon# 

In  short  it  was  the  usual  thing  for  horny  Greeks  to  diddle 
This  gummy  vent  instead  of  that  with  which  the  ladies  piddle* 

Now  Alcibiades  was  tall,  and  straight  as  any  arrow; 

His  buttox  thrilled  old  Socrates  unto  his  very  marrow* 

Ho  hairs  as  yet  profaned  the  vale  that  cleft  those  globes  asunder. 

No  hairs  to  stay  the  fetid  breath  of  bogorygmal  thunder. 

No  hairs  to  interrupt  the  course  of  his  diurnal  ordure 
And  gather  from  that  excrement  a  rank  eilborric  bordure. 

His  sphincter  was  as  fair  a  band,  so  Socrates  protested. 

As  ever  kept  one’s  victuals  in  or  passed  them  undigested* 

No  heranorhoids  had  ever  marred  its  soft  and  sensuous  beauty. 

And  on  its  virgin  fords  no  prick  had  spent  its  pleasing  duty;. 

Like  some  sweet  bud  it  nested  there;  the  winds  blew  gently  through  it 
Scenting  the  breeze;  old  Socrates  more  madly  longed  to  do  it* 

But  Alcibiades  was  wont  to  make  absurd  objection 

V“hen  Socrates  proposed  the  scheme  of  forming  a  connection. 

The  youth  conceived  the  childish  whim  that  buggery  was  nasty. 

That  his  prodex  was  for  voiding  dung,  and  not  for  pederasty. 

And  kept  the  horny  old  philosopher  from  being  hasty. 

And  so  he  grew  from  day  to  day;  his  bum  waxed  hourly  fatter. 

And  Socrates  was  nearly  dead  to  get  at  that  fecal  matter. 

It  so  befell  that  on  a  day  in  sweaty  summer  weather 
They  walked  into  the  Acropolis  quite  casually  together; 

And  as  they  walked  the  youth  bent  down  to  tie  his  sandal  laces  ~~ 

They  always  come  unlaced,  you  know,  at  meanest  times  and  places  — 

And  as  he  stooped  he  lifted  high  and  left  without  protection 
The  lower  tract  of  his  virgin  gut  from  pod  to  sigmoid  flexion. 

For  weeks  and  months  old  Socrates  had  had  a  nr  lap  ism; 

His  ponderous  ods,  a  sight  for  Gods,  were  both  surcharged  with  gism* 
Seeing  that  bum,  and  his  first  chance,  he  made  up  his  mind  to  spot  ’em* 
So  he  hit  *em  a  lick  with  his  attic  prick  and  occupied  Aley*s  bottom. 

In  vain  the  poor  Athenian  boy  begged,  bellowed,  pissed,  and  farted; 
Full  twenty  minutes  passed  before  his  friend  and  he  had  parted. 

And  while  old  Socrates  explored  the  tantalizing  glories 
Of  rugae  and  plicae  and  quivering  levator ins. 

The  victim  of  his  lust  cried  outs  ,!&hue,  that  all  in  vain  I 
Should  to  this  hour  have  kep  t  intact  my  rosy  sphincter  anii 
Fool  that  I  was  to  keep  it  sweet  and  clean  for  this  old  odger, 
kith  his  three-cornered  velper  and  his  greasy  balls  to  roger. 


uhy  did  i  not  yield  up  my  charms  to  Xenophon's  embraces? 

As  1  have  had  the  chance  to  do  at  divers  tidies  and  places? 

?<hy  not  have  Riven  up  my  wealth  of  callipyggous  treasure 
To  handsome  Cimon's  burning  lust  or  pious  rluto's  pleasure? 

How  would  the  men  have  gloried  in  my  coy  and  virgin  rectum, 

With  nary  a  thought  of  vagrant  dung,  or  eundoms  to  protect  'em; 

But  now,  ye  gods,  this-  lecherous  goat  with  sardonic  sculduggery 
Doth  rive  my  arse  in  twain  with  his  incarnate  god  of  buggery. 

And  when  he  nulls  the  pintle  out,  with  which  ,iust  now  he  shuts  in 
The  sigh  my  liver  loners  to  vent,  how  shall  I  keep  my  guts  in?" 

Thus  railed  the  youth  against  the  fate  that  threatened  to  undo  him 
But  Soc,  all  heedless  of  his  cries,  right  briskly  socked  it  to  him 
Ho  packed  his  sperm  so  firmly  in  that  colon  soft  and  callow 
That  when  thereafter  Alcy  pooped,  the  poop  was  mostly  tallow. 

('V-ritton  by  Field  for  the  Papyrus  Club  of  Boston  in  1888.) 


THE  FRENCH  STENOGRAPHER 

I  sa w  an  advertisement 
For  a  confidential  clerk; 
I  found  a  handsome  bachelor 
TVho  offered  pleasant  work 


I  am  a  young  stenographer. 

My  age  is  just  sixteen. 

And  I  will  frankly  toll  you 
The  things  I*ve  done  and  seen 

The  men  have  always  called  me. 

A  Very  pretty  girl; 

They  say  my  form  is  perfect; 

And  my  mother  named  me  Pearl. 

My  first  job  was  in  a  garden. 
And  I  was  greatly  pleased; 

I  left  it  on  the  second  day 
Because  my  tits  were  aquee&ed 

l  then  worked  for  a  lawyer. 

And  this  job  was  a  cinch; 

I  liked  it  very  well  until 
He  gave  my  ass  a  pinch. 

X  slapped  a  fresh  old  geezer 
Who  dealt  in  eggs  and  cheese. 
Because  his  hands  were  working 
Too  far  above  my  knees# 

A  doctor  then  employed  me, 

T/ho  had  not  much  to  do, 

But  spent  his  time  in  flirting 
And  asking  me  to  .screw# 

A  boy,  working  in  his  office, 
Teaaad  me  till  X  cried. 

And  boldly  took  his  prick  out 
And  jerked  off  by  my  side# 

A  smart  professor  told  me 
I  was  a  share ly  lass; 

X  auit  because  he  wanted 
To  goose  me  in  the  as s# 

I  tried  a  certain  doctor 
llho  came  up  from  the  South, 
who  always  tried,  to  coax  me 
To  take  it  in  my  mouth* 

I  felt  the  insult  greatly. 

It  gave  me  such  a  shock; 

I  had  to  quit  again  because 
I  wouldn't  suck  his  cock. 

1  next  worked  for  a  preacher, 

A  hairy  little  runt; 

I  left  because  he  begged  me 
To  let  him  lick  my  cunt* 

At  last,  X  decided 

To  take  things  as  they  came. 
And  if  I  lost  another  job 
1  *d  have  myself  to  blame* 


I  came  on  Monday  morning. 

And.  knew  where  I  was  at; 

Ho  settled  in  a  rocker. 

Taking  off  his  hat# 

The  boss  got  down  to  business: 

He  said  he  'd  treat  me  right; 

He  pulled,  me  down  upon  his  lap. 
And  there  he  hold  no  tight* 

Along  my  lace-trimmed  panties 
His  cunning  fingers  stole; 
i  shyly  spread  my  legs  apart 
To  help  him  reach  his  goal# 

In  just  about  a  second 
Ha  found  my  pussy  there; 

X  felt  his  fingers  working 
There  in  my  curly  hair* 

He  placed  a  cunning  finger 
Into  my  burning  slot; 

He  pushed  it  in  and  out 
Until  my  hole  got  hot# 

Responding  to  such  treatment. 

My  cunt  grew  moist  and  soft; 
Lovers  strolling  way  lost  no 
delay, 

But  wanted  to  go  off# 

He  knew  a  little  tridk  of  nature 
To  fill  my  tender  quiff 
Quite  full  of  juicy  lubricant 
To  help  his  gallant  stiff# 

In  answer  to  this  dallying 

Each  part  sent  forth  a  stream. 
Until  my  dainty  love -nest 

Vj&s  filled  with  slippery  cream, 

His  other  hand  was  plucking 
My  shirt-waist  clean  and  new. 
And  in  another  moment 

My  breasts  came  into  view# 

He  disengaged  my  chemise 

From  round  my  shoulders  white. 
And  as  it  fell  below  my  knees 
1  knew  he'd  seen  a  sight* 

My  snow-white  tits  heaved  up  and 
down. 

As  soft  and  deep  he  pressed; 
they  filled  right  out  with  zeal; 
the  ninnies  stood  erect# 


Between  his'  burning  lips,  he  took 
The  tempting  nipple  on  the  left 

And  while  engaged  in  sucking  it. 

He  stroked  the  bther  tit. 

I  felt  his  body  quiver. 

And  I  looked  down  to  see 

The  cause  of  this  commotion. 

And  saw  his  cock  was  free. 

Its  head  had  formed  an  opening 
Like  a  knife  so  sharp  and  keen; 

The  boss  than  let  my  nipple  go. 

And  ripped  the  buttons  clean. 

His  noble  staff  stood  stiff  and 
firm; 

.  It  4u^:v'e:^e^  and  it  danced; 

The  boss  jumped  up  in  frantic 
haste. 

And  struggled  with  his  pants. 

Within  a  moment  he  was  stripped. 
And  said  please  do  the  same; 

I  too  disrobed  completely  then, 
THith  disregard  fon  shame. 

Tie  both  stood  there  naked. 

Like  kids  whan  they  were  born; 

His  cock  was  stiff  and  husky. 

Just  like  an  ear  of  corn. 

He  made  me  pull  his  pecker, 

Tthioh  made  it  larger  still; 

I  raised  his  balls  upon  my  hand 
And  got  an  awful  thrill. 

I  squeezed  it  hard  below  the  hoad 
And  jerked  it  in  and  out; 

And  when  the  thing  began  to  throb, 
I  thought  I  held  a  trout. 

And  as  I  pulled  his  majesty. 

He  rubbed  my  throbbing  nest; 

It  took  but  just  a  moment 
To  make  him  do  the  rest. 

"My  dear, "  he  said  politely. 
You've  got  it  good  and  stiff; 

How  come  and  let  me  put  it 
Into  your  pretty  quiff i” 

He  laid  me  on  the  sofa 

And  spread  my  legs  apart; 

He  kissed  my  dimpled  belly 
And  mounted  for  the  start. 

He  placed  my  hand  upon  my  tit, 
■Which  I  pushed  up  to  his  lips; 

He  settled  down  to  do  his  bit. 

And  started  his  prick  into  my 
slit. 


Its  husky  head  now  quivering 
¥as  buried  in  my  crush; 

He  put  his  hand  around  my  back 
And  gave  a  dandy  push. 

Each  time  he  sent  it  deeper 
His  tool  would  gain  an  inch; 

My  surging  cunt  was  stretching 
But  he  couldn’t  make  me  flinch 

I  ’wrapped  my  legs  around 

His  strong  and  brawny  back; 

My  ass  I  shoved  up  quickly 
To  meet  his  fierce  attack. 

This  motion  soon  grew  faster  — 
Oh,  boy,  how  he  could  screw J  - 

I  knew  I  had  him  going. 

So  I  worked  faster  too. 

I  nearly  swooned  with  rapture. 
Because  I  loved  it  so; 

And  his  knoir  was  discharging 
To  meet  my  maiden  flow. 

We  both  went  off  together. 

And  bliss  was  in  that  room; 

And  hot  emotion  mingled 
Within  my  burning  womb. 

For  some  time  we  lay  panting. 
Locked  in  each  other's  arms, 

until  I  felt  the  drippings 

Of  that  wand  of  magic  charms  4 

Aboat  sen.  hour  later. 

As  the  clock  was  striking  one, 

The  boss  set  me  on  his  lap 
And  sucked  my  tits  for  fun. 

I  grasped,  his  lily-white  penis, 
Because  I  couldn't  resist; 

With  rapid  motions  up  and  down, 

I  jerked  it  off  with  my  fist. 

His  belly  souirmed  with  each 
stroke, 

He  wiggled  with  delight; 

1  placed  ray  other  hand  on  it 
And  worked  with  all  my  might. 

This  time  jl  got  above  him; 
inside  my  quiff  I  tucked 

The  head  of  his  enchanting  cock; 
Then  on  top  of  him  i  fucked. 

This  ouickly  did  the  business. 
And  made  Iris  necker  swell; 

The  boss  was  lying  on  his  back, 
And  I  was  hot  as  hell. 


At  first  I  moved  quite  slowly 
To  make  the  pleasure  last. 

But  gradually  increased  my  speed 
And  then  wo  both  worked  fast* 

I  hold  my  body  higher 

To  make  him  close  to  me* 

He  raised  his  buttocks  ouickly 
And  drove  it  straight  to  me. 

His  greasy  back  was  sliding 
Between  my  shapely  lips; 

They  opened  uo  to  smother  it. 

And  round  its  head  they 
slipped. 

it  roused  up  all  my  passion; 

My  ass,  I  made  it  whirl 
With  short  and  happy  circles 
Like  any  haopy  girl* 

The  boss  suddenly  turned  over; 

To  him  it  was  a  joke; 

With  his  arms  around  my  belly 
He  gave  my  ass  a  poke. 

Then  cigarettes  were  lighted. 

And  he  played  a  little  3 oke % 

He  stuck  one  in  my  monkey 
To  teach  it  bow  to  smoke. 

Before  the  day  was  over 
1  tried  another  tricks 
Between  my  snow-white  boopies 
1  squeezed  his  swelling  prick* 

1  kept  on  squeezing  harder 
until  it  had  to  spit. 

And  then  the  -sticky  fluid 
Wont  trickling  down  my  tits. 

I  made  up  my  mind  quickly 
To  make  his  pecker  stiff; 

I  swore  I*d  have  it  spotting 
until  he  hollered  quits* 

He  stretched  upon  the  sofa; 

His  pecker  was  standing 
straight; 

He  closed  his  eyes  "with  rapture. 
And  1  just  took  the  bait. 

1  twirled  his  prick  in  circles, 

I  shot  it  to  and  fro, 

I  jerked  it  up  and  jerked  it 
down 

To  make  the  dew-drops  flow. 

1  glanced  down  at  his  belly; 

it  was  a  sight  to  see* 
it  was  heaving  up  and  down 
Just  like  a  rolling  sea* 


I  placed  my  fingers  on  his  balls. 
His  breathing  soon  got  faster; 
Ills  belly  rose' and  fall* 

1  thought  that  he  would  yell. 

I  tickled  here,  1  tickled  there, 

I  dallied  with  delight; 

His  dangling  balls  I  stroked 
with  glee; 

.  His  prick  ,  1  squeezed  it 
tight. 

x  grinned  his  pecker  firmly, 

1  shook  his  balls  once  more; 

He  shot  into  the  air 

As  I  held  his  dripping  oar. 

The  juicy  stream  rolled  down  my 
hand. 

And  oh,  but  it  was  hot.1 
The  shining  head  was  dripping 
white ; 

I  thought  it  would  never  stop. 

I  still  continued  jerking 
upon  his  great  big  gun; 
i  swore  I*d  make  him  holler. 

For  I  had  just  begun* 

The  juicy  stream  quit  corning  out; 

His  prick  was  shrinking  fast; 

It  doubled  up  and  quivered 
Just  like  a  broken  mast. 

The  boss  rolled  over  on  his  sido* 
He  really  wished  to  rest; 
x  took  his  jaded  pecker 
And  stuck  it  on  my  nest. 

Eiis  time  I  d.idn  t  put  it 
Into  my  virginal  swell. 

But  kept  it  lying  lengthwise 
Outside  my  dripping  well. 

It  lav  there  in  the  opening 
Of  love,  sweet  and  fair; 

His  balls  were  resting  on  my  ass; 
The  head  was  in  my  hair. 

The  Yfidwning  lips  enfolded  it 
And  kissed  its  head  so  neat; 

1  threw  ray  legs  around  his  hips 
And  gave  the  boss  a  tr«at. 

This  spread  my  swelling  cunt; 

xt  gave  me  lots  of  room 
To  slide  my  love  way  up  and  down 
Against  his  noble  spoon. 

His  rrick  began  to  tremble 
There  in  its  favorite  spot; 

Its  size  was  enormous 

Aa  it  moved  within  my  slot. 


He  threw  his  arms  around  me 

In  a  wild  and  fremisd  embrace. 
And  I  moved  my  cunt  slowly. 

For  I  knew  ,  there  was  no  haste* 

The  pleasure  was  unparalleled* 

My  body  thrilled  with-  joy; 

This  time  I  knew  that  I  could 
clean 

The  cock  of  that  old  boy. 

Iiis -prick  was  now  gigantic 
.tad  pounded  like  a  boom; 
it  sought  to  find  that  juicy  hole 
That  led  into  my  womb* 

Stalling  and  delaying, 

I  played  the  game  of  love; 
i  slid  my  nest  up  quickly. 

And  he  gave  my  ass  a  shove. 

1  raised  my  cunt  a  littl^. 

And  then  I  let  it  slip 
Eight  down  upon  his  prick: 

This  surely  did  the  trick. 

A  cock  eight  inches  long  he 
plunged 

Into  my  throbbing  womb; 

1  never  hoped  to  find  such  joy 
As  I  did  right  in  that  room. 

it  was  sometime  later 

That  I  released  my  c^int; 

The  boss  was  really  weary. 

For  he  1st  out  a  grunt. 

kfou've  given  ray  cock  a  lesson; 

You  made  it  spit  with  glee; 

You  played  it  out  completely*. 

A  rest  is  now  my  plea! n 

At  nine  o*clock  next  morning 
I  went  to  work,  it true; 

1  felt  a  little  giddy 

And  itching  for  a  screw. 

The  gay  young '  spark  was  waiting; 

He  called  me  his  darling  kid, 
khile  ho  hugged  me  up  so  closely. 
And  some  other  things  he  did* 

He  locked  the  doors  and  windows 
And  opened  a  bottle  of  booze; 

V*e  drank  and.  raised  the  devil 
And  did  just  what  we  choose. 

uf  course,  it  made  me  giddy; 

My  head  began  to  sing; 

But  1  stripped  myself  skin-naked 
And  the  boss  striked  off  every¬ 
thing. 


Kec  lining  on  a  sofa, 

I  puffed  a  cigarette 
And  spread  my  legs  widely. 

And  my  bow  felt  hot  and  wet* 

My  knees  wore  .elevated; 

On  the  sofa  I  did  lay; 

The  boss  looked  at  my  beauty. 

And  then  1  heard  him  say: 

"Your  ass  is  fair  and  round; 

Your  thighs  are  shapely  built; 
Your  cunt,  is  we  11-d aval coed; 

Your  hair  is  soft  as  silk.  ••  . 

He  bent  his  head  still  lower 
To  gaze  with  sparkling  eyes; 
And  then  his  face  he  buried 
Between  my  shapely  thighs. 

The  boss  before  me  kneeling 
Now  braced  himself  in  front 
tad  gave  s.  little  shiver 

As  his  tongue  wont  in  my  cunt. 

My  heart  was  beating  faster; 

His  nose  was  flatly  pressed; 
His  lips  went  to  it  hotly 

As  he  kissed  my  cuckooes  nest* 

His  hands  were  on  my  boobies; 

1  shook  them  to  and  fro 
To  keep  tins  with  his  sucking 
And  my  excited  nerves  below. 

Around  his  neck  was  buying 
My  shapely  levs  were  hung; 

My  blushing  cunt  with  rapture 
kas  licking  at  his  tongue. 

A  burst  of  smothered  laughter 
From  my  lies  shrilly  pealed; 
My  ho-lly  twitched  -and  wiggled. 
But  nature  had  to  yield. 

The  lamer  was  rewarded 
k‘ith  a  stream  of  juicy  cream; 
Right  in  his  mouth  I  fed  it; 

He  had  me  .about  to  scream. 

At  length  my  head  was  resting, 
tad  h e r e  I  must  corf e s s , 

While  it  wa-s  nuite  de-ores  sing, 
i  liked  the  French  way  best. 

His  tired  tongue  burned  madly 
And  did  a  slipn^rv  stunt; 

His  lins  drained  all  the  juice 
That  filled  my  drinping  cunt. 

At  length  the  boss  rose  slowly 
And  sat  un on  a  chair; 

1  sew- his  pecker  standing; 

Its  size  was  something  rare 4 


X fve  heard  of  girls  who  practice 
The  French  unnatural  way; 

I  too  made  up  my  mind 
To  see  if  it  were  gay. 

The  boss  leaned  back  and  waited; 
The  new  desire  I  folt; 

And  so  without  delay 

Between  his  knees  I  knelt. 

in  a  moment  I  was  busy 

Within  those  office  walls'; 

In  a  most  adoring  manner 

I  kissed  his  prick  and  balls. 

My  fair  white  arras  were  clasping 
Around  his  naked  hips; 

I  took  the  head  of  his  pecker 
Between  my  ruby  lips. 

My  pretty  lips  just  fitted 
Around  his  noble  shaft; 

I  drew  out  all  I  could  get. 

For  it  was  wary  fast. 

My  moist  lips  were  slipping 
On  flush  erect  and  firm. 

And  every  time  that  I*d  recoil, 

The  boss  would  panting  squirm. 

I  varied  the  operation 

And,  using  my  tongue  to  lick. 

The  throbbing  sensitive  part 
Of  his  enormous  prick* 

My  mouth  was  overflowing. 

But  that  didn't  make  me  stop; 

I  always  ,  liked  the  taste  of  cream. 
So  I  swallowed  every  drop* 

until  his  balls  were  resting 
■upon  my  dimpled  chin. 

And  still  I  sucked  upon  his  cock, 
IChich  was  all  the  way  in. 

Before  the  day  was  over, 

‘We  both  got  down  again; 

I  tried  a  double-header, 

This  time  making  it  ten. 

The  boss  lav  on  the  sofa; 

His  legs  were  widely  spread; 

Rover sod  to  his  nakedness, 

I  stretched  over  his  head. 

His  tongue  at  once  got  busy; 

My  box  was  fondly  tapped; 

My  boobies  rose  and  fell. 

Toe  way  my  cunt  was  lapped. 


He  had  a  nice  big  hard-on. 

The  kind  that  I  adore; 

I  took  its  tempting  throbbing 
head 

Between  ray  lips  once  more. 

1  sucked  his  cock  with  greedi¬ 
ness. 

And  licked  till  I  was  sick; 

Tie  boss  was  pressing  in  my  ass 
And  lapping  my  juicy  quiff, 

1  had  his  big  stick  writhing. 

And  my  cunt  began  to  spout; 

His  cock  was  also  spitting. 

And  I  sucked  in  every  drop. 

It  was  a.  great  sensation 

Of  wild  and  delicious  bliss; 

The  most  fabulous  fucking 

Can*t  thrill  the  nerves  like 
this.* 

then  both  of  us  were  satisfied. 

He  pinched  my  ass  to  rise; 

I  had  nearly  smothered  him 
Between  my  perfumed  thighs. 

His  cock  is  growing  larger; 

My  cunt  is  growing  too; 
vTe  spend  much  time  together. 
Because  we  love  to  screw. 

I  like  to  null  his  pecker 
And  feel  it  growing  stiff. 

And  watch  the  spouting  love.- juice 
Shoot  forth  from  his  big  prick. 

So  my  diary  is  finished; 

I  hone  you  have  boon  pleased; 
And  if  you  too  were  lying  here, 
I7d  give  your  cock  a  squeeze, 

I*d  demonstrate  .each  lesson 
So  you 1 d  know  what  to  do 
Then  some  nice  girl  is  waiting 
To  have  you  teach  her  how  to 
screw* 

But  read  this  little  diary; 

The  points  are  very  plain; 

And  when  you  meat  your  sweetie. 
Just  let  her  do  the  same. 

She  will  just  love  to  have  you 
Strip  her  to  the  skin 
And  kiss  her  little  c untie 
Before  your  prick  goes  in. 


Hub  her  snow-white  boobies 
And  shake  them  to  and  fro; 

Let  her  pull  upon  your  prick 
Until  it  begins  to  grow. 

Lay  her  on  the  sofa; 

Spread  her  logs  apart; 

Let  her  hold  onto  your  prick 
Till  you  are  ready  to  start. 

Let  her  make  her  motions , 

As  she  will  quickly  do; 

Hold  your  ass  up  in  the  airs 
That  is  the  way  to  screw. 

then  the  pleasure  is  all  over. 
Kiss  her  juicy  box; 

Let  her  hold  your  limber  prick 
until  it  again  gets  hot. 

She  will  love  you  for  it 
And  let  you  have  your  way. 

To  give  her  pleasant  lessons 
.And  fuck  her  every  dayj 
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JINGLES  FROM  G  LEGMAN 
(New  York  City) 


1.  MARY  MOTHER  (1946) 

Mary,  Mother,  I  believe 
Without  sin  thou  didst  conceive; 

Mary,  Mother,  still  believing. 

Lot  me  sin  without  conceiving! 

2.  HERE'S  TO  THE  MAID  (1946) 

Here's  to  the  maid  who's  not  afraid 
Her  lover's  dick  to  handle; 

To  hell  with  the  maid  who  sits  in  the 
shade 

And  fucks  herself  with  a  candle! 

3.  IF  THE  SKIRTS  (1928) 

If  the  skirts  grow  any  shorter. 

Said  the  flapper  with  a  sob. 

I'll  have  two  more  cheeks  to  powder 
And  another  place  to  bob! 

4.  HICKORY  (1928) 

Hickory  is  the  hardest  wood; 

Jazzing  does  the  ladies  good; 

It  brightens  their  eyes  and  widens 
their  thighs. 

And  gives  their  asses  good  exercise! 

5.  SAM  MCGUIRE  (1946) 

This  is  the  story  of  Sam  McGuire, 

Ran  through  the  town  with  his  pants  on 
fire. 

Got  to  the  doctor's  and  fainted  with 
fright. 

For  the  doctor  told  him  his  end  was  in 
sight! 

6.  FARMER  BROWN  (1946) 

Farmer  Brown  had  an  awful  scare. 

Was  chased  ten  miles  by  a  grizzly bear; 
Everyone  thought  ha  had  lost  his  mind. 
Running  ten  miles  with  a  bare  behind! 

7.  TUB  JAYBIRD  (1948) 

Oh,  a  jaybird  flew  in  a  country  store. 
And  he  shit  on  the  counter  and  shit  on 
the  floor; 

He  wiped  his  ass  on  a  piece  of  ham. 

And  didn't  give  a  damn  for  the  grocery 
man! 


8.  THE  SCORPION  (1928) 

The  scorpion  climbed  the  tarantula's 
no  ok 

And  chortled  with  fiendish  glee!! 

I'll  fuck  this  poisonous  son-of-a-bitch 
Or  it’s  a  cinch  that  he'll  fuck  me! 

9.  GALAHAD  (1948) 

My  cock  has  been  in  many  cunts. 

But  never  in  more  than  on©  at  once! 

10.  BOGGI -MOGGY  (1952) 

St.  Louis  woman. 

She  had  a  yen  for  mens 

She  went  to  bed 

With  a  rubber  fountain  pen. 

The  rubber  broke 
And  the  ink  went  wild. 

And  now  she’s  nursing 
A  boggy-woggv  child! 

11.  A  TOAST  (Undated) 


Here's  to  the  men! 


Than 

I 
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’em. 
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'em; 

Then 

I 

like 

’em. 

1  kiss 
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Ihen 
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£ 

CD 

I  love 

«■* 

CD 

t-* 

"When 

I 

love 

*6231, 

1'  let 

femi 

Ihen 

1 

let 

?em5 

I  lose 

God  damn  'em! 

12.  VIOLET  TIMS  (1943) 

Violate  me  in  violet  time 
In  the  vilest  way  you  know  — 

Ruin  me,  ravage  me. 

Brutally,  savagely. 

On  me  no  mercy  bestow! 

To  the  man  who  is  gentle  and  kind  I'm 
oblivious; 

Give  me  a  man  who  is  lewd  and  lasciv¬ 
ious  ! 

Violate  me  in  violet  time. 

In  the  vilest  my  you  know! 

13.  THE  FOOL  (1928) 

A  fool  there  was  and  he  made  his  prayer. 
Even  as  you  and  I, 

To  a  rag  and  a  bone  and  a  hank  of  hair; 
Then  he  put  the  bone  up  against  the 
hair, . 

And  the  damned  fool  found  that  the  rag 
was  there! 


14.  -WHORE  HOUSE  KEEPER  (?) 

Ho  that  will  a  whore-house  keep 
Must  have  three  things  in  store : 

A  chamber-pot ,  a  feather-bed, 

A  chimbley  and  a  whore .’ 

15.  THE  LAST  DOLLAR  (?) 

Cards  and  booze  and  dice; 

Bluebells,  crabs,  and  licej 
I’ve  had  ’em  all. 

But  Jesus  Christ, 

I’ve  got  another  dollar 
So  I’ll  have  another  slice. 

IS.  BELLY  TO  BELLY  (1950  !s) 

It‘s  bally  to  belly 

And  tongue  to  tongue j 

I  made  a  grab  for  Lil’s  left  lung; 

I  missed  her  lung  and  grabbed  her  gall. 
And  out  came  bag,  shit,  guts,  and  all.* 
Stink?  A  Godddddd-damni ’ 

17.  SATISFIED  WITH  LIFE  (lQg?) 

All  I  want  is  fifty  thousand  women 
Earning  lots  of  money  just  for  me; 

And  then  I  want  a  harem  of  good-lookers 
Naked  cunt  and  honey,  just  for  me; 
if  I  only  had  a  hundred  tons  of  yen-she. 
And  the  nerve  to  kill  my.  bull-bitch  of 
a  wife; 

And  if  I  never  had  to  take  the  ho»cure. 
Then  I  think  that  I'd  be  satisfied  with 
life  .* 

18.  LOST  (I92u's) 

I  Inst  my  arm  in  the  army; 
i  lost  my  leg  in  the  navy; 

1  lovst  my  balls 
Over  Niagara  Falls; 

.And  1  lost  my  cook  in  a  lady* 

19*  A  M*N!S  TOAST  (?) 

Tobacco  ■when  you* re  tired. 

And  whiskey  when  you 1  re  blue; 

Cunt-hole  when  your  cock  stands, 

And  Heaven  when  you1  re  through • 

2u*  OSCAR  (?) 

Oscar  was  a  Hilda  man. 

He  threw  the  boy  a  fritter; 

And  when  the  boy  stooped  over. 

He  shoved  it  in  his  shitter. 


21.  HIZZKN  AMD  KEEN  (1946; 

Drifting  down  the  stream  of  12 sen. 
They  were  seated  in  the  stern. 

And  she  had  her  hand  on  hizzen, 

And  he  had  his  hand  on  hern; 

22.  QUEEN  OF  THE  NIGHT 

0  Cunt,  0  Cunt,  thou  slimy  slit. 
Besmeared  with  hair,  besmirched  with 
shit; 

Like  a  polecat’s'  ass,  thou  smallest 
bad. 

But  0  thou  Cunt,  thou  must  be  had] 

23.  OLD  KING  COLS  (1930) 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  bugger  f of  the 

hole, 

With  a  buckskin  belly  and  a  rubber 
ass-hole. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  bugger  for  thu 

hole. 

And  a  bugger  for  the  hole  was  ha; 

He  called  for  his  wifo 
And  stuck  her  with  a  knife. 

And  out  iumped  a  K-I-D 

(And  out  jumped  four  kids  three)] 

24.  JOlS  OF  COPULATION  (1952 ) 

Do  you  know  John  Peel? 

Tes,  1  know  him  very  weal* 

He  sleeps  with  his  wife. 

But  he  never  gets  a  feel; 

H®  sleeps  by  her  side. 

But  he  never  gets  a  ride, 

And  he  wakes  up  with  a  hard-on  in  the 
morning 

(And  he  revels  in  the  throes  of  mas¬ 
turbation  j  £ 

25.  MEN  A  MAN  GECA3  OLD  (?) 

Men  a  man  grows  old 
And  his  balls  grow  cold, 

And  the  head  of  his  dick  turns  blue; 

Men  he  goes  to  diddle 

And  it  bends  in  the  middle  -~ 

Did  that  ever  happen  to  you? 

26.  THE  BASS  (1946) 

Of  all  the  fish  that  swim  the  seas 
I  love  the  best  the  bass; 

It  cl inib s  up  in t o  s e awe  3d  trees. 

And  slides  down  on  its  ass  I 


SHORT  POHMS  FROM  G.  LhGMAH 
(Haw  York  City) 

1. 

In  Your  .'  Boyhood  Days 

First  you  knock  at  the  door,  and  then  you  ask  fox’  Annie, 
Then  you  put  in  a  nickel  in  the  old  piannyj 
And  down  comes  Annie  in  her  dirty  silk  kiinonie , 

All  dolled  uo  with  perfume  and  eolognie; 

Thexi  you  payyyour  dollar  for  a  bottle  of  beerie; 

Another  dollar  goes  for  the  music  you  hearie, 

Three  dollars  more,  and  up  you  go  with  dearie. 

And  then  you've  got  nine  days  of  doubt  and  fearieJ 

2. 

Daydreams 

Oh,  I  wish  I  was  a  fascinating  bitch, 

IM  never  be  poor,  I’d  always  be  rich? 

I’d  live  in  a  house  with  a  little  red  light. 

And  I'd  sleep  all  day  and  I:d  work  all  night; 

I!d  take  a  rest  about  once  a  month 
To  drive  my  customers  wild  — 

Oh,  I  wish  I  was  a  fascinating  bitch. 

Instead  of  a  ligitimate  child,* 

3, 

The  lloodnscker 

A  woodpecker  flew  in  a  schoolhouse  yard. 

And  he  started  to  peck,  for  his  pecker  was  hard; 

So  ha  flew  on  the  sill  dust  over  the  door. 

And  he  pecked  and  he  pecked  till  his  packer  was  sore 2 
He  looked  at  his  pecker,  and  his  countenance  fellt 
Ho  more  could  he  peck  till  his  pecker  got  well; 

So  there  ha  sits  on  the  schoolhouse  yard. 

And  his  head  gets  red  and  his  pecker  gets  hard,* 

4, 

Fussy  Is  Peculiar 

How,  pussy  is  peculiar. 

It  makes  a  man  a  fool. 

It  takes  away  his  worries, 

But  wears  away  his  tool, 

Tftxen  he  climbs  upon  a  woman. 

He  hasn't  long  to  stay. 

For  his  head  is  fall  of  nonsense. 

And  his  ass  is  full  of  play. 

Though  ha  climbs  on  like  a  lion. 

He  rolls  off  like  a  lamb. 

And  when  he  buttons  up  his  pants. 

He  isn't  worth  a  damn. 

His  sporting  days  are  over  soon, 

His  lights  are  burning  out, 

Vihat  used  to  be  his  sex  appeal 
Is  now  his  water  spout  J 
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s. 

What  yife  Wants  Tonight 

I  wonder  what  my  wife  will  want  tonight} 

X  ivonder  if  the  wife  will  fuss  and  fight? 

I  wonder  can  she  tell 

That  I 'to  been  raising  hell, 

bonder  if  she'll  know  that  I've  been  tight? 

My  wife  is  just  as  nicy  as  nicy  oan  be; 

X  hope  she  doesn't  feel  too  nice  toward  me.5 
For  an  afternoon  of  joy, 

Xs  hell  on  the  old  boyl 

X  wonder  what  the  wife  will  want  tonight? 

6. 

Best  Wishes 


May  the  bleeding  piles  oossess  you. 

And  the  corns  claim  both:  your  feet. 

And  crabs  as  big  as  cockroaches 
Crawl  around  on  your  balls  and  eat. 

And  the  whole  world  turn  against  you 
Till  you're  a  total  wreck 
And  you  fall  right  through  your  ass-hole 
And  break  your  God  damned  ns c k 

7, 

Two  Irishmen 

Two  irishmen,  two  irishmen,  were  digging  in  a  ditch; 
One  called  the  other  one  a  dirty  son- of -a- — 
rotor  Murphy  had  a  dog,  a  very  fine  dog  was  has 
He  lent  it  to  his  lady- friend  to  keep  her  company; 

She  lad  him,  she  fed  him,  she  kept  him  on  the  jump; 

One  day  he  ran  up  her  petticoat  and  grabbed  her  by  the 
Country  boy  from  Germany  was  sitting  on  a  rock; 

Along  came  a  bumble-bee  and  stung  him  on  the-— 
Cocktails  and  ginger-ale,  five  cents  a  glass.' 
if  you  don't  like  this  story,  you  can  stick  it  up  your 
Ask  me  no  questions,  1*11  tell  you  no  lies; 

If  you  ever  get  hit  with  a  bucket  of  shit,  . 

Be  sure  to  close  your  eyesJ 

8. 

The  Old  Farmer 


There  mis  an  old  farmer  who  sat  on  a  rock. 
Stroking  his  whiskers  and  shaking  his  fist 
At  a  young  maiden  who  3 at  bjr  the  creek 
Watching  the  little  boyq  play  with  their 
Marbles  and  tarbles  and  ail  things  of  yore. 
When  along  came  a  lady;  they  called  her  a 
Decent  young  lady,  who  sat  in  the  grass. 

And  when  she  turned  over,  you  could’  see  up  her 
kuffles  end  tuffles  and  sometimes  a  tuck; 
lou  knew  by  her  actions  she  knew  how  to 
Bring  up  her  children  and  teach  them  to  knit; 
The  boys  in  the  barnyard  were  shoveling  out 
Apples  and  corncobs  and  all  by  the  peck; 

And  that  is  the  end  of  my  story,  by  heck; 


.  Wndated. 
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9* 

Sonny  Jim 

(Extended  from  VLulun} 

I  had  a  little  brother. 

His  name  was  Sonny  Jim; 
i«b  put  him  in  the  pisspot 
To  learn  him  how  to  swim. 

He  floated  to  the  bottom; 

H 0  floated  to  the  top; 

My  sister  got  excited 

i\nd  grabbed  him  by  the  cock- 
Tails 3  ginger-ales , 

Five  cents  a  glass , 

And  if  you  don't  like  it. 

Shove  it  up  vour  — 

Ask  me  no  questions. 

I’ll  tell  you  no  lies; 

But  a  man  got  hit 
With  a  bag  of  shit. 

Right  between  his  eyes.1 

10. 

Mary.  Is  Cat 

(in  ^foems,  Ballads,  and  Parodies,  n  ~  1928) 

Mary  had  a  litttle  cat 
With  curly  short  black  hair, 

And  everywhere  that  Mary  went. 

That  puss  was  always  there* 

Now,  there  are  many  naughty  boys. 

But  Mary  knew-  the  brats 

Who,  with  their  little  squirt-guns , 

Are  always  shooting  ca.ts  * 

But  Mary  kept  her  cat  well  hid 
Beneath  her  underskirt. 

And  so  it  did  escape  the  boys 
.And  seldom  got  a  snuirt* 

Now,  Mary  had  a.  nice  young  beaux. 

Who,  like  all  other  beaux. 

Has  one  of  these  same  squirt-guns 
Concealed  beneath  his  clothes* 

As  he  was  courting:  her  one  night. 

And  she  beside  him  sat. 

He  reached  beneath  her  petticoat 
.And  caught  her  by  the  cat. 

Did  Mary  faint  or  say,  "Please  don't.11* 
Or  yell,  or  scream,  or  holler? 

Not  shel  She  let  him  play  with  it 
And  charged  him  half  a  dollar j . 


STAHBAKD  POMS  FROM  G.  LEGMAN 
(New  York  City) 

1. 

Hiss  Malone 

Oh,  I  mot  Miss  Malone  in  the  graveyard. 

And  I  laid  Miss  Malone  on  a  stone; 

And  when  I  socked  each  stroke  to. her. 

You  could  hear  all  the  dead  people  moan.* 

Oh,  I  met  Miss  Malone  in  the  barnyard , 

And  she  ms  all  covered  with  mud; 

And  Yihen  I  asked  what  had  happened. 

She  3aid  she’d  been  climbed  by  a  stud.1 

2. 

Alice  Blue  Gown 

In  her  sweet  little  Alice  Blue  Gown, 

The  first  time  she  was  ever  laid  down. 

She  was  bashful  and  shy 
When  he  opened  his  fly; 

Then  ha  loosened  his  shirt  aiid  took  off  his  tie. 

Then  he  turned  her  around  to  the  front. 

And  he  took  a  good  look  at  her  cunt. 

Then  she  screamed  all  the  louder. 

As  he  pushed  it  in  farther. 

In  her  sweet  little  Alice  Blue  Gown. 

3. 

Sailor  ’s  Hornpipe 

Tiddly-winks,  young  man. 

Get  a  whore  if  you  eanJ 
If  you  can’t  got  a  whore. 

Get  a  clean  young  man.’ 

From  the  sunny  shores  of  Malta 
To  the  rock  of  old  Gibraltar, 

Carry  your  balls  in  an  old  tin  can. 

Do  your  balls  hang  low? 

Do  they  swing  to  and  fro? 

Can  you  tie  them  in  a  knot? 

Can  you  tie  them  in  a  bow? 

Do  they  make  a  rusty  clamor 
When  you  hit  them  with  a  hammer? 

Do  your  balls  hang  low? 

■4. 

Humoresque 

My  occupation  after  dark 
Is  goosing  statues  in  the  park; 
if  Sherman’s  horse  can  take  it, 

!%y  can’t  you? 

Passengers  will  plea.se  refrain 
From  flushing  toilets  while  the  train 
Is  in  the  station, 
i  love  you.’ 


TShile  the  train  is  in  th«  station, 

Tib  encourage  constipation. 

And  I  hope  you  love  me  too,’ 

5. 

Home,  Sweat  Home 

Home  presents  a  dismal  picture; 

All  is  silent  as  the  tombj 
uncle. Willie  has  a  stricture; 

Maw  has  falling  of  the  womb.' 

Brother  Jack  has  got  a  chancre— 

Caught  it  from  the  butcher's  wife — 
Sister's  mouth  is  full  of  canker— 
Grandma's  having  change  of  life.1 

Home  presents  a  dismal  picture; 

Gone  are  all  my  youthful  smiles i 
All  my  time  is  spent  in  chopping 
Ice  for  Grandpa’s  bleeding  piles! 

6. 

A  Sad  Stprv 

Here’s  to  Bill,  my  pal  of  old. 

Companion  of  my  pipe  and  bowl; 

I  guess  he’s  with  the  angels  now, 

God  bless  his  dear  old  soul! 

I  had  a  little  the  best  of  Bill 
When  it  came  to  drinking  boose. 

But  the  man  that  could  out-fuck  old  Bill 
Mover  stood  in  a  pair  of  shoes* 

it  wasn’t  the  clap  that  killed  poor  Bill, 
Nor  was  it  the  want  of  breath; 

But  a  little  fly  crawled  up  Bill's  ass 
And  tickled  poor  Bill  to  death! 

7, 

The  Old  Whore  House 

You’re  going  to  leave  the  old  whore-house. 

Tonight  you’re  going  a way. 

You’re  going  among  those  Frisco  cunts  to  dwell. 
Bias  spoke  a  tall  blonde  whore 
TS  her  pimp  one  summer’s  day. 

If  your  mind’s  aide  tip  that  way,  I  wish  you  well! 

But  when  syphilis  overtakes  you, 

When  them  God  damned  whores  forsake  you, 

vihen  the  bottoms  of  your  shoes  are  shot  to  hell, 

Ihen  of  money  you  haven’t  any. 

But  of  crumbs  you  have  a-plenty. 

Remember,  there's  a  tall  blonde  whore  awaiting  you 
At  home,  sweet  home' 
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Of  all  the  fish,  1  wish  1  were, 

I  wish  1  were  a  bass; 

Ild  climb  up  on  the  slippery  rocks 

And  slide  down  on  my  hands  and  knee  s  i 

Of  all  the  birds,  I  wish  I  were, 

1  wish  I  were  a  duck; 

I*d  stick  my  head  beneath  the  wave 
And  watch  the  fishes  misbehave J 

9. 

Stark  Naked 

(^Poems,  Ballads,  and  Parodies,  ??  1928) 

Stark  naked  on  the  bed  she  lay. 

So  fat  and  fair  and  chubby; 

Stark  naked  by  her  side  I  lay 

And  in  each  hand  I  clasped  a  bubbyi 

,?OhJ  ,?  she  cried,  with  anxious  smile, 
fMust  I  take  that  root  and  have  a  child? 11 
The  root  she  took,  the  child  she  had. 

And  now  she  is  looking  for  its  dad! 

1G* 

Jes us  Christ  Almighty 
(The  Girl** I  Left  Behind  Me) 

The  moonlight  lit  on  the  nitrple  of  her  tit; 

She  was  young  and  flighty; 

Her  hair  was  brown  as  buffalo  shit* 

Jesus  Christ  Almighty! 

The  moonlight  lit  on  the  nipple  of  her  tit; 

She  was  young  and  flighty; 

Her  snatch  was  rich  with  the  seven-year  itch* 
Jesus  Christ  Almighty! 

11. 

Carrie.  Moore 

The  minister ‘s  wife  was  thero. 

Her  arse  against  the  wall; 

’Put  your  money  on  the  table,  boys; 

I*m  going  to  ferk  ?em  all.  w 

The  groom  was  in  the  kitchen 
Oiling  up  his  tool; 

The  bride  was  in  the  icebox 
Her  private  parts  to  cool* 


The  queen  was  in  the  parlor 
Katin*  bread  and  honey; 

The  king  was  in  the  chambermaid. 
And  she  was  in  the  money* 


12. 

The.  Saltpeter  Song 
(My  Bonnie  Lies  over  the  Ocean) 


They  say  we  get  milk  in  our  coffee. 

They  say  we  get  milk  in  our  tea. 

They  say  we  get  milk  in  our  oatmeal. 

But  it  tastes  like  saltpeter  to  me.' 

Bring  back,  bring  back. 

Oh  bring  back  my  manhood  to  no ,  to  me; 
Bring  baak,  bring  back. 

Oh  bring  back  my  manhood  to  me! 

The  colonel  says  he  always  drinks  it. 

The  sarge  says  hs!s  glad  that  it's  free 
The  cook  swears  there  ain!t  nothing  In  it 
But  it  tastes  li^e  saltpeter  to  me! 

13. 

Arrah.  Hanna 


On  the  wild  and  wooly  prairie 
Lived  an  Indian  lass* 

All  the  braves  for  miles  around 
Said,  "Heap  fine  piece  of  ass!" 
Then  there  came  an  Injun  warrior; 

Big  Cock  was  his  name; 
kihat  he  did  to  Arrah  Hanna 
Wa s  a  dirty,  fucking'  shame J 


Arrah  Hanna  lost  her  honor 
On  a  feather  bods 
He  broke  her  maiden-head; 

She  was  kissed  and  squeezed  and  screwed 
Until  her  ass  was  black  and  blue; 

But  all  the  braves  they  says 
"Hell,  Arrah  Hanna  lost  her  honor 
In  a  business  way !  " 


14, 

The  Good  Ship  Vbnus 

The  capt&in’s  daughter  Mabel 
She  laid  while  she  was  able ; 

The  sons  of  bitches 
Took  her  tits 

And  nailed  them  to  the  table. 

The  first  mate  1 s  name  was  Bandy, 
And  boy,  he  had  a  dandy.1 
They  crushed  his  cock 
Between  two  rocks 
For  shooting  in  the  brandy! 

The  second  mate’s  name  was  Grogan, 
And  boy,  he  had  a  gorgon! 

And  all  night  long 
He  played  a  song 
On  his  reproductive  organ; 


15. 

ffiig  Sergoant  Ha.ior 
(Joys  of  Copulation) 

Cats  on  the  roof  tops,  cats  on  the  tiles. 

Cats  with  syphilis,  cats  with  piles. 

Cats  with  their  ass-holes  wreathed  in  smiles. 

As  they  revel  in' the  joys  of  copulation.' 

Alii gat ors .  so  it  seems . 

Very  seldom  have  wet -dreams; 

But  when  thev  do ,  it  comes  in  streams , 

And,  they  revel  in  the,  i ovs  of  copulation.' 

The  sergeant-major  has  a  hell  of  a  life? 

U@  doesn't  have  a  woman  and  he  can’t  afford  a  wife. 

And  so  he  "simply  sticks  it  up  the  regimental  fife. 

And  revels  in  the  joys  of  copulations 

16. 

A  Little  Song 
("Immortalia,"  1927) 

Listen  to  me  and  my  little  song. 

And  I!ll  tell  you  how  a  guy  went  "wrong; 

X  used  to  live  with  my  aunty  who  was  old  and  wealthy; 
She  had  a  servant  girl  who  was  fat  and  healthy. 

X  tried  my  best  to  get  her  to  lav  the  leg. 

Or  take  her  in  the  woodshed  on  my  peg; 

No  matter  how*  X  tried  I  didn't  seem  to  figure. 

So  I  think  to  this  day  she  was  a  gold-digger; 

X  sneaked  ’round  the  back  one  night  going  to  bed. 

And  caught  her  with  her  head  in  a  barrel  getting  bread* 
A  chance  like  that,  of  course,  I  couldn't  pass: 

So  I  hoisted  up  her  skirts  and  oozed  it  in  her  assJ 

To  think  of  worse  luck.  My  God,  X  know  X  can't. 

For  when  she  turned  around.  Great  Guns,  it  was  my  aunt.* 

17. 

The  Portion  of  a.  Woman 

There  mica  was  a  weaver  and  he  lived  all  alone. 

And  he  worked  at  the  weaver’s  trade  (boom,  boom) . 

And  the  only,  only  thing  that  he  ever  did  wrong 
S?as  to  shield  her  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew. 

Now,  one  dark  night,  to  his  surprise, 

TJhen  he  lay  fast  asleep, 

A  maiden  crept  to  his  bedside. 

And  there  began  to  weep. 

She  wept,  she  cried,  she  damn  near  died; 

Go  hell,  what  could  he  do? 

WJTust  jump  in  bed,  my  pretty  maid,'  tt  he  said, 

’’And  I'll  shield  you  from  the  fo  O  {?  y  *  f  o  of  fry  r3  e  Vf  a  ™ 

Now  the  old  weaver  lives  with  his  son. 

And  they  work  at  the  we  aver 1  s  treks  (boom,  boom) , 

And  every,  every  tine  that  he  looks  into  his  ayes, 

*  s  reminded  of  the  shy  little  maid* 


H«*s  reminded  of  the  summer  time. 

And  of  the  winter  tooj 

But  the  only,  only  thing  that  he  ever  did  wrong, 
fas  to  shield  her  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dewi 


18. 

The  Foggy  Foggy  Dew 

That  portion  of  a  woman  which  anneals  to  men’s  depravity 
Is  fashioned  with  considerable  carej 
And  what  at  first  appears  to  be  a  simple  little  cavity, 
as  really  an  elaborate  affair* 

Physicians  who  have  troubled  to  examine  the  phenomena, 
in  numbers  of  experimental  games. 

Have  made  g$  list  of  things  they  find  in  feminine  abdomens 
And  given  them  delightful  Latin  names* 

There’s  the  vulva,  the  vagina,  and  the  jolly  per inaeum. 
And  the  hymen  in  the  case  of  virgin  brides- 
There  are  lots  of  other  gadgets,  and  you’d  love  lem  if 
you  see  ’em? 

The  clitoris,  and  God  .knows  what  besides* 

So  isn’t  it  a  pity  when  we  common  people  chatter. 

Of  the  organ  to  which  I  have  referred. 

That  we  use  for  such  a  delicate  and  complicated  matter 
Such  a  short  and  very  unattractive  word? 
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MEMORABILIA*  II  GOOD  HUMOR 
( Legman ?  ca . 1900 ) 


A  man  was  walking  along  in  front  of  a  hotel  one  evening  when  a  full 
condom  fell  on  the  sidewalk  in  front  of  him*  So  he  entered  the  hotel 
and  said  to  the  clerks 

"Say,  Bud,  who  is  in  the  third  story  front  room?  11 

"My  daughter,"  was  the  reply. 

n're  11,  is  she  al one  ? 11 

"No,  my  intended  son-in-law  is  with  her.  Thy  do  you  ask?" 

"Thy,  x  thought  1  ought  to  tell  you  that  your  intended  grandson  has 
just  had  a  bad  fall.1" 

T^o  young  women  each  bought  a  fat  banana.  They  took  them  home  and 
after  preparing  for  bed  one  of  the  girls  said  in  a  disappointed  v/ay: 

’Thy ,  th is  o no  is  soft." 

"Well,  we  1 11  eat  that  one,"  her  companion  quickly  remarked, 

k'Vhy  did  you  assault  this  man?"  asked  the  magistrate  of  a  woman  who 
was  brought  before  him. 

"He  said  I  looked  like  a  streetcar. w 

"Well,  thatls  not  an  insult.  Xou  had  no  reason  to  strike  him." 

"It  was  too  insulting.  I  7/ill  not  allow  any  man  to  think  he  can 
get  on  and  off  me  for  five  cents!" 

A  man  went  to  a  beach  resort  to  take  a  swim/  B^ing  late  getting 
there,  he  was  forced  to  take  the  last  bathing  suit  in  the  place.  It  was 
too  small,  but  he  managed  to  squeeze  into  it.  However,  he  could  not 
get  his  balls  in,  so  he  peeked  out,  and  seeing  nobody  near  but  a  small 
boy,  started  to  run  for  the  water,  holding  his  balls  in  his  hand.  The 
boy  discovered  him  at  once  and  cried  out; 

"Mister,  if  vou  lre  seeing  to  drown  them  nappies,  ?cive  me  one  of 
them!" 

A  gentleman  after  buying  a  large  bill  of  goods  went  to  the  cash¬ 
ier  4 s  desk  and,  throwing  down  a  hundred  dollar  bill,  asked; 

•Sow  much  do  you  take  off  for  cash?" 

The  girl  blushed  and  said,  "iiiverrbhing  but  my  stockings!" 

A  party  of  young  blades  ran  across  an  old  darky  who  was  sunning 
himself  in  front  of  his  cabin. 

TWe!ll  give  you  a  dollar,"  they  said,  "if  you  will  take  down  your 
pants  and  show  us  Uncle  Tom.  " 

The  old  man  was  highly  insulted  and  went  into  the  house  to  tell  his 
wife  what  had  happened.  She  was  indignant  that  he  hod  not  accepted  the 
offer,  ©specially  as  there  as  not  a  cent  in  the  house.  Running  after 
the  fellows  she  cried: 

"iif  you  uns  will  put  a  quarter  on  that  there  dollar,  1 T11  show  you 
Uncle  Tom1 s  cabin.  " 

A  young  couple  were  traveling  in  a  railroad  coach  in  which  the  only 
other  person  was  apparently  blind*  The  fellow  Promptly  mot  to  work  and 
soon  hod  his  hands  under  the  girl 1  s  dress  bek/pen  her  legs. 

"Now  you  stop,"  she  said;  "That  man  ovex*  there  is  watching  us." 

"No,  he  isn*t,  "  was  her  companion1©  r^ply.  "1 1 11  show  you  he  ls 
blind.  So  he  reached  across  the  aisle  and  slowly  passed  his  hand  in 
front  of  the  man  *  s  face,  saying?  "Can  you  see,  old  men?" 

The  old  fellow  sniffed  a  couple  of  times  and  replied  energetically? 

"No,  I > m  blind,  but  lead  me  to  iti" 


A  man  afflicted  with  a  chronic  "hard-on”  went  to  the  doctor  to  see 
what  could  be  done  about  it.  The  doctor  looted  at  his  cock  with  admira¬ 
tion,  and  when  the  man  asked  what  he  would  give  him  for  it,  he  replied 
with  enthus iasm s 

t!Ten  thousand  dollars i" 

A  Scotchman  with  a  battered  head  was  met  by  a  friend  who  asked 
what  had  happened* 

"Sandy  McPherson  hit  me  with  a  shovel." 

"well,  didn't  you  hit  him  back?  Didn't  you  have  anything  in  your 
hand  ?  " 

"Yes.  I  had  Mrs.  McPherson’s  cunt  in  my  hand.  But  what  good  was 
that  against  a  shovel?" 

An  Irishman  and  his  wife  were  asleep.  Sh6  woke  up  and  said?  "rat, 
is  that  your  knee  against  my  back?" 

No  answer . 

She  continued;  "If  it  is  your  knee,  you  turn  over;  if  it  isn't  your 
knee,  I1 11  turn  over." 

A  man  on  a  streetcar  saw  another  man  with  his  trousers  unbuttoned. 
So  he  reached  across  the  aisle  and,  touching  the  fellow  on  the  knee, 
whispered; 

"Say,  your  pants  are  unbuttoned.  " 

"That 1  s  all  right,”  ms  the  reply.  "I  did  that  on  purpose.  I  left 
mv  collar  off  last  night  and  got  a  stiff  neck!" 

A  little  girl  who  objected  to  the  long  prayers  she  had  been  taught, 
asked  her  mother  why  she  could  not  say  the  short  prayers  that  she  over¬ 
heard  her  and  papa  say. 

"Thy,  what  prayers  do  you  mean?"  asked  the  mother.  "^hat  did  we 

say?" 

"Last  night  I  heard  you  say,  ’Oh,  God,  I'm  coming i  *  And  Papa  said; 
1  Jesus  Christ,  wait  for  me#1*” 

Two  scrub-women  in  the  city  hall  were  in  the  family  way.  They  wore 
one  morning  discussing  whether  it  would  be  boy  or  girl. 

Just  then  Casey,  the  fat  janitor,  appeared,  wrilth  his  big  belly 
sticking  out  in  front  of  him. 

"That  are  you  going  to  have,  Mr.  Casey?"  one  of  the  women  asked. 

"Oi  tank  it  will  be  an  elephant!"  he  replied.  "put  your  hand  in 
me  pants  and  feel  its  trunk#" 

uncle  Josh  was  uneasy.  He  stretched  himself  several  ti^es,  looked 
out  the  window,  and  finally  said; 

"fal,  I  guess  I'll  take  a  peck  of  tftem  sweet  taters  over  to  the 
Udder  Wilson." 

His  old  black  wife,  Jemima,  said  quietly;  ’You  jus1  go  out  O’ 
doors.  Josh,  and  take  a  good  piss;  then  you  won’t  be  so  charitable i  " 

A  tired  looking  woman  appeared  before  Judge  Powers  and  asked  for  a 
divorce  on  grounds  of  cruelty,  her  husband  compelled  her  to  submit  to 
him  when,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  his  member  was  large  that  it  pained 
her  exceedingly.  Judge  Powers  granted  a  decree. 

About  a  year  later  another  divorce  case  came  before'  Judge  rowers. 

He  looked  at  the  women  in  surprise,  for  she  was  the  one  he  had  divorced 
before  on  account  of' her  husband’s  cruelty. 

?Kyy  do  you  ask  for  separation  this  time?"  the  judge  asked. 

"On  grounds  of  impotence,  your  honor.  My  present  husband  is  in¬ 
competent  to  perform  the  marriage  function#  " 

"Case  dismissed*  "  the  judge  replied  tartly.  "This  court  has  other 
business  besides  fitting  pricks  to  your  cunt,  Madame i” 


SUPPLEMENT 


MY  LETTERS  TO  GERSHGN  LEGMAN 


Utah 


1(58  L  Street 
Salt  La to  City  3, 
JToveiribor  19*  1958 


Mr*  G.  Logman 
858  Hornadny  Plans 
K evsr  York  60*  iJ.Y. 

Dear  Mr.  Leman* 


I  have  been  pleased  mightily  by  all  7/our  sendings  but  h'rvo  boon  too  'busy 
preparing  matorials  for  you*  till  now,  to  attempt,  a  vary  thorough  answer. 

Today*  f ‘nally*  haying;  finished  +ho  dob  of  tyninp  and  -re organising  every¬ 
thing  (I  was  dissatiafiod  with  the  way  many  s  tens  as  rero  out  of  their 
proper  place*  ote, ),  I  an  finally  millin'  out  a  bis;  packet  to  you.  And 
you  mil  note  that  (in  addition  to  returnin'?  that  part  of  vonr  -cony  rtioh 
I  have  already  transcribed)  I  have  included  *»  directory,  of  contributors 
and  an  indor  each  for  ballads,  .livules,  and  dirty  ,iokes*  You  mentioned 
recently  that  information  concerning  time,  and  place  wore  important-  in 
your  -work* 


I  shall ,  if  you  wish*  continue  to  keep  an  ear  cocked  for  more  materials. 

1  haven’t  boon  active  in  collectin''  for  several  years,  but  1  can  got  back 
into  the  thin$  again  very  easily#  • Th«ro  is  a  rich  field  for  that  sort 
of  thin';  in  this  rollon#  if  one  is  interested  end  cares  to  go  to  tho 
trouble*  But  it  requires  effort.  Ora  must  contact  and  vrfn  the  confi¬ 
dence  of  those  who  carry  on  the  tradition.  As  for  the  dirtv  , lobes*  they 
arc  constantly  cornin'?  to  my  attention,  end"  1  can  easilv  record  them  *Yoin 
dey  to  day. 


1  soo,  in  looking  over  your  material  (though  I  havon’t  yot  boon  abl^  to 
go  over  it  thoroughly),  that  you  frequently  '-avo  versions  of  the  r.rmo 
things  as  I»  '('his  is  all  very  worth-while.  .1  thank  you  sincerely.  I 
shall,  of  courso ,  ba  most  happy  to  have  anrth ing  further  that  vou  o»re  to 
send,  and  the  throe-to-one  ratio  pleases  mat  So  far,  in  actual  word eye, 
you  have  about  evenly  matched  my  total  material. 

I  have  no  way  of  putting  all  this  to  use.  Actually,  long  ar?o,  I  found 
myself  stymied^  You*  wh nrn  you  are,  can  probably  find  nnolication  for 
it.  The  boot  that  1  can  hope  for*  however*  is  to  add  to  nv  coll  notion 
for  my  o?m  personal  satisfaction  and  for  the  oni:ortairnent  of  friends* 


1  sme  ttat  you  ma 


outlines 


>  ^  that  it  wa 
trinatad  me  with  my  early  scvxual  trairi 


oato 3d  The  incest,  s$vi  law 

there  I  Yon  will  ^rnvr  avnre  #  no  ^ouht  *  on  my 
a  Yer  y  special  hired  rn,  Pufus  Tor  once  9  who  indoc - 

I  was  then  in  wv  early  teens 


and 


rery  irr^reasi enable  *  and  no  rour 


:,Hat 


n- 


so 


;aved  with  ma«  Thin  fellow  demon strats*3  *  for  vr-r  benefit 


iq  ;fr 
-P3  -f 


P  is 
and  Tlw 


CH 


others,  the  fine  arts  of  rnsturbaticn  enf  basts ality*  I  remember  vary 


In  the  win 


clearly  ho:?, 
cause  of  Spai 
showed  us  boys  how  it 
tree*  which  impressed 
us  one a  told  how,  in  1 
his 
uni 


of  1918*  "v/hon  the  school  a  wo  re  closed  b»- 


dsh  influenza,  he  stood  on  a 


•mo  dons# 
you }  was  cm  o 
ho  bedroom,  ho 


Tho  ioke 


cHa  ir  Trdi  ipd  .^.ti  v*,-*  etid 

^boirb  the  father  ur>  in  the 
It  recalls  to  mind  that  Huf- 


■yl  tj:p  s  c  r  •  ■  a 


'i  n  x, r>  r  a  c  u  v  n  n 


jistor,  when*  aud  ’cnlv,  hi3  father  burst  in*  iork-'d  down  tho  covers 


5  'sil 

sr att  e d  h  im  ra ..  $*n "c  x  x  v 
till  attached *  did  111 
esont  outrage  at  ire 


ily:  on  tho  bare  ■  behind f  then,  rol  linr  *:-h 

tho  backside  nf  the  rlrl*  Did  this 
or  at  having  the  son  do  vhu'-t  tho  old  man  would 
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I  have  a  little  und er st and ing  of-  the  symbol lan  of  dream  and  fantasy* 
(You  see*  I  have  been  twice  analyzed! )  V*B#  Fisher*  brother  of  Vardis, 
the  famous  Idaho  novelist*  a*as  my  first  am  las?  t*  He  was  formerly  the 
heed  of  the  Abnormal  Psychology  Oe  mart  merit  at  Tfavr  York  T.mivorsity*  in 
Greenwich  Villapy ,  but  oa no  west  about  193-6  to  go  into  private  prac¬ 
tice#  I  was  4t  that  time  working  under  Verdis,  on- the  Historical  Rec¬ 
ords  Survey,  at  Boise,  Idaho*  end  hence  fell  under  the  sway  of  Vivian® 
ilia  services  of  the  second,  a  true  psychiatrist,  not  a  Fn *  D# ,  were  re¬ 
quired  later  to  undo  the  damage  left  bv  the  first,  who,  in  many  re¬ 
spects,  was  treading  on  unfamiliar  rround  and  inclined  to  do  a  lot  of 
fumbling  and  bungling#  Pardon  -  tm  if  I  talking  too  much  about  my¬ 
self  I  I  wished  to  prepare  for  a  word  about  the  incest  fantasy  of  the 
father  ur>  in  the  tree! 


I  believe,  in  that  ,1oko,  *m  have  much  ovidenc©  of  the  Cod  inns  situa¬ 
tion#  If  the  tree  represents'  the  nother,  under  whoso  skirts  the  chil¬ 
dren  take  refuge  from  that  ogre ,  the  vengeful  father,  and  under  whoso 
skirts  the  young  boy  would  al sn  like  to  play,  thcrobv  replacing  the 
father,  then  we  certainly  soe  oncost  symbol i zed#  But,  since  the  moth¬ 
er  is  forbidden  fruit  (the  so-called  apple  of  the  Garden  of  ddett  was 
but  the  round  breast  of  the  mother  7?h&oh  the  son  nibbed  to  devour  in 
a  cannibalistic  fantasy! ) ,  the  bov  has  substituted  his  little  sister 
(as  Eve  was  substituted  for  Adam,  all  memoir  of  the  mother  being  ab-  ' 
sent,  hence  repressed!),  who  v-ry  nicely  reoro sorts  the  mother*  But 
the  teacher,  another  wether -subs t i tute  or  mother-f iyur^ ,  has  reported 
the  truancy  to  the  father*  This  function  the  mother  customarily  per- 
forms ,  passing  on  to  the  more  threatening,  terrifying  father -figure 
the  actual  ro sponsib.il  it- v  of  reprimand  and  imnishnont*  In  other  rror^a , 
thorn  is  inoost~guiit,  and,  symbo  1  i oa  1  ly ,  ‘'"he  mother  has  told,  or  lot 
the  cat  out  of  the  bag  I  So  the  father,  wh  *  Is  symbol,  else,  of  the 
Suoor-^go  with  its  ir»vro,iocbad  guilt  ami  snlf-aeeusatloru  is  soon  up  in 
the  tree*  Ibis  father-f igure  is  also  a  s-mol  of  God  up  in  heaven 
watching  the  guiltv  child  commit  ’"ia  sin  arc  there  pasm  no  fiudrmerit# 

(it  is  characteristic ,  I  believe,  for  small  chi  Fran*  because  the  surer- 
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ble  j  and  as  an  outpouring  of  love  toward  **  ho  war-iv  ! ) ,  intended  t  n  ulna 
cat  a  the  father?  Many  such  immature ,  babvlnh  attitudes  -aro  tied  up  in 
the  embolism  of  the  anal  period# 


have  a  word  to  say,  hopj 


this  conn-ctd  rrn,  cjorcernipg  tho  probable 


subeor.soious  motivation  of  tho  colloetor  of  vulgar  sor-ws  and  iokec, 
auch  a  a  you  and  I*  This  mtorial ,  I  belfcve,  is  hut  a  r^rmmuntai  ion, 
or  an  extension,  if  you  loill*  of  the  focal  n.atex4ial  of  infarevj 


Just  as  the  won-i turo  frustration  of  tho  infantile  seeking  instinct 
(weanin'*  problem! )  maybe  tho  later  basis  for  o  ipar  -smoking *  alcohol- 
Ism,  a  tic!  even  tho  sexual  practice  of  sucking  one  another  off,  and  al¬ 
so  the  cannibalistic  fantasy  of  eating  the  mother j  so*  likewise,  tho 
premature  frustration  of  tho  anal  pleasures  (toilpt  training!),  both 
of  dafecation  and  of  interest  in  fetal  mb  tor*  may  bn  the  basis  for 
later  fascination  v/ith  vulgar  jokes,  rhyms,  and  ballads.  They  rep¬ 
resent  feces!  They  represent  forbidden  dirt  which  still  sec  pea  very 
attractive!  Only*  in  this  instance,  tho  original  interest,  frustra¬ 
ted,  lms  boon  turned  to  a  now  and  substitute  object!  It  my  bo  regar¬ 
ded,  perhaps,  (this  interest),  as  a  partial  fixation  at  tho  onol  lev- 
el*  Such  subject-matter ,  therefore*  might  be  expected  to  contain, 
quite  prcninontlv  though  not  to  tho  exclusion  of  osyohio  material  at 
other  levels,  all  the  mechanisms,  fantasies,  ~Kd  oorolovee  in  anal 
level  interest  and  maladjustment.  These  mechanisms  include  hoarding, 
using  fecal  matter  as  tho  moans  of  hostile  attack  or  of  loving  reward 
and  an  outpouring  of  the  h~art,  and  orcoocuoati on  with  filth  as  some** 
thing  of  great  emotional  voice.  In  short*  tho  focal  matter  may  bo 
regarded,  and  likewise  the  vulgar  material  phi  eh  substitutes  for  it, 
as  values  going  back  to  infancy,  or  the  first  yo-r  of  life*  Tho  mod¬ 
ern  clinical  method*  therefore*  of  using  o lay-mold ing  and  finger— 
painting  thorapout ioally ,  for  the  relief  of  too  intense  a  nrooecuna.- 


v?  effective  in  dealing  Pith  the 
actual  collecting,  of  course* 


The 


tion  -with  anal  problem,  might  also 
collectors  ( ! )  of  vulgar  folk-lore. 

satisfies  the  subconscious  need  to  plav  around  in  the  feces  with  tho 
bare  hands.  This*  mind  you,  is  my  own  ovaluation  of  the  problem,  and 
has  not  boon  actually  derived  from  the  clinic* 


hell,  I  have  boon  sorting  through  your  materials,  again.  And  I  must 
repeat  that  1  am  very  pleased  with  thorn*  They  give  mo  an  intense 
satisfaction!  then  I  got  Into  them  further,  I  nay  have  additional 
comments  to  make* 


By  tho  way,  I  have  hoard  rumors  the  following  Items,  but  hrvo  not 
been  able  to  find  thou,  Are  vou  familiar  vr'th  thorn? 

1.  ADVarri-mS  OF  A  3 T-jnCGHAPflifli  <1020?  ) 

2.  03H  BACK  TAFD  L/‘S?  ’TIGHT  (ifl’O?) 

3*  !Tho  hair  on.  her  piss  or  hung  down  to  her  louses  !  "  (1900?) 

4,  "And  than  sho  said,  "Kind  Sir,  (1900?) 

I  hope  you  arc  not  donoj 
For  I  sac  more  ammunition 

In  that  bag  behind  your  gunl ” 


In  conclusion,  I  -would  li’-p  to  point  out  tk  at  t  have  been  on  joying 
our  correspondence  and  tho. exchange  of  materials.  This  sort  of  thing, 
of  course,  goes  on  and  on*  There  Is  no  stopping  point.  And  so*  ranv 
the  future  be  rich  with  many  now  finds! 


Aa  I  got 
i  {finals, 
sent  you 


around  to  it,  I  shall  transcribe  your  copy  and  return  the  or— 
You  mod  not  do  likewise,  hcr.k“Vor*  for  1  made  tho  cony  I 
especially  for  you* 


Bant  regards* 


F*S.  I  enclose  a  snapshot  of  mrgelf  to  satisfy. an"  curiosity 
havo  regarding  me*  Natural  I-*'-,  I  would  li>«'  to  know  a  bit  more 
you  also*  Cone  out  of  tho  shadows.  Isn’t  that  --bat  the  soap 
on  television  those  days?  K.b* 


*TO*l  r*VW 
about 

ar? 53 


November  28,  1952 


Dear  Logman* 


Thank  you  for  tho  few  remarks  about  yourself,  which  wore,  I  must  say, 
rather  sketchy  and  n on-  inf  omat  i  ve  2 

I  am  ton  years  older  than  you  but  became  interested  in  my  collecting 
only  four  years  ahead  of  you •  Ky  ’parents  too  were  f ore i gn-born,  My 
mother’s  family,  who  were  tkiglish,  came  from  South  Africa  in  1861, 

My  father's  pooole  came  from  Denmark  in  tho  early  1850*8,  They  wore 
all  originally  Mormon  converts,  though  my  pat  or  ml  side  is  now  strong 
for . tho ' opposition! 


I  could  perhaps  write  up  a  few  psychological  interpretations  of  vari¬ 
ous  of  the  jokes  and  ballads »  (Incidentally,  you  are  quits  welcome  to 
quoto  mo  on  anything,  so  long  ag  you  don’t  plant  a  trail  to  my  doori) 


For  example,  "Tho  Maid  ’’ho  fas  Hot  Satisfied, "  as  well  as  "Poor  Lil, " 
and  some  of  my  own  jokes,  also,  particularly  #6(3,  "Don’t  ’G-t  Di Scour* 
aged,  w  tie  in';; together  in  expressing  one  oft  reo wring  th»me  in  vul¬ 
gar  folklore,  I  think  we  have  penis  envy,  on  tho  part  of  tho  femlo, 
as  well  as  perhaps  the  castration  oomplox,  here  indicated.  The  woman 
is  full  of  rage  because  she  is  not  a  man  and  therefore  does  not  enjoy 
tho  sot  organs,  tho  freedoms,  and  the  privi logos  of  the  male,  m  her 
subconscious  frenzy  to  achieve  a  penis  for  herself,  she  can  only  fool 
success  and  satisfaction  as  Ion*  as  a  penis,  any  ^enis ,  is  actually 
lying  in  her  mm  vagina.  So  she  sucks  the  wan  dry,  so  to  sponlc,  She 
thereby  defeats  him,  castrates  him,  by  out-3  oxing  him  and  destroying 

(This  pattern,  inc Ido ntn 1 ly » 


his  masculine  conceit  la  his  prowess, 
may  bo  one  explanation  of  nwnf*  o^enln. 


this  subconscious  burger  to 


own  and  possess  a  penis.  Another,  I  imagine .  is  an  ego  identification 


with  sexual  prowess,  a  high* 
and  In  insatiability  itself, 


egoistic  satisfaction  in  tho  sexual  act 
It  becomes  .lust  as  much  a  oa.ro or  as  be¬ 
ing  the  world’s  champion  prize-fighter J )  Tho  man,  on  his  part,  to  d.o« 
fend  himself  against  the  bitter  envy  and  the  hostile  attack  of 

tho  female  ihor  sexuality  itself  is  an  attack  orilhis  sexuality),  and 
perhaps  also  to  satisfy  certain  subconscious  sadistic  tendencies  of 
his  own  (a  compromise  satisfaction  of  tho  contradictory  desires  to 
enjoy  the  delights  of  sox  and  to  destroy  tho  sex  object  because  the 
female  is  tho  surrogate  of  the  host! le  and  fy 


rusuranirfl 


r  of  yore ) , 

must  punish  as  part  of  his  triumph.  And  his  conquest  over  tho  female, 
in  sax,  is  dust  that  —  a  tri'roph  of  domination!  To  en.loy  satisfaction 
he  must  def catcher  and  degrade  and  debase  h^r*  So,  in  tho  joke  or 
ballad,  ho  cither  ovorwhol  ns  H03?  wllbH  HXv*  hu^o  C o?*  of* 
interest)  penis ,  Or  he  calls  on  some  outside  such  as  man  or 

ruthless  machine,  to  do  tho  job  for  him,  which  nothing  can  stop  or. o© 
it  is  put  in  motion.  Or,  as  in  my  joke  #66,  he  glsdlv  enlists’  the 
of  other  men,  for  all  men  ere  his  ailing  in  the  fight  to  the  death 
between  the  seres,  "If  tho  two  of  us  can’t  keen  h«r  satisfied,  \m  ’  11 
get  another  nan I "  All  those  attitudes  Tf&V  r?¥ f3- IF 00 Til ^  0-1:  of4  tho 
anal-sadisti  o  type  of  sexual  adjustment,  or  maladjustment,  «s  it  could 
bo  hotter  termed.  Frigid! tv,  impotence,  etc.,  mv  likewise  result 


from  tho  anal- 


*fcrT>0  of  0. f  4i U S't’T* 0 vft; M  BXi'*  .f*T f)V *  fV'1, 


of  homosexual  adjustment  at  the  anal  l^vel’.  In  eon''  of  these  j dices  and 
songs  we  hove  clear  indication  of  the  anal  oor-od,  for,  at  tho' final 
defeat  of  tho  woman  (and  we  must  rone-bar  that  these  are  male  fanta¬ 
sies,  not  female I ),  hor  focal  matter ,  in  greatest  abundance,  is  sent* 
terad  far  and  wide.  This  discharge  seeminlv  3$  substituted  for  tho  us¬ 
ual  and  to  bo  expected  orgastic  olimaxl 


Under  separate  cover*  some  days  ago*  I  milled  you  a  aoxmlo  of  pages 
of  the  kind  of  material  you  last  rocm*sto.di  the  pithv  savings*  I 
may  be  able  to  ge t  many  more* .  My  father  is  a  veritable  treasure** 
house  of  these  thirds  *  But  I  won  Id  h  aye  to  be  around  him  for  awhllo 
to  pick  thorn  up  again*  as  I  have  forgotten  many  of  them  in  the  SO 
years *  nearly,  that  I  have  boon  away  from  hone*  The  speech  of  the 
rowdy*  happy-go- lucky  Wosterrar  was  full  of  such  sn.yir.Ks* 

Today*  under  separate  cover*  I  am  returning  the  last  of  your  copy, 
which  you  sent  me  for  exchange*  I  enclose  also  a  few  sheets  too  many 
of  Chisholm  Trail*  vour  awn  version,  which  you  may  be  able  to  use. 

I  would  like  to  have  further  souks  and  ballads  from  you  but  tbnre  is 
no  greet  hurry#  "'henovor  you  can  mot  around  to  it#  X  eoa,  by  the 
the  way*  as  you  will  too  from  the  Table  of  Contents  herewith  on«- 
closed,  that  your  material  supplied  to  me  amour tod  to  a  total*  .when 
typed  off*  of  40  pages#  That  I  sent  you.  came  to  84,  not  counting 
indexes,  etc* 

?*@11*  this  will  have  to  be  enough  for  now*  If  1  am  to  get  my  letter 
off  in  today  *s  mail* 

Best  wishes* 


December  13,  1952 


Dear  Gprshonj 


1  hops  you  don’t  mind  ray  thus  addressing  vou  f  ami Id arly#  I  like  the  name. 
It  is  unusual,  interesting,  and.  distinguished.  It. should  ba  a  real  asset 
in  presenting  your  raanusoripts  to  editors. 

Wo,  the  id i eras  and  synonyms  are  not  currant  for  Utah.  (Thay  mav  bo  in  use 
hare  but  not  to  ray  knowledge# )  I  learned  them  in  Southeastern  Idaho  •when 
a  young  boy  living  at  home#  A  good  round  data  -would  be  about  1920,  though 
actually,  it  would  be  anywhere  botwnon  1915  and  1956.  I  have  since  boon 
out  of  contact  with  farmers  and  laborers  who  use  such  expressions,  host 
of  it,  actually,  I  learned  from  my  father# 

Incidentally,  I  horse  I  do  not,  by  virtue  of  be  ins*  somewhat  older  than  you, 
beoorae  a  fathor»*f  injure  deserving  of  castration  at  your  hands!  1  am  defi¬ 
nitely  not  the  father  type! 


My  so-oallod  "Glossary”  Is  suggestive  but  bv  no  means  exhaustive,  I  knew 
I  have  overlooked  many  exoressions.  Some  of  those  von  mentioned,  like 
d lidos  and  raarkins,  were  entirelv  new  to  me,  but  I  had  heard  of  the  wirapus 
and  the  false  breast,  '.the  latter  is  called  a  "falsie"  out  here.  As  for 
the  dildos,  any  local  hoy  who  can’t  get  a  girl  —  and  he  would  have  to 
be  damned  slow  nowadays  —  may  resort  to  a  can  of  lard  or  a^le-grease, 
left  in  the  can,  or,  as  the  3 ok®  goes,  to  a  knothole  in  the  fence i  I’ve 
even  heard  of  men. who  soak  in  a  bathtub,  with  ,1ust  the  head  of  an  erection 
floating  above  water,  and  tantalize  themselves  into  an  orgasm  by  allowing 


a  fly,  minus  its  wings ,  to  stroll  around  on  the  "island,"  1  h>ve  heard, 
too,  of  Mexicans  who  use  a  kind  of  vacuum' pump,  similar  to  a  breast-pump, 
to  masturbate  themselves  with#  Incidentally,  in  mv  terminology  list,  I 
overlooked  such  a  simple  contraceptive  as  the  douschol 


As  for  the  word  "ohaabor,  "  I  believe  it  is  correctly  used  as  a  verb,  mean¬ 
ing,  literally,  to  take  into  a  bedroom  (a  chamber ) ,  or  to  take  to  bed. 
Leastwise,  ray  old  dictionary  (1928  edition)  shows  the  word  in  that  sense. 
It  is  not  a  Western  usage,  however#  I  use  it  merely  as  the  rolito  key 
word,  under  which  to  hang  the-  not-so -polite  synonyms ,  which,  for  th^ir 
part,  arc  thoroughly  idiomatic  and  provincial# 

Thanks  again  for  the  batch  of  points  and  ballads.  They  arc  the  "real 
thing#"  I  prise  each  and  evorv  one  like  n  rare  marl# 

I  have  scrapped  the  old  table  of  Contents  and  c one  a  thorough  iob  of  re¬ 
organizing*  But  still  I  am  dissatis' 
items  in  one  unending  series  and 
other  and  all  of  them  intor-relstod, 

I  enclose  i>  fov?  little  scraps# 


bottom  of  th- 


barrel,  till  such 


.$f  ied* 

It  is  hard  t 

o  out  *11  those 

rV&  'fell  0  T! 

* 

&X o d  f ro-i 

one  thin^!  to  an* 

;  much. 

Actually,  I 

am  scranin?  tho 

-ime  as  I  can  find  more  sources* 

Sincerely, 


P#S# 


I  have  been  very  much  inter  os  tod  in  yo-ir  nsvoh 


noted 

VOU2T  rOTTta 

xrl:s  or 

f  aiitii3i.es  of  the  ■?  rf*  *  r  it 

end 

of 

b x  yno s 0 

^  o  xa  f*  t- 

rated  30  tv  al  intern  st )  9 

(it 

•a 

a  Lulu!) 

and  Th 

rV  y^Trvpf.'^  nr; trm; 

.  U  i  sis.  V  i  i.  I  S  f  V  i  1 .  *}V  i  9 

clerical  comments#  I  have 
-’simnl  (masochist  tone) 

I  rafo'r  to  vour  UjUJ 


1  nm,  at  tho  moment,  however,  thinking,  particularly  of  what  vm  said 
about  the  close  tie-up  (identification)  between  death  and  sexuality*  X 
quite  agree  with  you*  I  believe,  though,  that  the  explanation  lies  in 
dream  symbolism,  vrfiioh  is  quite  universal*  A  body  in  a  grave ,  for  in¬ 
stance),  may  denote  a  penis  buriod  in  a  vagina*  the  true  meaning  being 
hidden  from  the  dreamer  by  the  screening  out  process  of  the  Super  Kgo* 
Guilt  is  indicated,  too,  in  that  death  is  thought  of  as  being  punishment 
for  sin.  (See  GiSIBSIS, )  Sin  is  consummated  and  punishment  achieved, 
nil  in  one  symbolism,  therefore*  Might  wo  not  evon  say,  with  convic¬ 
tion,  that  sin  and  death  are  associated  in  our  minds  because  Adam  became 
deserving  of  death,  and  brought  death  into  the  world,  throng')  his  mis¬ 
behavior  with  Bvat  (’"as  not  the  snake  which  tempted  Bvo  the  penis  of 
the  Father,  and  was  not  the  fruit  which  Adam  plucked,  Bve’s  cherry?)  It 
■was  that  old  sin  which  made  us  nil  subject  to  death.  And  it  is  that  sin, 
too,  for  which  we  ourselves  must  pay  by  dying*  It  is  blood  atonement,  ' 
so  to  speak.  And  blood  can  ba  a  symbol,  in  dreams,  also  in  fantasy,  of 
tho  semen  of  an  orgasm,  also®  You  chop  off  a  h'-nd,  and  out  comes  blood 
gushing.  Maybe  that  chopping  symbolizes  intercourse,  or  masturbation, 
also  the  feeling  of  guilt  and  tho  do  sir®  for  atonement,  and  even  a  cas¬ 


tration  of  tho  offending  organ,  the  hand 
(Does  tho  BIBLE  not  say, 
off,”  etc.?)  Hero,  again 


or, 


symbolically,  tho  peris. 


'If  thy  hand  offend  thee,  cast  (or  cut)  it 
we  have  sin.  guilt,  and  atonement  all 


achieved  in  one  fantasy,  in  highlv  condensed  form,  Ihe  atonement, 
throufgi  self-castration,  is  made  to  Cod  himself,  who  represents  the  fa¬ 
ther,  introjected,  and  who  also  represents  tho  Super  Sgo,  projected* 

'’hat  it  all  boils  down  to,  then,  is  aalf-oa  str  at  ion  to  appease  the  wrnth 
of  the  jealous  father.  How  else  can  one  come  back  into  favor,  except  by 
destroying  that  which  is  objectionable  to  the  father,  one’s  own  com¬ 
peting  manhood?  Maybe  that  is  why  so  much  of  religion  scorns  to  have  an 
of famine  zing  effect  on  its  membership*  Christianity,  most  certainly, 
extolls  the  virtues  of  femininity,  .('.Titness,  the  adoration  of  the  vir¬ 
gin,  and  the  doctrine  of  turning  the  other  cheek* ) 

I  would  like  to  call  attention,  also,  to  the  obvious  relationship  be¬ 
tween  excrement  (and  the  processes  of  exoretion)  and  sexual  intercourse 
(sexuality)*  I  mentioned  in  an  earlier  letter,  in  connection  wHh  '*Pho 
Great  ••’bn el,  ”  that  a  discharge  of  feces  might  displace  the  expected  org¬ 
asm  and  be  its  equivalent*  Both  feo«s  and  urine  can,  I  believe,  bo  used 
as  dream  symbols  for  semen*  ‘ihoy  cone  from  tho  same  general  region, 
they  give  pleasurable  sensations,  And,  in  curly  childhood,  they  are  be¬ 
lieved  to  be  the  same.  Genoa,  wo  have  the  flood  fantasy  (tlovh’s  delude), 
a  kind  of  bed-wotting  fantasy,  vhich  irm y  represent  a  welling  up  of  ecs¬ 
tasy  —  in  short,  an  orgasm.  One  may  also  dream  of  ^ofacating  on  a  wom¬ 
an*  The  woman,  in  that  case,  is  probably  a  mother-figure ,  •■horn  the  per¬ 
son  (a  child  in  fantasy)  is  dirtying  in  a  hostile  attack,  or  on  whom  he 


is  bestowing  a  gift  of  leva, 


can 


either,  for,  in  the  anal  period < 


faces  is  used  both  to  express  love  end  hostility*  Therein,  I  believe, 
lies  the  explanation  for  sad  ism*  which  so  f  ra^uont  3  y  cocas  out  in  our 
folk  materials,  often  in  connection  with  dafedation*  Psvohologists  indi¬ 
cate  that  in  the  anal  period  are  laid  down  at  least  throe  distinct  perso¬ 
nality  patterns*  (l)  tho  anal -retentive ,  involving  original  holding,  but 
spreading  out  to  Include  hoarding,  miserliness,  and  the  propensity  for 
collecting  things  (eg.,  vulgar  ballads!)*  (£)  ami-sad iatio,  involving 
original  hostility  toward  tho  mother,  later  extending  to  cruelty  toward 
any  sox  object*  and  (3)  ami -compulsive,  growing  out  of  guilt  concerning 
defecation,  and  spreading  ov^r  to  include  sexuality,  n ni  often  producing 
the  impotent  or  frigid  person,  very  nice,  vorv  ol«an  an'1  particular*  1 
believe,  though,  a  fourth  type  should  be  added*  n  kind  of  anal-giving 
type,  benif leant,  generous,  loving  his  fallow-man  (similar  to  Christ). 

I  think  wo  can  find  traces  of  all  those  things  (like  aesavirg  for  miner¬ 
als)  wh°n  we  analyze  our  vulgar  folk  materials.  Li the  Greek  myths, 
they  arc  rich  in  Freudian  symbolism  and  fantasy* 

K, 


archive  of  folk 


THE  FOLKLORE  TRADE  WITH  GERSHQM  LEG KAN 


Consummated 
in  1952 


3.  Kenneth  Larson 


Gsrshon  Legman,  an  avid  ballad  collec¬ 
tor,  was  put  in  touch  with  me  in  1952 
by  the  Library  of  Congress,  'jjashington, 
D.C.  Ha  was  then  looking  into  such  ma¬ 
terial  on  deposit  there.  And  they  knew 
about  me  because  I  had  offered  to  put  a 
copy  of  my  COUNTRYSIDE  FOLKLORE  there. 

In  our  exchange  of  letters,  however,  he 
advised  against  my  doing  so,  saying  all 
such  materials  indexed  in  the  library 
were  missing,  and  that  he  suspected  it 
had  been  destroyed  by  virtuous  female 
custodians  who  found  it  distasteful. 

Ha  succeeded  in  talking  me  out  of  giv¬ 
ing  my  book  to  the  Library  of  Congress 
and  persuaded  me,  instead,  into  letting 
him  have  a  copy.  In  exchange,  he  gave 
me  tuo-f or-one  out  of  his  own  extensive 
collection.  Only  years  later  did  it  oc¬ 
cur  to  me  that  he  wanted  my  materials 
exclusively  for  himself  and  hence  kept 
m©  from  giving  it  to  the  library  also. 


In  the  book  which  follows,  Part  One,  my 
own  BARNYARD  FOLKLORE  OF  SOUTHEASTER 
IDAHO,  is  kept  quite  apart  from  Part 
Two,  TYPICAL  SPECIMENS  OF  VULGAR  FOLK¬ 
LORE,  which  was  contributed  by  Gershon 
Legman  but  given  its  present  arrange¬ 
ment  by  me.  Much  of  his  material  is 
other  versions  of  my  own.  But  each  of 
us  also  contributes  various  things  quite 
new  to  the  other. 


At  this  writing ,  Legman  is  blind,  a  wid¬ 
ower,  and  living  at  Cannes  in  France. 


PART  ONE 


EARNYARD  FOLKLORE  OF  SOUTHEASTERN  IDAHO 


BARNYARD  FOLKLORE  OF  SOUTHEASTERN  IDAHO 


Compiled  by 
J.  Kenneth  Larson 


A  collection  of  vulgar  verses,  jokes,  and 
popular  ballads,  all  of  them' unprintable , 
obtained  by  word-of-mouth'  from  those'who 
entertained  by  them  (mostly  farmers,  lab¬ 
orers,  and  students),  in  Malad,  McCammon, 
Moscow,  rocatello.  Twin  Falls,  and  Idaho 
Falls,  old  localities  in  Southeastern  Ida¬ 
ho,  (and  a  few  from  Salt  Lake  City),  dur¬ 
ing  the  years  from  1920  to  1952.  The  vir¬ 
tue  of  this  material  lies  not  in  its  snow- 
white  purity  but  in  its  uninhibited  frank¬ 
ness.  it  is  not  Sunday  school  text,  but, 
rather,  the  basis  for  a  highly  scientific 
look  into  the  workings  of  the  human  mind, 
in  dealing  with  the  sexual  impulses  that 
are  dammed  up  (threat  of  religious  damna¬ 
tion.’  )  by  the  narrow,  frustrating  mores  of 
our  civilization. 


168  L  St. 

Salt  Lake  City,  3,  Utah 
November  11,  1952 


PREFACE 


Victor  Hugo,  discussing  ’'Argot*  in  the  pages  of  Les  Mis- 
e rabies ,  tells  us  that  nothing  -which  exists  is  unworthy  of 
study.  Now,  as  any  reader  of  Hugo  is  aware,  "Argot"  is  the 
harsh,  cruel  bastard  language  of  hardened  Paris  criminals, 
developed  by  them  for  greater  ease  in  talking  over  their  vil¬ 
lainous  plans  without  detection.  In  this  book,  though  not 
condoning  the  filthy  language  of  the  underworld,  Hugo  turns  a 
scientific  eye  on  this  form  of  speeoh  and  tries  to  tell  us 
how  sind  why  it  originated. 

My  purpose  is  similar  in  making  the  present  collection 
of  vulgar  verses,  stories,  and  ballads.  (l  would  be  a  liar, 
of  course,  if  1  pretended  that  I  did  not,  at  the  same  time, 
get  an  intense  satisfaction  out  of  the  work,  just  for  the 
sake  of  the  subject-matter  itself.  For  it  did,  unquestion¬ 
ably,  serve  as  a  release  for  repressed  and  inhibited  biologi¬ 
cal  needs,  in  my  case,  just  as  in  all  others.  That,  certain¬ 
ly,  is  the  very  reason  for  its  existence;)  I  have  used  no 
other  source  than  that  of  oral  tradition,  by  which  all  folk 
literature  is  necessarily  secured.  I  have  scorned  drawing 
on  the  watered-down  versions  currently  in  print.  And  I  can 
hardly  make  the  claim  that  all  the  songs  in  the  collection 
are  true  ballads  in  the  fullest  sense.  Irmust,  however, 
point  out  that  all  the  selections  herein  presented  are  so  ex¬ 
tremely  vulgar  as  to  call  for  a  word  of  explanation,  and  to 
that  purpose  I  devote  the  remainder  of  this  preface. 

I  have  (if  1  may  say  so)  gone  to  considerable  trouble  to 
drag  out  into  the  light  of  day  those  vulgarities  which  germi¬ 
nate  and  grow  under  cover  of  darkness.  They  exist,  certain¬ 
ly!  They  serve  an  important  purpose  in  contemporary  life. 

And  they  are  known  and  cherished  in  secret  by  schoolchildren 
everywhere,  by  members  of  the  laboring  classes,  and  by  nearly 
every  marriageable  youth  in  the  country,  with  perhaps  a  very 
few  exceptions.  Only  the  so-called  "sissies”  are  immune  to 
such  interest,  and  even  their  protestations  of  aversion  are 
often  questionable.  Every  normal  and  honest-minded  person, 
in  ray  opinion,  passes  through  a  stage  in  his  early  youth  — 
which  he  may  never  outgrow  --  of  intense  interest  in  the  vul¬ 
gar  and  concealed  things  of  life.  Terhaps  it  is  a  natural 
phase  of  adolescence,  it  grows  out  of  ths  intense,  excited 
seeking,  the  hungering  for,  that  satisfaction  of  newly  awak¬ 
ened  passions  and  desires  which,  at  that  age,  spring  from  tho 
sudden  ripening  of  the  gonads.  And  it  is  only  human  nature, 
after  all,  to  be  intrigued  by  life's  mysteries. 

Vulgar  poetry  and  crude  jokes  about  sex  are  youth's 
method  of  teaching  itself  the  things  it  wants  to  know  which 
it  has  a  perfect  right  to  know.  They  are  the  id  *s  answer  to 
the  suppressing  forces  of  the  Super  Ego.  They  are  the  primi¬ 
tive  mamals  evasion  of  the  stifling.  The  conformity-demanding 
forces  of  civilization.  The  narrowmindedness  of  our  fore¬ 
fathers  in  condemning  natural  instincts  and  in  concealing  un¬ 
der  a  cloak  of  stinking  mystery  facts  that  should  be  dealt 
with  fairly  and  in  the  open  is  largely  responsible  .for  the 
growth  and  continued  existence  of  the  large  body  of  filth  — 
it  can  hardly  be  called  literature  —  which,  by  distorting 
sex,  by  emphasizing  all  its  worst  aspects,  from  generation  to 
generation  corrupts  the  minds  of  our  youth. 


For  centuries  medical  science  was  ignorant  and  often 
deadly  to  its  patients  because  it  was  founded  on  a  false  mod¬ 
esty  which  forbade  dissection,  discussion,  or  even,  a  simple 
study  of  the  human  body.  Today,  thank  God i,  we  are  escaping 
at  last  from  such  prudery.  The  thoughts  of  men  are  directly 
related  to  their  bodies,  since  they  arise  out  of  the  func¬ 
tions  of  the  body.  Yet,  even  now,  in  this  age  of  enlighten¬ 
ment,  many  thoughts  and  expressions  are  taboo  because  they 
have  long  been  labeled  as  vulgar,  he  seemingljjr  cannot  escape 
the  grim  shadow  of  the  pasti 

Modern  psychiatry,  perhaps,  is  doing  more  than  all  other 
forces  combined,  in  our  time,  to  break  down  old  prejudices 
and  free  the  human  mind.  The  process  of  psychoanalysis,  cer¬ 
tainly  (to  which  X,  myself,  have  twice  submitted,  under  entir¬ 
ely  different  doctors  and  entirely  different  schools),  is  one 
of  raking  slime  from  the  very  bottom  of  the  subconscious  l 

Another  force  which  has,  of  late,  tended  to  free  the 
world  from  prudery  and  false  values,  is  the  revolt  of  woman 
(made  possible  by  suffragette  victories,  by  job  equality,  and 
by  the  development  of  scientific  methods  of  contraception) 
against  the  double-standard,  which  for  so  many  cunturies  kept 
half  the  race  in  slavery  to  the  other  half.  The  automobile, 
too,  has  had  its  share  in  bringing  about  change,  it  has  freed 
mankind  from  its  old  bondage  to  locality  and  to  the  public 
opinion  of  the  little  community  with  its  in-group  hostility 
against  the  out-group.  Likewise,  the  movement  in  free  -thought 
has  been  furthered  b;/  such  improved  methods  of  dissemination 
of  ideas  as  radio  and  television. 

Like  Hugo,  1  have  little  sympathy  for  prudery,  for  big¬ 
otry,  for  the  kind  of  narrow-mindedness  which  taboos  a  sub¬ 
ject  and  makes  it  unspeakable.  To  me  it  seems  that  all 
things  which,  exist  are  natural,  that  they  grow  out  of  defi¬ 
nite  causes  .and  fill  a  definite  need.  It  is  only  the  artific- t 
ial  standards  of  society  that  make  one  thing  vulgar  and  an¬ 
other  polite.  The  weed  along  the  roadside  is  no  less  natural 
than  the  blooming  rose.*  We  cannot  shut  our  eyes  and,  by  so 
doing,  force  it  out  of  existence. 

If  the  youth  of  our  country  are  to  get  proper  perspec¬ 
tive  and  wholesome  attitudes  (for,  in  spite  of  all  progress, 
the  undercurrents  of  suppression  and  of  revolt  against  it 
through  vulgarity  continue),  the  so-called  vulgar  ballad  must 
be  dragged  out  into  the  open  and  examined  in  the  light  of  day. 
If  it  is  truly  evil,  and  if  its  effects  are  to  be  eliminated, 
then  its  cause  must  be  determined  and  remedied,  and  something 
more  useful  and  healthful  substituted  in  its  place.  Vholosome 
substitution  may  be  possible,  but  eradication  is  out  of  the 
question,  perhaps  not  even  desirable.  The  fundamental  point 
to  be  considered,  no  doubt,  is  that  vulgar  ballads  we  have 
and  vulgar  ballads  we  shall  always  have.  Ihey  become  innocu¬ 
ous,  however,  in  the  absence  of  suppression  of  information. 
Therefore,  though  not  a  respected  place,  they  at  least  de¬ 
serve  a  place  of  recognition  and  study,  not  only  as  the  lit¬ 
erature  of  the  subconscious,  but  as  the  science  of  evasion 
from  repression. 
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THIS  SHEEHIERDHR 


A. 

(Iran  Peterson) 

A  sheepherder  lying  tipon  the  grass 
1'< a s  peacefully  resting  his  weary  ass. 

A  awe  came  up  and  licked  his  tolls 
Through  a  little  hols  in  his  overalls. 

The  sheepherder  woke  from  out  his  sleep 

In  time  to  catch  and  f - that  sheep.4 

A  magpie  sitting  in  a  tree  nearby 

Watched  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 

Then  what  should  appear  but  an  angry  buck. 

Cheated  out  of  his  last  good  f - J 

He  rammed  so  hard  that  the  sheepherder * s  nuts 
Got  tangled  up  in  the  old  ewe  *s  guts. 

And  when  that  ewe  has  lambs  next  year. 

His  bolls  will  be  hanging  out  of  their  ears.1 

B. 

(Larry  Martin) 

A  sheepherder  lay  in  the  tall  green  grass. 

His  faithful  dog  close  by  his  ass. 

A  magpie  sat  in  a  tree  nearby, 

Watching  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 
The  shhepherdar  he  awoke 

And  started  f - ing  his  nanny-goat. 

The  nanny-goatt  bled,  and  the  sheepherder  quit j 
The  dog  jacked  off,  and  the  magpie  shit? 


THB  OLD  APPLE  TREE 
(Larry  Martin) 

) 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree. 
Through  a  hole  in  her  pants  I  could  see 
A  little  black  spot; 

She  called  it  her  nTwat,n 
But  it  looked  like  her  ass  hole  to  me! 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree., 

I  got  what  was  coming  to  met 
In  the  tall  green  grass 
I  got  some  fine  ass 

Prom  the  girl  that  was  so  loving  to  me  I 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree. 

She  handed  a.  package  to  met 
A  dose  of  the  claps. 

The  shankers  perhaps. 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  arrple  treeJ 


DICKaY  MD  MUEFHJST 
(Beni  Edwards ) 


Dickey  and  Murphey  were  playing  in  the  ditch, 

Tvhen  Dickey  called  Murphey  a  dirty  son- of -a-  — — 

Bring  all  your  children  and  let  them  play,  with  sticks. 

Or  whan  they  grow  older  they *11  play  with  their  - - 

Dickey  and  Murphey  had  a  little  doggie ; 

They  lent  him  to  a  lady  to  keep  her  company; 

She  led  him  and  fed  him,  until  one  day  on  a  hunt. 

He  played  all  around  her  petticoats  and  - 
Country  lass  a- sitting  on  the  grass; 

A  fence-post  fell  over  and  ran  a  sliver  up  her  — — 

Ask  me  no  questions  and  1*11  tell  you  no  lies; 

And  if  I  finish  this  I  hone  I  die 
And  go  to  - 

Hello,  Central,  how's  your  brownie  hair? 

And  if  you  have  no  whiskey,  1*11  have  to  drink  your  beer 


BYE-BYE,  BOY  FRIEND 
(Nello  DQschamps) 


Pack  up  all  my  underwear-- 
I  don*t  care,  anywhere i 

Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend! 

Hs  taught  me  how  to  dimce  and  sing; 

He  taught  me  how  to  shake  his  thing! 

Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend! 

He  took  me  to  his  cottage  in  the  wildwood. 
And  there  he  took  advantage  of  my  childhood! 
He  went  once,  and  I  went  twice! 

Holy  jumping  Jesus  Christ! 

Bye-bye,  Boy  Friend! 


WO  TOMCATS 
(Bobby  Grant) 

I  dreamed  last  night  and  the  night  before 
That  two  old  tomcats  came  knocking  at  the  door; 
X  went  down  stairs  to  let  them  in. 

And  they  knocked  me  down  with  a  rolling  pin; 

The  rolling  pin  was  made  of  brass; 

They  turned  me  up  and  shanked  my  ass! 

I  went  up  stairs  to  go  to  bed, 

And  I  fell  in  the  piss-pot  on  my  head; 

I  couldnTt  swim,  and  I  couldn't  float. 

And  a  big  fat  tird  slipped  down  my  throat; 

I  went  down  stairs  to  dry  my  sock. 

And  I  fell  in  the  fire  and  burned  ray  cock; 

So  I  paid  two  whores  a  penny  apiece 
To  paint  my  cock  with  axle  grease! 


PAIN  AND  SORROW 
(Nello  De. s champs ) 

Beside  a  babbling  brook, 

A  shady  nook, 

A  girl  all  dressed  in  yellow; 
Two  ruby  lips. 

Two  snow-white  tits— 

Boy,  what  a  lucky  fellow.1 

Nine  days  went  by* 

He  heaved  a  sigh 

Of  earful  pain  and  sorrow; 

Two  spots  of  pink 
Were  on  hitr  dink. 

And  there'll  be  more  tomorrow; 

Nine  months  went  byj 
She  heaved  a  sigh 

Of  awful  pain  and  sorrow; 

IWo  little  mutts 
up  in  her  guts. 

And  they'll  be  out  tomorrow; 


JOHN  TAYLOR 
(Dick  palfreyman) 


My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

My  bolls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 

If  you  see  any  ladies 
Who  want  to  have  babies. 

Just  tell  them  John  Taylor’s  in  town / 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

My  bolls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 

I'll  catch  Mrs.  Hammer 
And  f — -  her,  God  damn  her. 

And  pin  her  old  ass  to  the  ground; 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

My  bolls  weigh  forty-five  rounds; 

I  say,  in  beginning. 

Look  out  for  your  women, 

y*hen  they  hear  that  John  Taylor  ‘s  in  town 


SALLY  IN  mi  GARDEN 
(Carl  Ilium) 


Oh,  Sally  went  out  to  the  cardan 
To  pick  soma  sparrow-grass; 

A  bumblebee  it  came  along 
And  stung  her  on  the  as s 1 
Do  take  car«  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  axtourtd  you. 

They1 11  be  sure  to  leave  a  sting 4 


They  sent  for  the  doctor. 

And  the  doctor  came  at  last; 

The  only  thing  that  he  could  find 
Was  a  hole  in  Sally *s  as si 
Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 

They *11  be  sure  to  leave  a  sting i 


Tne  doctor  made  a  plaster 
flut  of  aople-sass; 

That  night  when  Sally  wont  to  bed 
They  slaoped  it  on  her  ass i 
Do  take  car«  of  the  bees , 

And  listen  while  I  3ing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you. 

They1 11  be  sure  to  leave  a  stingi 


A  STOVEPIPE  EPISODE 
(Roscoe  ColtonJ 

A  tramp  once  by  a  window  passed; 

He  heard  a  maiden* s  voice  speak  fast 
To  a  man;  the  things  she  said 
Seemed  rather  ditty  —  so  he  stayed. 

"DonJt  push  so  hard.* n  she  said  to  him; 
"Don't  jab  around  that  wayi 
(?3t  them  together  ,  then 
push  easy  when  I  say. 

**There,  it  is  out  again;  it  slipped-* 

It  doesn't  fit  just  right. 

You  see,  if  the  thing  goes  in  straight. 

It  will  fit  quite  snug  and  tight. 

^But  the  end  seems  a  bit  too  large;  perhaps 
The  hole  is  a  little  small. 

But  if  you  push  the  thing  like  that, 
xt  won*t  go  in  at  alii 

Tfrow,  let  me  fix  them  right  this  time. 

When  1  say,  syi  *  now,  you  press. 

Be  careful,  or  it1 11  slip  again 
And  make  an  awful  mess. 

Th'-j  tramp  could  stand  the  strain  no  longer 
So  to  get  a  peep  he  strove* 

He  saw  a  maid«n  and  her  father 
rutting  stovepipe  on  the  stove 4 


THU  LITTLei  TIMES 
(rhenoi  Deschamps ) 


Oh,  ther«  was  a  little  tinker. 

And  he  came  from  France; 

He  came  to  America 

To  fiddle,  f- — ,  and  dance — 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  knees.' 

The  ship  that  he  came  over  on. 

The  woman  were  but  few; 

So  first  he  f - ed  the  captain. 

And  then  he  f - ed  the  crew — 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  kneesJ 

The  little  tinker  died. 

And  ha  w«nt  to  hell; 

He  swore  ha!d  f -  the  Devil 

If  he  didn’t  tr^at  him  well.* 
wvith  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  babv-maker 
hanging  to  his  knees i 

”Ho«  do  you  do.  Jar.  Devil; 

God  bless  your  soul* 

Let  me  exercise  my  pecker 
In  yo«r  hairy  ass  hole.*" 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  knees i 

Then  all  the  little  devils 

r.ent  shouting  through  trie  hall : 

’We  sd  better  get  him  out  of  here 
Bef  ore  he  f - s  us  all*** 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash,  and  baby-maker 
hanging  to  his  knees.* 


THIS  JAILER'S  SOEG 
(D  ick  jpalfrwyman) 

In  my  prrson  cell  I  sit. 

With  my  fingers  dinned  in. shit, 

Whx 1 e  the  mico  shoot  crans  upon  the  floor 1 
If  you  want  to  hear  th-am  fart. 

You  Just  spread  their  le^s  apart. 

And.  they*  11  blow  you  through  thw  keyhole 
in  the  door I 

In  the  orison  cell  I  sit, 

With  my  shirt-tail  soaked  Tvith  shit. 

And  my  balls  a-hanpine  loose  upon  the  floor J 
And  the  women,  as  they  pass. 

Shoot  peanuts  at  my  assj 

I  don-t  wanna  to  prison  any  more I 


BARNACLK  BILL 
(Dick  Falfreyman) 

fWho  3 s  a~knocking  at  my  door?* 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 
*0nly  me  from  over  the  sea*'  51 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  thv  Sailor# 

*11  be  down  to  let  you  in*  w 
Said  the  little  fair  maiden; 
t,Make  up  a  bed  for  two*  w 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  thu?  Sailor# 

**Xou  may  lie  between  my  legsi" 

Said  the  little  fair  maiden# 
*\Just  what  i  intended  to  doJn 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor# 

^Miat  if  the  sheriff  comes  int  ” 

Askwd  the  little  fair  maiden; 
*!Rapu  the  damned  old  fooli** 

Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor# 

w?«hat 1  s  that  trickling  down  my  leg? Tt 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 
nit 1  s  only  a  gob  from  off  my  knob!  n 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor# 

'Utiat  if  a  baby  should  be  born? 11 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 

’Hang  the  bastard  around  your  neck*  n 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor « 

”lhen  do  you  plan  to  come  again?” 

Asked  a  little  fair  maiden; 
tfNeirer,  no  more,  you  damned  old  whore 
Said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor* 


THIS  LITTLiS  MAR  IKK 
(A  Version  of  "farlez  Vous ") 

Ob,  Mademoiselle  of  Armontiers , 

.Parle  z  vous; 

Oft,  Mademoiselle  of  Armentiers, 
rarlez  vousj 

On,  Mademoiselle  of  Armentiers, 

She  hadn’t  been  fucked  for  forty  years.* 
dinkey  dinkey.'  Parle z  vousJf 

On,  Madam,  have  you  a  daughter  faix-, 
rsith  maiden  tits  and  golden  hair? 

Oh,  yes,  I  have  a  daughter  fair. 

With  maiden  tits  and  golden  hairl 

2p  the  stairs  and  into  bed. 

That’s  where  I  broke  her  maidenheadi 

The  first  three  nights  all  w..>nt  well. 

And  then  my  pecker  began  to  swell l 

The  first  three  months  all  went  well. 

And  then  her  bally  bagan  to  swell.' 

Nine  months  were  up:  she  gave  a  grunt j 
The  Little  Marine  came  out  of  her  cunti 

The  Little  Marine  he  grew  to  be  bigj 

His  grandmother  caught  hinri  frigging  a  pigi 

The  Little  Marine  he  grew  and  grew. 

And  now  he*s  fucking  the  women  tool 

The  Little  Marine  he  went  to  France 
To  make  the  Germans  kiss  his  ass.' 

The  generals  stay  behind  the  lines. 

And  fuck  the  womoE  and  drink  the  wines ; 

The  Little  Marine  he  lay  in  a  trench. 
Screwing  his  nuts  with  a  monkey-wrench.3 

The  little  Marine  went  over  the  top. 

To  make  the  Kaiser  s«ck  his  cooki 

The  Little  Marine  he  went  to  hell. 

And  he  told  the  Devil  to  jump  in  the  well.* 


COLuMBO 
(Larry  Martin) 

Colombo  went  m  haste  to  the  queen 
And  asked  her  for  her  cargo; 

Ho  said,  "I'm  a  lying  son-of-a-bitch 
if  X  don't  bring  back  Chicago. n 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights 
Ho  sailed  tho  broad  Atlantic; 

Colombo  knew  if  ho  didn't  screw 
He  surely  would  go  frantic.’ 

Colombo  had  a  one-eyed  cat; 

He  kept  it  in  his  cabih; 

He  rubbed  its  ass  with  axle-grease. 

And  started  in  a-jabbin*. 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  mate — 

He  loved  him  like  a  brother; 

And  every  night  at  ten  o'clock 
They  sucked  off  one  another.' 

A  one-eyed  maid  appeared  on  deck — 
Columbo  he  pursued  her; 

Tne  white  of  an  egg  rolled  down  her  leg- 
The  son-of-a-bitch  had  screwed  her.' 

An  Indian  maid  appeared  on  shore— 

In  fact,  sne  was  a  beauty; 

Columbo  said  to  all  hi3  mens 

"Come  on,  we  dll  have  a  little  booty.' " 

Then  eVory  man  w«nt  overboard, 

SHeddigg  coats  and  collars; 

And  in  ten  minutes  by  the  clock, 

She  had  earned  $10,000. 

Columbo  went  in  haste  to  the  queen. 
Because  it  was  his  duty; 

He  gave  her  only  a  dose  of  claps— 

He  brought  no  other  booty.' 


They  threw  him  in  a  stinking  jail. 
And  left  him  there  to  grumble; 

A  ball  and  chain  tied  to  his  bolls — 
So  ended  poor  Columbo.' 


TUMBLE  LYM 
(Mrs.  Prank  Grant) 

On,  Tumble  Lynn 

Had  no  breeches  to  wear; 
He  bought  him  a  sheepskin 
And  made  him  a  pairi 
The  fleshy  side  out. 

And  the  wooly  side  in; 

'"It  tickles  my  bollicksj" 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn 

Had  an  old  gray  marej 
She  served  for  a  wife 
For  many  a  year. 

But  she  got  too  old. 

And  he  had  to  give  ins 
^She'll  do  to  go  eourtingi” 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Tumble  Lynn  stopped 

At  the  Dutchman’s  hall; 
And  off  he  jumped 
Among  them  all; 

"You  foolJw  they  cried, 

"Why  did  you  oome  in? " 
"I’ve  come  a-c our ting J ” 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

*$hich  of  my  daughters 
Do  you  love  best? 

Take  your  pick. 

And  leaVo  the  resti  " 

*$h,  some  for  beauty. 

And  some  for  sm.’l 
I’ll  taka  them  all?1* 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Oil,  Tumble  Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  bis  mother. 
They  all  slept 

in  one  bed  together; 

The  night  was  cold. 

And  the  blankets  were  thin 
MI!11  sleep  double-decker.1" 
Said  Tumble  Lynn. 

Oh,  Tumble  Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  his  mother. 
They  all  went  out 

To  the  shithouse  together; 
Some  shit  thick. 

And  some  shit  thin* 

"lf*ll  answer  for  soupj" 

Said  Tumble  Lynn. 


LULU 

(Composite  fx-om  Several ) 

uh,  Lulu  went  out  hunting. 

To  kill  herself  a  duck; 

But  along  came  a  fanner. 

And  he  asked  her  for  a  fuck  2 

Chorus 

On,  bang  away  at  Lulu, 

Bang  her  good  and  long; 

TOiat  you  going  to  do  for  your  banging 
"When  Lulu’s  dead  and  goneT 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

It  was  born  at  four  o’clock; 

It  wasn’t  like  most  other  boys — 

It  didn’t  have  %  cock.’ 

Chorus 

(Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

Sha  had  him  by  a  rock; 

Sht>  couldn’t  name  him  Lulu 
Beoause  he  had  a  cocki } 

Chorus 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

He  was  born  on  a  rainy  day; 

She  stopped  his  ass  with  Denver  mud 
And  called  him  Henry  Clay.* 

Chorus 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  called:  him  little  Jim; 

She  threw  him  in  the  pisspot 
To  teach  him  how  to  swimJ 

Chorus 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  use  vaseline; 

The  poor  girls  they  use  lard; 

But  Lulu  uses  wagon-dope. 

And  she  bangs  it  twice  as  hardi 

Chorus 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  wear  diamonds 
The  poor  girls  they  wear  glass; 

But  the  only  ring  that  Lulu  wears 
Is  a  ring  around  her  ass2 


COUSIN  NiSLLIB 
(Jack  Harknoss) 

I  met  my  Cousin  Nellie 

In  tna  shade  of  the  linden  tree? 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly. 

And  her  hair  waved  in  the  breeze 

It  was  great  to  sit  beside  her 
with  the  eooling  shade  above; 

She  whispered,  "Cousin  Harry, 

Please  show  me  how  to  love$" 

I  tore  her  silken  wrapper 

Off  her  throbbing  breasts; 

And  to  warm  her  cooling  passions, 
Oiose  big  red  lips  I  pressed. 

I  took  my  hand  so  gently 

And  reached  between  her  thighs; 

And  I  found  the  cool  sweet  spot 
Irftiore  true  love  lies. 

I  took  my  prong  so  gently. 

And  I  placed  it  in  her  hand; 

She  steered  it  straight  to  heaven — 
She  needed  no  command. 

Now  scarcely  a  day  goes  by 
But  Nellie  comes  to  me 

And  settles  down  beside  me 

In  the  shade  of  the  linden  tree’ 

B. 

( Phenol  Des champs) 

I  often  sat  with  Nellie 

In  the  shade  of  the  linden  trees 

Her  hair  was  combed  down  smoothly 
And  waved  gently  in  the  breeae. 

I  often  sat  with  Nellie 

"Ihen  the  skies  were  blue  above; 

Often  she  would  whisper, 

"fleaso  teach  mo  how  to  lovej" 

Then  lying  down  beside  her. 

Put  my  hand  between  her  thighs; 

I  reached  that  cool  and  shady  spot 
Vihere  trae  love  often  lies. 

ihen  climbing  on  my  Nellio, 

I  gave  her  one  big  shove j 

And  then  she  whispered  to  me, 

'"My  God,  that  must  be  love.*" 


gpg- 

THE  DAMNED  LITTLE  BUNT 

A. 

(Leonard  Madsen) 

Oh,  the  damned  little  runt 
iilfith  the  sunburnt  cunt 

And  an  ass  as  black  as  charcoal. 

She  can  skin  your  wrick 
So  God  danmed  quick 

That  the  sparks  fly  out  of  your  ass  hole.f 

Her  cheeks  are  pink 
Like  a  rooster's  dink. 

Her  lips  are  a  henshit  brown; 

Her  tits  hang  loose 
Like  the  balls  on  a  goose. 

And  her  ass  hole  drags  the  ground! 

B. 

(Larry  Mart in) 

I  knew  it  was  her 

By  the  stockings  she  wore. 

Her  build,  and  the  col^r  of  her  hair; 

Her  nose  turned  up 
Like  the  handle  of  a  cup; 

She  Y/as  pretty,  but  the  freckles  were  there! 

She's  known  as  a  sport 
Of  the  paint  and  powder  sort; 

She’s  always  got  a  hale  and  hearty  laugh; 
Once  a  year  when  it’s  hot, 

Whether  she  needs  it  or  not. 

She  strips  to  the  hide  and  takes  a  bath! 

Her  tits  are  as  looss 
As  the  balls  on  a  goose. 

And  her  ass  it  wiggles  all  around; 

Her  lips  are  as  pink 

As  a  Leghorn  rooster's  dink. 

And  her  eyes  are  a  henshit  brown. 

She!s  one  of  those  whores 
You  diddle  out  of  doors. 

In  the  stookyaads  or  dorm  in  the  weeds; 

So,  boys,  here's  your  chance 
To  get  some  gooey  in  your  pants. 

For  it's  damned  little  teasing  she  needs! 


RING  DANG  DOO 

A* 

(Larry  MartinJ 

King  dang  doo  —  -what  is  that. 

All  blaok  and  hairy  like  a  pussycat? 

Got  hair  all  around  and  split  in  two* 

That  is  what  we  call  a  ring  dang  dooi 

A  little  fair  maiden,  cute  and  stout. 
Moved  in  and  hung  her  shingle  out* 

,,Come,  all  you  men,  come  one,  come  two. 
And  talcs  a  crack  at  my  ring  dang  dooi  w 

She  tuok  me  down  to  h«r  house; 

We  slipped  in  like  a  little  mouse; 

We  barred  the  doors,  and  the  windows,  too 
TShat  i  might  play  with  hex-  ring  dang  dooi 

She  took  me  down  to  her  collar; 

She  called  me  a  damned  nice  feller; 

She  gave  me  win®,  and  whiskey,  too. 

That  X  might  play  with  her  ring  dang  dooi 

The  ring  dang  doo  is  a  wondex-ful  thing! 
The  poor  man  gets  it,  as  well  as  the  king 
All  black  and  hairy,  split  in  twos 
That  is  the  way  with  a  ring  dang  dooi 

B, 

(George  Goodnoegh) 

Down  on  the  farm. 

Where  1  met  SUe, 

I  used  to  play  with 
Her  ring  dang  dooi 

Her  father  came. 

And  her  mother,  too. 

And  caught  me  playing 

With  her  ring  dang  dooi 

”0h.  Mother,  oh.  Mother, 

I*m  not  to  blame i 
Mien  you  were  young. 

You  did  the  same.' 

”irOu  left  your  home 

And  your  country,  too. 

And  followed  Dad 

With  your  ring  dang  dooi 

*\)h.  Father,  oh.  Father, 

I'm  not  to  blame i 
Mien  you  wer0  young. 

You.  did  the  sam.oi 

’You  left  yourr  home 

And  your  country,  too. 

To  diddle  Maw 

And  her  ring  dang  dooi” 


"On,  Daughter,  oh.  Daughter, 
For  shank* ,  for  shame i 
llhwn  you  are  old,  ■ 

You’ll  regret  the  same! 

"But  since  you're  a  whore. 
And  a  good  one,  too. 

Make  him  pay  two  bucks  for 
Your  ring  dang  dooi" 

0. 

(fhenoi  Doscnamps} 

Down  on  tne  farm, 

TOierw  1  met  3ue, 

I  used  to  play  with 
Her  ring  dang  dooi 

She  moved  to  town 

And  became  a  whore; 

And  she  painted  a  sign  and 
Fut  above  her  door* 

"Come  all  you  young. 

And  you  old  onus,  too; 
Come,  take  a  pop  at; 

My  ring  dang  dooi " 

I  took  one  pop 

At  her  ring  dang  doo; 

And  that  is  why 
I  sing  to  you? 

My  cock  has  rotted 

Through  and  through 
Since  I  took  that  pop  at 
Her  ring  dang  dooi 


OLD  AuHT  SALLIiS 

One  dark  night  when  the  neighbors  were  in  bed. 

Old  Aunt  Sallie  sneaked  out  into  the  shed; 

Her  beau  pushed  her  over  among  the  straw  and  said 
"There'll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  tonight!" 

The  first  three  months  she  liked  it  very  well; 

The  second  three  months  her  belly  began  to  swell; 
The  third  three  months,  and  her  kid  began  to  yell 
"There'll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  tonight!" 


THE  ONE-EYED  RILEY 

A. 

(Lester  Bush) 

'tjfo  were  sitting  around  old  Riley's  campfire  one  night. 
Telling  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter, 

When  a  thought  came  suddenly  into  my  mmiid. 

Of  how  I'd  like  to  shag  his  daughter.' 

Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all; 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley! 

That  night  when  she  had  gone  to  her  hayloft, 

Miere  she  slept  among  the  straw  and  clover, 

I  crawled  into  the  hay  beside  her. 

And  shagged  and  shagged  till  the  fun  was  over! 
Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all? 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley.' 

I  heard  two  footsteps  on  the  stairs. 

And  who  should  it  be  but  her  dammed  old  father? 

He  had  tiro  pistols  in  his  hands. 

And  was  looking  for  the  guy  that  shagged  his  daughter.' 
Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all? 

Titty-eye  fpr  the  one-eyed ;Siley! 

I  grabbud  him  by  the  hair  of  his  bolls. 

And  shoved  them  in  a  pail  of  water? 

And  i  shoved  them  pistols  up  his  ass 

A  damned  sight  farther  than  I  shagged  his  daughter.' 
Rum-tum-tum,  balls  and  all; 

Tittv-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley! 

B. 

(Virgil  Jolley) 

As  I  was  walking  down  the  street, 

I  met  the  parson’s  daughter? 

The  very  first  thought  came  into  my  mind. 

That  I  could  finger  her  hind  quarter,' 
Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  ho-re-Riley? 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Kileyi 

As  soon  as  had  gone  to  bed, 

hho  should  come  in  but  her  damned  old  mother? 

I  was  shagging  away  with  all  my  might, 

fthtin  she  spatted  my  ass  and  drove  it  in  farther 
Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ra-Riley? 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Rilev! 

Then  with  two  pistols  in  his  hand. 

Who  should  come  in  but  her  damned  old  father, 
i  shoved  both  pistols  up  his  ass. 

And  slopped  his  wife,  and  shagged  his  daughter! 
Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  ho-re -Riley? 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  one. -eyed  Riley! 


Oh,  then  I  went  out  on  the  porch. 

And  shook  my  prick  at  old  dog  Towserj 
It  scared  the  fool  damned  near  to  death. 

And  he  turned  his  tail  and  ran  for  cover.' 
Ho-ro-rigga,  rigge,  ho-re-Riley; 

Ho-re-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley.' 

I’m  the  best  damned  man  was  ever  born. 

And  never  a  maiden  could  resist  me; 

Mv  cock  and  bolls  weigh  thirty  pounds. 

And  I'm  known  as  th~  dangerous  one«eyed  Riley 

Ho-rc-rigga,  rigga,  ho-r^-Riley; 

Ilo-re-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley.' 

C. 

(Harold  Roths tain) 

As  I  was  sitting  in  O'Reilly's  tavern. 

Listening  to  his  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

There  came  a  thought  into  my  mind. 

That  I  should  shag  O'Reilly's  daughter.* 

Tiddltj-eye-ao ,  tiddla-eye-ee,  tiddlu-eye-oe  for  the 
one-boll  'Reilly; 

Rigga-dig-dig,  bolls  and  all,  rubba-ddb-dub,  shag  on 

I  grabbed  that  old  witch  by  the  tit. 

And  threw  my  loft  leg  up  and  over; 

Shagged  and  shagged,  and  1  shagged  some  moru, 

Shagged  until  the  fun  was  over.* 

Chorus 

There  came  a  knock  upon  my  door. 

And  who  should  it  be  but  her  goddam  father. 

Two  horse-pistols  in  his  hand. 

Looking  for  the  guy  who  shagged,  his  daughter.' 

Chorus 

I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  bolls 
And  shoved  them  in  a  pail  of  water; 

I  shoved  those  pistols  up  his  ass 

Damned  sight  farther  than  1  shagged  his  daughter.' 


DOWU  IN  THE  LEU  I  VALLEY 
(jack  Harkness) 

Now,  don’t  get  sore.  Stranger! 

I'll  never  shit  in  your  hat.’ 

I’ve  got  a  sad,  sad  story. 

And  a  long  one  at  that. 

It  was  down  in  the  Lehi  Valley; 

Me  and  my  pardner,  Lou, 

We  had  a  ranch,  a  dandy— 

paid  us  better  than  forty-two. 

We  were  happy  down  in  the  valley. 

Me  and  my  pardner,  Lou, 

Till  along  came  a  girl  named  Sally — - 
But  we  called  her  Sue. 

She  had  an  ass  like  a  country  shithouse. 
And  her  cunt  was  full  of  fire; 

I  had  a  full  six  inches. 

And  I  couldn’t  half  supply  her. 

Along  came  a  fexas  ranger 

With  a  prick  nine  inches  long; 

He  stuck  it  into  Sally, 

And  he  carried  her  rigjit  along. 

So  roll  me  another  pill.  Bill, 

And  1*11  be  on  my  way; 

I'll  catch  that  runt  that  stole  my  cunt 
If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Day.’ 

B. 

(Alden  Blasdellj 

It  was  down  in  the  Lehi  Valley 

Y*here  me  and  my  brother,  Lou, 

We  met  a  girl  from  the  whorehouse. 

And  a  damned  fast  one,  too.’ 

Her  ass  was  like  a  goldmine; 

Her  cunt  was  hot  as  fire; 

My  eight-and-a-half  inches 

Couldn’t  half  supply  her! 

Along  came  a  soldier  boy 

With  a  cock  ten  inches  long; 

He  f - ed  my  girl  from  the  whorehouse. 

And  took  her  right  along! 

So  roll  me  another  pill.  Bill, 

And  I'll  be  on  my  way 

To  hunt  the  runt  that  stole  my  cunt. 

If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Day.' 


HI  HiSO  DANDY  0.’ 


A. 

(Larrey  Martin) 

As  I  was  going  down  the  street. 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 
Two  whores  I  chanced  to  meet. 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 

One  called  me  ’’stud,"  and  I  called  her  '\nare,n 
Hi  reo  dandy  OJ 

I  fucked  the  one  -with  the  little  brown,  hair. 

Hi  reo  dandy  OJ 

All  tho  next  nine  days  to  the  Doc  I  went. 

To  get  my  cock  suoked  out  at  the  end! 

In  came  a  nurse  with  an  old  gr«asy  rag; 

She  washed  my  oock  and  squeezed  my  bag! 

In  came  a  doctor  with  a  knife  and  block; 

At  olio  whack  off  came  my  coekJ 

All  the  next  two  weeks  I  spent  in  bed. 

With  a  stub  of  a  cock  without  any  headi 

It’s  all  over  now  ~  wish  I  had  it  to  do  again 
A  nine-inch  cock  and  a  hhad  as  big  againJ 

Come,  all  you  young  men,  take  warning  by  met 
Never  fuck  the  first  whore  you  see.’ 

B. 

(Ben  Inf anger ) 

As  I  was  going  down  the  street. 

Two  pretty  maidens  I  chanced  to  meet.’ 

One  was  fair,  very  fair; 

She  called  me  ’’stud,**  and  I  called  her  'feare.' " 

The  other  was  dark,  with  curly  locks; 

She  gave  me  the  clap,  and  I  gave  her  the  cock! 

Now,  before  the  doctor  I  did  stand. 

My  rotten  pecker  in  my  hand! 

He  had  a  hatchet  and  a  block; 

With  one  whack  he  cut  off  my  oockJ 

And  now  that  I’m  well  and  free  from  pain, 
i  'll  go  back  to  the  stump  and  try  it  again.' 


YlrPIE-YAYJ 


A. 

(Phenol  Deschamps) 

Saddled  old  Bollie  and  started  for  the  herd; 

He  threw  me  off  in  a  fresh  cow  tirdi 

Come  a  ti-yi -yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippAs ,  yippie-yay.' 

I  was  coming  down'tne  mountain  by  the  old  oow  trail. 
With  my  pecker  in  my  hand  and  a  heifer  by  the  taili 
Come  a  ti-yi-yXppie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi -yippie,  yippie -yayj 

X  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  threw  her  in  the  grass. 

And  pumped  salvation  up  her  dirty  rotten  assJ 
(And  showed  her  thu  wiggle  of  a  cowboy's  ass ij 

X  jumped  in  a  wagon,  and  X  gave  a  big  yell; 

The  team  ran  away  and  broke  it  all  to  hell! 

Last  time  I  3 aw  the  boss  --  X  haven’t  seen  him  since  -— 
He  was  fucking  a  heifer  through  a  barb-wire  fence.* 

And  now  my  song  is  ended  —  I  can  sing  you  no  morej 
There's  an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have  the  ooreS 


B* 

(Ben  Inf anger) 

Way  up  north  among  the  bear  and  lion; 

Come  down  south  a-shittin'  and  a-f lyin'.* 

Come  a-ti-yl  yippio,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay  J 
Come  a-ti-yi  yippie,  yippue-yayi 

Feet  in  the  stirrups,  and  my  ass  in  the  saddle; 
A-singin*  all  day  to  your  shitty  assed  cattle l 
Come  a-ti-yi  yippie,  yippxe-aye,;  yropie-yay; 

Come  a-ti-yi  yippee,  yippie-yay.' 

X  went  to  the  boss  to  draw  my  roll. 

To  go  down  south  and  find  a  shady  knoll.* 

The  boss  come  out  with  a  gun  in  his  hand, 

A-sayin't  '$et  to  work  and  be  god  damned i M 

lell,  X  hopped  on  the  stage,  and  I  gave  a  little  yell; 
The  lead  bars  broke,  and  the  leaders  went  to  hellJ 


BU2KAR00 

(Go  or  go  Goodnough) 

Oh,  to  hell  with  the  ranch 
And  the  shitty-eyed  cattle; 

If  the  boss  contradicts  me. 

He  can  kiss  my  bloody  assholeJ 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buokaroo. 

Oh,  I  went  to  the  farmer. 

And  I  asked  him  for  my  roily 
He  said,  "My  God,  man. 

You’re  twenty  in  the  holei  " 

Sing  a  hick^eye-hiok  a  buckarool 

I  went  around  the  corner. 

And  I  met  the  farmer's  daughter y 
I  asked  her  for  a  fflfitk 

For  a  dollar  and  a  quarter i 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarooi 

She  said,  God, 

I’m  a  decant  man’s  daughter. 

And  I  wouldn’t  screw  you 

For  a  dollar  and  a  quarter •  w 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckaroo. 

The  next  time  I  saw  her 

She  was  standing  in  the  door. 
Shoes  and  stockings  off, 

A-dancing  like  a  whore l 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  bwckarooi 

The  naxt  time  I  saw  her 

She  was  lying  in  the  grass, 
A-holding  of  her  belly 
Like  a  monkey’s  assJ 
Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 

The  next  time  I  saw  her 

She  was  floating  down  the  stream. 
Her  cuht  open  wide  enough 
To  drive  in  a  team.1 
Sing  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarooi 


TELB  DKIsVER  HOME 

(Terrell  Lish  and  Aldun  Blasdell) 

The  very  first  time  I  was  in  Denver, 

The  very  first  time  i  was  away  from  home, 

±  thought  I'd  taka  a  stroll  down,  yonder; 

So  i  strolled  into  the  Denver  Home. 

The  minute  I  walked  through  the  doorway, 

A  big  fat  whore  stepped  up  to  me: 

WA  dollar  and  a  half  for  the  first  few  punches 
And  she  slapped  her  ass  upon  my  kneeJ 

A  dollar  and  a  half  was  her  proposition; 

A  dollar  and  a  half,  and  I  pay  no  more; 

And  sha  parked  her  ass  upon  my  knee. 

And  I  felt  like  falling  through  the  floorj 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  doing; 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

I  went  to  all  the  balls  and  dances. 

And  threw  my  money  all  about. 

The  pimps  and  whores  eama  crowding  round  me; 

There  must  have  been  a  hundred  and  two; 
They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  and  silver; 

They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  watch,  too. 

Little  did  X  care  what  i  was  doing; 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

But  when  they  stole  my  gold  and  silver. 

Then  bloody  murder  I  cried  outJ 

Then  all  the  whores  came  crowding  round  me 
(l  thought  there  were  a  million  or  more). 
And  you’d  shit  your  pants  and  die  a-laughing. 
To  see  my  ass  shag  out  the  door! 


THjs  B0HNU5  BROtiH  HARK 
(Bobby  Grant) 

One  morning  in  April, 

At  the  dawn  of  the  day. 

With  my  gun  on  my  shoulder. 

To  the  woods  I  did  stray. 

I  met  a  fair  maiden, 

Whose  eheeks  were  of  rose. 

Her  hair  down  in  ringlets. 

And  eyes  black  as  coal* 

I  asked  the  fair  maiden, 

,!0h,  maiden  so  fair. 

Could  you  tell  me  where,  oh,  where. 
Could  I  find  the  brown  hare?  w 

She  answered  me  shyly; 

She  answered  me  low: 

^Beneath  ay  white  petty 

The  brown  hair  doth  grow.’8 

I  laid  her  down  gently 

Beneath  the  shade  of  a  tree. 

And  I  cocked  my  big  rifle 
Above  her  white  knee.* 

She  swooned  and  she  fainted; 

Her  color  all  fled. 
i  stooped  and  I  kissed  h«r. 

For  1  thought  she  were  dead. 
Then  she  opened  her  eyes 
Gently  and  said: 

nYour  aim  is  so  true.  Sir, 

Your  ballets  so  fair — 

Vson*t  you  fire  once  more 

At  my  bonnie  brown  hair?8 

’’Oh,  no,  my  fair  maiden; 

My  powder  is  spent. 

My  bullets  are  gone. 

And  my  ramrod  is  bent; 

And  L  cannot  fire  on.' 

’’’But  meet  me  tomorrow 

Beneath  the  shade  of  the  tree. 
And  if  the  weather  proves  fair, 
i’ll  fire  once  more 
At  your  bonnie  brown  hair.’  n 


JGHNNUS 

(Vernon  Peterson) 

Oh,  there  was  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  townJ 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayj 
Oh,  there  was  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  town. 

And  ha  claimed  he  had  the  biggest  prick  of  any  guy  aroundJJ 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.' 

Now,  Johnnie  and  his  master  got  in  a  dispute.' 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayj 
Now,  Johnnie  and  his  master  got  in  a  dispute; 

Said  Johnnie  to  his  master,  "I've  got  the  biggest  toot.'" 
Sing  ink^  dinky  doodle  all  day. 

Johnnie  and  ms  master  want  on  the  hill  to  plowi 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day* 

Johnnio  and  his  master  wont  on  the  hill  to  plow; 

Said  Johnnie  to  his  master,  "i'll  measure  with  you  nowi  " 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

So  they  measured  around  and  they  measured  about.* 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.’ 

So  they  measured  around  and  they  measured  about; 

And  Johnnie  had  him  beat  six  inches  on  the  spout.* 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

Now,  there  lived  a  little  girl  ^ust  a  little  out  of  towni 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Now,  there  lived  a  little  girl  j«st  a  little  out  of  town. 
And  she  liked  Johnnie  better  than  any  guy  around.’ 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

He  picked  her  up  gently  and  laid  her  on  the  grass i 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.' 

He  picked  h«r  up  gently  and  laid  her  on  the  grass. 

And  rolled  her  over  onto  her  ass.’ 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 

Now,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begini 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  da yl 
Now,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begin. 

For  it  hurts  just  a  little  when  you  first  put  it  in.’ 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.* 

Now,  go  a  little  faster,  and  don’t  be  so  slow.’ 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.* 

Now,  go  a  little  faster,  and  don't  be  so  slow; 

For  it  don’t  hurt  now  like  it  did  awhile  agoi 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.' 

"Oh,  i  wish  it  was  longer  and  half  as  big  againi 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Oh,  1  wish  it  was  longer  and  half  as  big  again. 

And  i  had  a  bull's  ass  to  help  push  it  in.’ 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.' 

Oh,  now  my  song  is  ended.’  LSll  sing  you  no  more  * 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayi 
Oh,  now  my  song  is  ended i  I'll  sing  yo-  no  more.' 

Siero  *s  an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have  the  core.' 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day.' 


OLD  MASLELLAND 
^ Larry  Martin) 


Old  MacLellund  -mas  a  oowboy 
Of  the  wild  and  wooly  west; 

His  horses  and  his  toggery 
Were  of  the  very  best. 

He  had  a  pretty  good  education; 

Biat  is,  he  was  no  fool. 

The  only  fault  MacLe Hand  had* 

He  was  handy  with  his  tooli 

MacLelland  left  that  cow- camp; 

'Taras  on  a  Friday  night. 

He  spied  a  pretty  schoolman 

In  a  schoolhouse  painted  -white. 

He  sprang  into  the  atmosphere. 

Stampeded  dogs  and  cats; 

And  he  hit  the  trail  a-r oiling 

For  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats. 

He  reined  his  horse  into  the  gate; 

He  said,  $May  I  come  in? n 

”5Tou  may,  "  said  the  schoolmam 
With  a  kind  of  saucy  grin. 

He  kicked  the  cowshit  off  his  boots 
And  stx-aightened  his  cravat. 

And  he  entered  through  the  doorway 
With  the  schoolmam  of  the  flats. 

Hiey- talked  about  the  weather; 

They  talked  of  this  and  that; 

They  kept  a-drifting  onward — 

They  knew  not  Just  where  at.' 

They  kept  a-drifting  onward 

until  they  reached  her  chair. 

And  he  put  the  proposition 

To  the  schoolmam  then  and  there. 

He  laid  her  on  the  banch— 

The  bast  that  he  could  do; 

He  unwrapped  his  coil  from  around  his  horn 
And  opened  his  hondoo. 

Then,  bringing  forth  his  roller. 

He  stabbed  her  in  the  fat; 

He  stopped  the  wind  from  blowing 

Through  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats! 

He  said,  T,I've  diddled  maidens. 

And  negro  wenches,  and  all  that; 

But  the  best  I  ev«r  tackled 

Was  the  schoolmam  un  tho  flats!  ” 

But  when  he  shook  his  roller. 

Just  nine  days  after  that. 

He  found  he'd  caught  the  gonneres 
From  the  schoolmam  on  tho  flats! 


Some,  all  you  jolly  rounders. 

And  listen  to  my  song; 

Keey  old  John  Henry  in  his  chapps 
And  keep  him  fogging  on.' 

And  if  he  gets  unruly. 

Just  fan  him  with  your  hat.' 
Bemember  old  MacLelland 

And  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats 


I  JuST  COULDH’T 
(phenox  Deschamps) 

I  wandered  down  the  street. 

And  I  knocked  on  every  door; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 
X  couldn't  find  a  whore J 

At  last  I  found  a  whore; 

She  was  sitting  on  a  rock; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 
I  oouldn’t  find  my  cock/ 

At  last  I  found  my  cock, 

In  the  canter  of  my  hand; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn’t  make  it  stand.1 

At  last  X  made  it  stand. 

As  stiff  as  any  pin; 

To  save  nry  life  from  hell,  bojrs, 

I  couldn't  get  it  in.' 

At  last  I  got  it  in 

And  wiggled  it  about; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn't  get  it  out/ 

At  last  I  got  it  out. 

All  mattery  and  sore/ 

To  save  your  life  from  hell,  boys 
Bevor  fuck  a  whore/ 


THE  JOLLY  SHKfcHERD 
(Lafayette  Larson) 

There  was  a  Jolly  shepherd. 

And  he  lived  upon  a  hill; 

He  went  out  hunting  one  fine  day 
To  see  what  he  could  kill. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  day.' 

He  looked  to  the  east  and  then  to  the  west. 
And  then  he  took  another  look; 

And  there  he  spied  a  maiden  fair 
A-swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  day.' 

He  sneaked  do..n  through  the  bushes 
To  take  a  closer  look. 

And  spied  upon  the  maiden  fair 
A-swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  day.' 

"oh,  Jolly,  jolly  shepherd. 

Coma,  take  a  closer  look.* n 

And  shaking  out  her  tresses. 

She  climbed  out  of  the  brook. 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  day,' 

They  traveled  along  togetner 

Till  they  came  to  a  stack  of  hay; 

’’Oh,  mister,  that 's  a  pretty  place 
For  you  and  me  to  playi w 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  del'  riddle  all  the  dayj 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  a  field  of  olover; 

“On,  mister,  that's  a  pretty  place 
For  you  to  roll  me  over.' " 

Sing  f al-der-al-dal  der  riddle  all  the  dayj 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  her  father's  house; 

And  then  sh«  said,  "I’m  a  maid  within. 

And  you're  a  fool  without i  " 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  dar  riddle  all  the  dayj 


ROSaBriRRY 
(Niah  Davis ) 

As  I  rode  out  on  Roseberry, 

All  on  a  market  day, 

A-viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid. 

Her  business  going  this  way— 

Her  business  going  to  market 

Were  butter  and  eggs  and  cream. 

And  wo  jogged  along  together. 

I  derry  down  a-day i 

We  jogged  along  together, 

.  Vi'e  jogged  side  by  side* 

A- viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid, 

.  Her  garter  came  untied. 

For  fear  that  she  may  lose  it, 
ihesu  words  to  her  I  said, 

"Tour  garter  is  hanging  down,  my  dear.1" 

I  derry  down  a-dayJ 

"Oh,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man? 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  free? 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man. 

As  to  tie  it  up  for  me?" 

"Yes,  I  will,  yes,  I  will, 

When  ye  get  to  yonder  hill.’" 

And  we  jogged  along  together. 

I  derry  down  a-day  i 

As  w©  arrived  at  yonder *s  hill. 

So  happy  and  so  free; 

As  v/e  arrived  at  yonder's  hill. 

Such  eights  1  never  did  sees 
For  she  rolled  up  her  lily-white  clothes. 

And  I  rolled  in  between^ 

And  w~  fogged  along  together. 

1  derry  down  a-day* 

"Now,  since  you  have  your  will  with  me , 

Kind  sir,  tell  me  your  name. 

Likewise  your  occupation 

And  the  city  from  which  you  came  l  " 

"My  name  ?tis  Johnnie  the  Rover, 

And  from  Baltimore  City  am  I, 

And  I  live  by  the  side  of  the  Ups  and  Downs 

2  derry  down  a-day.’ 

How,  she  returned  from  market. 

Her  butter  and  eggs  being  sold} 

But  the  losing  of  her  maidenhead 
It  made  her  blood  run  cold 2 
"But  it  is  gones  let  it  go i 

HeTs  the  lad  I  love.'"  said  shej 
"And  he  lives  by  tne  side  of  the  Ups  and  Downs 
I  derry  do«a  a-day.* 


TUB  LITTLE  BALL  OF  YARN 
(Murray  Halo  and  Alden  Blaisdell) 

It  was  in  the  month  of  may, 

Yi’han  the  jacks  boginn  to  bray. 

And  tho  jennies  corao  prancing  round  the  barn; 
Said  the  jennxe  to  the  Jack* 

*Milll  you  climb  upon  my  back? 

You  can  wind  up  my  little  ball  of  yarn? " 

It  was  in  the  month  of  #un«, 

^hen  the  roses  were  in  bloom 

And  the  Jennies  -wore  loose  around  the  barn; 

There  I  met  a  little  Miss, 

And  I  simply  asked  her  this, 

"May  I  wind  up  your  little  ball  of  yarn? M 

"Oh,  why  donrt  you  go  to  those 
IVho  have  money  and  fine  clothes? 

Why  don!t  you  go  to  them  with  your  charms?" 

But  she  finally  gave  consent. 

And  through  the  fields  we  went. 

To  wind  up  her  little  ball  of  yarn.' 

After  getting  her  consent. 

Around  a  stump  w«  went, 

And  i  asked  her  where  she  kept  her  little  charm; 
She  said  beneath  her  gown; 

So  1  gently  laid  her  tlown. 

And  I  wound  up  her  little  ball  of  ya ml 

It  was  nine  days  after  this, 
lihen  I  went  to  take  a  piss, 

2  found  my  cook  all  mattery  and  warm; 

Then  I  knew  that  by  mishap. 

She  had  given  me  the  olapp. 

As  1  woupd  up!  her  little  ball  of  yarn* 

It  was  nine  months  after  that; 
in  my  office  chair  I  sat, 

Wondering  if  I'd  done  her  any  harm; 

There  appeared  before  the  door 
Her  father  and  several  more: 

"You're  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball  of  yarn.1" 

It  was  nine  days  after  that; 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat, 

Pondering  if  I!d  done  her  any  harm; 

Then  an  officer  in  blue. 

Said,  "Young  man,  I’m  after  youi 

Come  and  marry  your  little  ball  of  yarnJ  " 


THiS  E&ffiOLK  IN -THU  DOOR 
(Larry  Martin) 

S¥e  left  the  party  early, 

I  think  at  scarcely  nine. 

And  as  good  luck  would  have  it. 

Her  room,  .was  next  to  mine# 

As  eager  as  old  Qolumbus, 

New  regions  to  explore, 

I  took  a  snug  position 

By  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

She  first  took  off  her  collar* 

It  fall  upon  the  floor; 

Ye  Gods!  I  saw  h^r  stoop  for  it. 
Birough  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

fhen  ckme  her  dress  and  underclothes. 
Fifty,  less  or  more; 

I  couldnrt  count  correctly 

JIhrough  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

She  sat  down  on  the  carpet; 

She  r^st^d  gracefully* 

She  pulled  her  spotless  linen 
Above  her  snow-white  kneel 

Then  she  took  down  her  tresses 
Of  pretty  golden  hair; 
lhey  fell  in  torrents 

About  her  shoulders  bare. 

She  sat  before  the  fire. 

Her  tiny  feet  to  warn. 

With  nothing  but  a  shimmy 
io  conceal  her  naked  form. 

If  she  would  only  drop  it, 

I  would  ask  no  mors* 

Ye  Gods!  I  seen  her  drop  it 

Biro ugh  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

If  I  was  strong  as  Sampson, 

Xfd  break  that  door  down* 

Ifd  have  a  little  booty 

2f  I  woke  Tip  the  whole  damn  town! 

But  I*m  not  as  strong  as  Sampson, 

And  I  can  do  no  more 
Than  jack  off  and  take  straight  aim 
Through  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 


M  INCH  ABOVE  TOUR  KNEE 
(Murray  Bale) 

I  met  her  in  a  "ballroom. 

And  I  askod  h*r  for  a  dance; 
She  could  tell  X'  was  a  sailor 
By  the  buttons  on  my  pants. 

My  shoes  were  brightly  polished; 

My  hair  was  neatly  combed; 

I  danced  with  her  all  evening; 
That  nigjrfc  x  took  her  home. 

And  as  I  left  the  ballroom, 

I  heard  some  old  dame  say, 
"There  goes  a  fair  young  maiden 
Who  is  being  led  astray.*" 

It  -was  at  her  father  r  s  gateway 
That  she  was  led  astray; 

It  was  in  her  mother's  bedroom 
That  she  was  forced  to  lay. 

I  laid  her  down  so  gently; 

Her  dresses  x  raised  high; 
"Weill  do  it  now,  my  Nellie; 

We  *11  do  it  now  or  die.*  n 

x  offered  her  a  silver  necklace; 

X  offered  her  a  golden  pin; 

I  offered  her  a  wooden  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

She  wouldn*t  accept  the  necklace; 

She  wouldn:t  accept  the  pin; 
But  she  did  accept  the  oradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

Now,  all  you  fair  young  maidens. 
Just  take  a  tip  from  mes 
Never  let  a  sailor 

Get  an  inch  above  your  kneei 

He’ll  love  you  and  caress  you; 

He’ll  promise  to  b3  true; 

But  whan  he  gets  your  cherry. 
It’s  off  to  hell  with  youJ 

B. 

(Dick  Falfreyman) 

When  I  was  young  and  pretty, 
xt  was  to  my  delight 
To  go  to  balls  and  dances 

And  stay  out  late  at  night. 

xt  was  at  a  ball  I  met  him. 

And  he  asked  me  for  a  dance; 

I  could  tell  he  was  a  sailor 
By  the  buttons  on  his  pants l 


His  shoes  were  neatly  polished; 

His  hair  was  nioely  combed; 

And  when  the  dance  was  over. 

He  asked  to  take  me  home. 

'Twas  in  my  father's  hallway 
That  I  was  led  astray; 

*Twas  in  my  mother's  bedroom 
That  I  was  forced  to  lay. 

He  spread  my  legs  so  gently; 

He  raised  my  dress  so  high; 

He  said,  "Now,  Mary,  darling. 

You'll  do  it  now  or  die J 51 

How,  all  young  girls,  take  warning. 
And  take  a  tip  from  me* 

Never  let  a  sailor 

Get  an  inch  above  your  kneel 

For  if  you  do  he'll  love  you. 

Love  you  kind  and  true; 

But  when  he  picks  your  cherry. 
He'll  say,  ’To  hell  with  you*" 


AH  INDIAN  MAID 

(Ben  Edwards  and  Phenoi  Deschamps) 

I  once  knew  an  Indian  maid 
Hho  was  very  very  much  afraid 
That  some  buckaroo 
Would  shove  it  up  her  slough 
"While  she  lay  sleeping  in  the  shade i 

She  took  !her  little  brown  hand 
And  filled  it  full  of  sand; 

And  then  she  knew 
That  no  buckaroo 

Would  monkey  with  the  promised  land,' 

But  one  buckaroo  got  wise. 

And  he  shoved  it  between  her  thighs; 
lith  an  old  gum-boot 
On  the  end  of  his  root. 

He  opened  Eedwing's  eyes.' 

And  then  to  her  great  surprise. 

Her  belly  Jregan  to  rise; 

And  then  she  knew 
That  some  buckaroo. 

Had  slipped  it  between  her  thighs.' 


IN  BOMB AT 
(Easter  Bush) 


The  geese  they  fly  high 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  shit  upon  the  fly, 
in.  Bombayi 

The  roosters  they  grow  tall 
in  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  shit  upon  the  wall. 

In  Bombayi 

The  -whiskers  they  grow  long 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  tickle  you  on  the  dong. 
In  Bombay.* 

The  curly  hair  grows  red 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

But  it  don't  grow  on  your  head. 

In  Bombay.* 

They  chew  tobacco  thin 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  it  driszles  down  their  chin. 
In  Bomb  ay  l 

The  children  they  go  bare 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

For  they  have  no  underwear. 

In  Bombay.* 

They  swim  naked  in  the  river 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

All  idle  guys  and  gals  together. 

In  Bqmbayl 

Dead  dogs  lie  in  the  street 
in  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  serve  the  poor  for  meat. 
In  Bombayi 

The  women  they  grow  fat 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

Every  year  they  have  a  brat. 

In  Bombay! 

There  are  maidens  young  and  sweet 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  diddle  you  on  the  street 
In  Bombay.1 

You  can  soak  your  cook  in  blood 
in  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  (Jodi  does  it  feel  good. 

In  Bombay! 


OP  ALL  TEE  BLASTS 


Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  bo  the  cow* 

I  "d  stand  upon  my  two  hind  legs 
And  show  the  old  bull  how.’ 

Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  bo  the  bull* 

I 'd  stand  upon  my  two  hind  legs 
And  pump  the  old  oow  fulli 

Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  dog* 

I’d  lift  my  hind  leg  in  the  air 
And  piss  on  every  log.1 

Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  oat* 

I'd  shit  in  every  pile  of  dirt 
And  smootn  the  placo  out  flat! 

Of  all  -the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  whale* 

I’d  swim  the  whole  world  over 
To  find  a  piece  of  tail.* 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  birds 
I’d  fly  down  on  some  woman’s  hat 
And  shit  a  3ui°y  tirdi 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields. 
I’d  rather  be  the  buck* 

I'd  climb  upon  the  old  ewys  back 
And  fuck  and  fuck  and  fuck.' 

of  all  the  blasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  xather  be  the  mares 
I’d  back  right  up,  and  lift  my  tail. 

And  show  the  old  stud  where.* 

Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  field, 
I'd  rather  be  the  sows 
I’d  stretch  my  belley  on  the  grass 
And  let  the  old  boar  plow.* 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  skunks 
I'd  piss  on  every  passer-by 
To  show  him  how  I  stunk.’ 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  field, 
I’d  rather  be  the  goats 
i !®  steal  my  master’s  underwear 
And  cram  them  down  my  throat.’ 

Of  all  the  boasts  that  roam  the  field. 
I'd  rather  be  a  mans 
And  then  i’d  get  it  a  whole  lot  oftener 
•  Than  the  other  animals  can.* 


I  NiSVUtR 

(Rufus  Toponca) 


a* 

X  walked  into  the  hall-way. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  an  overcoat, 
"Where  my  coat  ought  to  be.1 

"that's  this,  my  darling  wife, 
"VSJiere  my  coat  ought  to  be?" 

"Oh,  it's  nothing  but  a  blanket 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me i  " 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  million  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  blanket 
With  pockets  in  before.' 

b. 

I  walked  into  the  bedroom. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  bej 

And  I  thought  I  saw  somebody's  hat 
"Where  my  hat  ought  to  be.* 

’that's  this,  my  darling  wife, 

"Where  my  hat  ought  to  be?  " 

”0h,  it*s  nothing  but  a  pisspot 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me.11’ 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  million  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  pisspot 
With  a  lining  in  before.' 

c. 

I  looked  into  the  cradle, 

"Where  my  kid  ought  to  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  a  stranger; 

I  was  drunk  as  I  could  be.' 

*What 1  s  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  my  kid  ought  to  be?” 

"Oh s  it's  nothing  but  a  monkey 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me." 

I've  roamed  the  udid  world  over 
A  million  times  or  more. 

But  I  never  saw  a  monkey 
With  a  diaper  on  before; 

d. 

i.  looked  beneath  the  covers. 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  a  pecker 
Where  my  prick  ought  to  bei 

that's  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  my  prick  ought  to  be? " 

n0h,  it-s  nothing  but  a  rolling  pin 
My  grandmother  gave  to  anei” 


I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  million  times  or  more; 

But  I  never  saw  a  rolling  pin 
With  hair  on  it  before.* 


MY  FRiSTTY  FAIR  MAID 
(Ben  Infanger) 

A  soldier  walked  into  a  candle  shop. 

Some  candles  for  to  buy. 

And  to  the  soldier’s  great  surprise. 

The  devil,  he  saw,  was  nigh. 

He  hollered,  he  hollered,  he  loudly  called. 
Onto  his  master  cried* 

’’’You  can  have  a  bit  of  my  peoker, 

Mie never  you  are  mine  I " 

*0h,  no;  oh,  no,  my  pretty  fair  maid, 

I've  never  had  such  fun; 

To  lie  beside  a  pretty  fair  maid. 

Of  such  I've  never  done.'  ” 

**But  I  will  call  on  master. 

For  he  is  near  at  hand; 

And  he  *11  take  a  bit  of  your  peckers 
He  does  it,  I  underst-andi H 

He  took  her  round  her  middle  so  small. 

And  gazed  in  her  ^et-black  eyes. 

And  shoved  the  point  of  his  do-take-care 
Between  her  lily-white  thighs. 

And  after  he  w§s  done  and  gone. 

He  swore  she  was  no  whore; 

He  could  tell  by  the  blood  on  his  pecker 
That  she  never  done  it  before. 

Come,  all  you  men  with  pretty  young  wives. 

You  better  be  on  the  lookout. 

And  lock  them  up  in  a  room  at  night 
Whenever  you  go  out. 

They'll  tell  you  how  kind  and  true  they’ll  be. 
They'll  tell  you  so  and  so$ 

But  they  will  take  a  bit  of  your  pecker: 

They  all  do  love  it,  you  knowj 


DANIEL  III  THE  LION'S  DM 

A. 

(Lester  Bush) 

It  was  in  the  days  of  the  royal  castration. 

And  the  king  was  giving  his  last  ball. 

In  the  courtyard  the  courtiers  could  be  seen. 

Merrily  throwing  camel  shit  at  each  other? 

Horse  shit  was  unknown  in  those  good  old  days l 

Suddenly,  who  should  appear  upon  the  scene  but  Daniel, 
Holding  his  deft  nut  in  his  hand$ 

"V/hat  hoi "  cried  the  king. 

”Ass  hole: "  cried  Daniel,  thereby  scoring  a  hit. 

’’Kiss  it.  "  cried  the  king,  thus  doing  him  one  better. 

"After  you,  you  son-of-a-bitchi"  cried  Daniel, 

And  the  laughs  were  on  the  king. 

Now,  in  those  days,  it  was  considered  a  mean  thing 
To  call  a  king  a  son-of-a-bitch. 

So  Daniel  was  thrown  into  the  lions'  don. 

He  could  be  recognized  only  by  the  green  umbrella 
TiJhich  he  carried  under  his"  left  arm. 

Suddenly,  a  lion  walked  ut>  to  Daniel 
And  seized  him  by  the  left  nut. 

"Ouch,  that  tickles:"  cried  Daniel. 

’Vihat  tickles?  "  cried  the  king. 

"Testicles | "  cried  Daniel, 

And  for  the  second  time  that  day 
The  laughs  were  on  the  king. 

"Oh,  fart:  "  cried  the  king. 

And  a  gentle  mist  settled  over  the  whole  of  his  realm. 

"Oh,  shit:"  cried  the  king. 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
Squatted  and  did  their  utmost. 

For  the  kings  word  was  law  in  those  good  old  days.' 

"Come  forth: "  cried  the  king; 

But  Daniel  slipped  on  a  fresh  lion  tird 
And  came  second. 

"ishat  about  the  urincess?"  somebody  shouted. 

"F“ —  her.'"  cried  the  king. 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
’’Tere  trampled  to  death  in  the  rush. 

For  the  king's  Word  was  law  in  those  good  old  days.' 


(Daniel  in  the  Lions  *  Den) 

B. 

(Terrell  Lish) 

Now,  the  sun  shined  down  with  an  awful  heat 
On  a  poor  young  man  with  right  sore  feet, 

??ho  had  traveled  from  dawn  to  where  he  Was  at; 

And  the  shade  of  some  trees  that  were  by  the  road 
Was  more  than  he  could  bear; 

And,  throwing  his  kit  with  a  careless  air. 

He  prepared  himself  to  have  luncheon  therej 

But  as  he  went  to  the  creek  Hso  wash. 

He  heard  an  awful  noise. 

As  if  the  holiday  were  enj oyed  by  boys; 

So  he  sneaked  right  down  to  the  water's  edge. 

And  there  upon  the  grassy  bank 
Was  a  sight  for  weary  mens 
A  lonely  boy  was  sitting  down. 

As  bare  as  bare  could  be; 

So  Daniel  —  ah,  that  naughty  man.*  — . 

Had  thoughts  that  aren't  right; 

The  little  jar  he  had  Carried  far 
Was  for  such  things  as  this; 

He  grabbed  the  boy  and  threw  him  down. 

And  rubbed  his  bunghole  well; 

Then  he  enjoyed  himself  as  only  the  bards  can  tell! 

The  soldiers  of  the  king  were  abroad  that  day. 
Hunting  far  and  wide 

For  Tuttle-too,  the  king's  royal  boy — 

They  knew  not  whore  he'd  hide. 

They  hunted  vales,  they  hunted  nooks, 

They  looked  down  all  the  wells. 

They  called  and  blew  their  horns; 

Ihen  far  off  in  the  distance 
They  heard  a  feeble  yell. 

Then  on  their  chargers,  fast  as  light. 

They  hied  their  steeds  with  haste. 

The  troop  drove  up;  and  there  they  were. 

The  boy  and  Daniel  hard  at  work.' 

The  troop  was  stumped  —  and  so  was  the  boy 
For  if  the  king  should  hear. 

The  palace  would  be  halli 

But  some  one  told  on  Dannel  bold; 

And  as  the  dity  he  did  near. 

He  knew  that  he  was  lost.* 

So  when  Daniel  to  the  rovall  court  came. 

He  felt  that  all  the  world  was  wise, 
islse  why  did  all  the  courtiers  hold 
Their  noses  and  wink  their  eyes? 

Ihe  king  said  to  Daniel  bold, 

*Vihy  hast  thou  fouldd  the  only  boy 
I'd  swim  a  river  for  or  die? 
in  other  words,  my  cocky  man, 

Vvhat  hast  thou  done?  " 


Said  Daniel  to  the  king, 

"Sir,  i  have  f-< — ed  your  boy 
And  f - ed  him  well;" 

Whereupon  the  king,  in  his  great  rage. 

Had  Daniel  placed  in  the  Lions  1  Den; 

And  the  very  -next  day  he  went  forth 
To  see  Daniel’s  bones, 

Which  he  expected  to  be 
Lying  out  in  the  sun; 

But  to  his  great  surprise 

He  saw  Daniel  sitting  on  the  largest  lion, 

Lining  his  ass 

T/?ith  the  next  to  the  largest  lion's  tail] 

"What  hoi"  cried  the  king. 

"Ass  holei"  replied  Daniel. 

Whereupon  the  queen  dashed  madly  through  the  court 
T/ith  her  drawers  at  half-mast. 

And  her  ass  shining  like  a  looking  glass 
In  the  moonlight. 

Then  the  king,  in  a  terrible  rage. 

Cried  out,  "Where  is  the  queen?" 

"Thy,  she  is  out  in  the  garden  drinking  teai  " 

"What  kind  of  tea? " 

"S — H— 1 — Ti  " 

"Is  she  occupied?" 

’'Tea,  verilyi  " 

"Shat  is  she  doing? " 

"Wlr”-,  she  is  wiping  her  ass  on  fifty  skeins 
Uf  the  finest  silk  in  the  world j " 

Thereupon  somebody  shouted,  "F—  the  queenv  " 

And  forty  brave  young  knightsr  wrD  killed  in  the  rush 


THE  ALPHABET  OF  LIFE 
( Larry  Martin) 

nA**  is  for  ass  upon  which  we  sit, 

Thu  external  end  and  the  passage  for  shit? 

"B”  is  for  bolls,  each  man  has  a  pair 

In  a  "wrinkled  old  sack  all  covered  with  hair? 

is  for  cunt,  all  juicy  and  slick; 

It's  home -sweet-home  for  a  seven- inch  priok? 

**0”  is  for  dxttaling,  which  never  grows  stale; 
There's  nothing  so  good  as  a  nice  piece  of  tail? 

”En  is  for  egg  that  is  laid  in  the  grass. 

The  object  which  comes  from  a  speckled  hen's  ass ? 

WF"  is  for  fait,  that  odorous  breeze; 

It's  fully  as  bad  as  limberger  cheese* 

*&**  is  for  guts,  that  tangled  up  mass 

That;  connects  your  belly  with  the  hole  in  your  ass  ? 

™Rn  is  for  hair  that  surrounds  her  cunt; 

To  find  the  opening  is  a  man's  nightly  hunt,' 

"1 11  is  for  inch  (now,  don't  make  me  smile?); 

Ihen  she  gives  you  an  incn,  you  take  half  a  mile? 

’’V”  is  for  jissem  that's  sticky  like  cream; 

It  spots  up  the  sheets  when  you  have  a  wet  dream.* 

vKn  is  for  king,  who  wears  a  crown  on  his  bean; 

His  favorite  sport  is  fucking  the  queen? 

vLm  is  for  love  that. fails  to  sticks 
It  starts  in  your  head  and  ends  in  your  prick? 

is  for  marriage,  when  a  man  gets  a  wife 
And  lives  in  misery  the  rest  of  his  life? 

”N”  is  for  nuts  that  furnish  the  sap. 

And  sometimes  the  making  of  a  good  do3e  of  clap?? 

”0”  is  for  old,  or  rather  the  time, 

when  a  man's  prick  won't  stand  up  as  in  his  prime? 

wPfl  is  for  prick,  that  petrified  prong: 
it  ranges  from  four  to  twelve  inches  long? 

is  for  quiwer  that  comes  with  a  thump; 

Its  a  funny  sensation  when  you  shoot  off  your  lump? 

®R**  is  for  rags,  that  are  used,  I  presume. 

To  wrap  up  a  pussy  that  is  in  full  bloom? 

"S"  is  for  safety,  made  of  fish  skin; 

To  do  a  job  with  on«  is  surely  a  sin? 

flTw  is  for  tits ,  supposed  to  be  sucked; 

3fiiey  never  come  fresh  till  a  woman’s  beeen  fucked? 


■  "ff*  is  for  urine,  a  pot  full  of  piss? 

Ain't  it  juat  fttfful  to  use  language  like  this? 

"V"  is  for  vermin  that  wiggle  and  twist 
And  hide  in  the  hair  when  you  go  out  to  piss.' 

is  for  woman,  cradle  of  sin, 

‘lhat ' s  split  half  way  from  her  ass  to  her  chin! 

’X"  is  for  x-ray,  a  magnifying  glass. 

Used  by  a  doctor  to  look  up  your  ass? 

is  for  yes;  when  a  woman  gets  hot. 

There's  nothing  but  a  prick  to  cool  her  twati 

*Z*  is  for  zero,  supposed  to  be  cold; 

Bie  temperature  of  a  man's  bolls  at  ninety  years  old? 


MART  JANE 
(Timmie  Smitn) 

Sfio  told  me  she  ’d  f  uok  me 

ithen  the  clock  struck  Seventeen, 

At  the  slaughterhouse  just  four  miles  out  of  town* 
Whore  the  pig's  eyes,  and  the  pig's  ears, 

Abd  the  tough  old  -Texas  steers. 

Sell  for  beefsteak  at  fifteen  cents  a  pound,' 

Sho*s  my  honey,  she's  my  daisy. 

She's  knock-kneed  and  crazy. 

She's  cross-eyed,  pigeon-toed,  and  blind; 

And  they  say  her  teeth  are  foamy 
Prom  sucking  my  baloney.* 

She's  my  freckle-faced,  consumptive  Mary  Jane? 
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ODORS  ON  THE  BRAKES 


1. 

The  photographer 

Two. inexperienced  young  girls  went  into  a  photographer's  shop  to 
have  their  picture  taken.  The  man  posed  them  on  a  sofa,  manipulating 
them,  as  customary,  with  his. hands.  Then  he  .excused  himself,  saying* 

tPardon  me  while  I  get  your  focus. * 

As  he  put  his  head  under  the  black  cloth,  the  one  girl  seized  th« 
other  by  the  arm  and  shook  her  excitedly. 

"Let *s  get  to  hell  out  of  here!"  she  cried.  "Didn't  y0u  hear  him 
say  he  was  going  to  fuck  us? 11 


2. 

The  Wilted  Bouquet 

A  man  and  woman  were  sitting  together  on  a  train.  Under  the  cover 
of  a  newspaper  spread  over  their  laps,  they  were  making  love.  She  had 
his  big  tool  in  her  hand,  standing  up  for  itself  very  belligerantlv. 

It  was  warm  in  the  train,  however,  and  soon  they  both  fell  asleep. 
Inen  a  little  breeze  came  in  at  the  open  window  and  blew  away  the 
paper.  About  that  time  the  conductor  came  along  and  quicly  sized  ud 
the  situation.  r 

l!adam,  wake  up!”  he  whispered,  shaking  the  woman  gently.  ,??dur 
bouquet  has  wilted! w 

3* 

The  Yodel er 

Two  miners  owned  a  claim  back  in  the  mountains  and  seldom  cam^  to 
town.  But  one  of  them  finally  took  very  sick  and  had  to  see  a  doctor. 
That  worthy,  upon  examining  him,  declared  he  had  consumption,  and  ad¬ 
vised  him^ always  to  rise  early  and,  for  vigorous  exercise,  run  up  the 
mountainside,  clap  his  hands,  and  yodel  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  The 
miner  promised  to  follow  instructions. 

The  doctor  heard  no  more  from  his  patient,  however,  and  sever aj 
months  later,  seeing  the  other  miner,  accosted  him  and  asked  about  the 
the  sick  man* 

Oh,  I  had  to  shoot  that  son-of-a-bitch!  w  the  miner  declared* 

Surprised,  the  doctor  asked  why. 

.  Sot  to°  damned  cocky  for  his  pants!”  said  the  miner.  fWery 
morning  he  ran  up  the  mountainside^  flapping  his  arms  like  a  rooster, 
and  crowing  s  *1  diddled  the  old  lady  tool  I  diddled  the  old  lady  too*  * 
Couldrdt  have  that  sort  of  thing  going  on  with  my  wife!” 

4  » 

The  Natural  Rose 

Two  traveling  salesmen  were  riding  together  on  a  train.  Sitting 
across  from  them  was  a  beautiful  woman  in  elegant  finery.  Her  hemline 
revealed  a  bars  knee  and  a  rose  pinned  to  her  garter.  Concerning  this 
rose  the  salesmen  fell  into  an  argument,  and  they  decided  to  settle  the 
matter  by  putting  a  question  to  the  young  lady. 

'Madam, 41  said  one  of  them,  "we  want  to  settle  a  bet.  Is  that  an 
artificial  rose  or  a  natural  rose?" 

The  woman  looked  coolly  at  him  and  replied*  "It's  a  natural  rose 
and  it's  -watered  by  the  spring  above.'" 

Encouraged,  the  salesman  asked,  'May  I  plant  my  cucumber  in  your 
spring?" 

"Noi "she  snapped,  tossing  high  her  head.  "But  you  can  plant  it 
in  your  friend's  assj  I  understand  they  do  well  in  shit;" 


5. 

Cinders 


A  pair  of  newly  weds  had  Just  occupied  their  new  home,  and  the 
husband  was  impatient  for  their  first  night  in  bed  together#  when  the 
lights  were  out  at  last  and  they  were  cuddled  down,  he  began  making 
love  to  her  shyly,  dust  as  he  was  about  ready  to  mount,  however,  she 
started  up  in  bed. 

"John,  darling J  "  she  cried.  "Did  you  remember  to  lock  the  front 
door?" 

Grumbling  and  uncertain,  he  got  up  to  have  a  look  downstairs.  He 
returned  eagerly,  howsver,  and,  though  cooled  off,  began  the  process 
all  over  again.  But  Just  as  he  was  about  ready,  she  started  up. 

"John,  darling i  Did  you  put  the  oat  out?" 

Once  more  he  trudged  grumbling  down  the  stairs,  and  again  he  re¬ 
turned,  his  ardor  dampened,  to  begin  the  process  anew.  And  still  a- 
gain.  Just  as  he  was  ready,  she  cried  out*. 

"John,  darling!  Did  you  bank  down  the  furnace?" 

For  the  third  time  he  went  down  the  stairs.  Then,  after  some  lit¬ 
tle  delay,  he  crawled  back  into  bed,  he  immediately  turned  his  back  on 
his  wife.  Now,  about  that  time,  she  began  to  get  ideas  of  her  own. 

So  she  cuddled  up  to  him  and  said  coyly, 

"John,  darling!  I'Shat  shall  we  call  our  first  child!" 

’Xlall  him  oinders!"  John  retorted.  *He's  lying  down  there  on  the 
ash-pile  now!" 


6. 

The  Furlough 

The  maid  had  the  night  before  entertained  her  boy-friend,  who  was 
on  leave  from  the  navy.  She  therefore  recounted  all  the  details  to 
her  employer.  And  Mrs.  Johnson,  wishing  to  be  polite,  askeds 
"SVell,  how  long  is  his  furlough?" 

Hulda,  that  honest  girl,  blushed  furiously  and  hung  her  head. 

"Hot  so  long  as  Mr.  Yonson's,"  she  finally  managed  to  reply. 

"But  it's  ticker! " 


7. 

Just  Like  .a.  Prick 

A  newly  married  couple  wars  on  the  bed  together  for  the  first 
time.  Both  were  modestly  dressed.  The  girl  seemed  to  be  in  deep 
thought.  Finally,  in  an  innocent  voice,  she  askeds 

"Henry,  dear,  what's  a  penis!" 

The  husband  brightened  appreciably  and  Squared  his  shoulders. 
Surely  he  had  married  a  pure  virgin!  To  instruct  her  was  therefore  his 
duty.  Obligingly  he  pulled  out  the  specified  organ  and  laid  it  on  the 
bed  in  full  view. 

"Oh,  that!”  she  said  depreciatingly.  "VJhy,  it's  Just  like  a 
pirick,  only  littler!" 

8. 

The  Baby 

A  city  slicker  was  forced  to  ask  for  a  night's  lodging  at  the  home 
of  a  farmer.  The  countryman,  though  hospitable,  was  apologetic.  After 
supper  he  said* 

"Sorry,  Stranger,  but  we’re  short  of  beds.  You'll  either  have  to 
roll  into  the  hay  or  sleep  with  the  baby!" 

The  slicker  winced  at  the  thought  of  a  night  among  diapers.  So 
he  chose  the  stable.  He  spent  a  miserable  night.  Next  morning,  at 
breakfast,  a  beautiful  young  girl,  most  delectable,  appeared  at  the 
table.  Ihe  farmer  then  introduced  her  as  his  "baby.  " 


9. 

Take  It  Away* 


A  young  girl,  engaged,  soon  to  be  married,  happened  upon  her  lover 
taking  a  leak:  in  the  barn.  At  the  sight  of  him  she  ran  screaming  to 
the  arms  of  her  mother, 

w0h.  Momma,  I  can't  marry  John.' "  she  sobbed, 

Goodness,  ■why  not ? 11  asked  her  mother, 

’XJoh,’ "  moaned  the  girl,  "X  could  never  take  all  that  big  thing*" 

To  no  avail  the  mother  reasoned  -with  her  that  all  was  well.  Fin¬ 
ally,  however,  she  persuaded  her  that  it  would  be  wise  to  try  it  now, 
under  supervision,  and,  if  it  proved  too  bag,  she  could  then  break 
the  engagement.  Reluctantly  the  girl  consented.  Them  the  mother  had 
a  talk  with  John  and  made  the  necessary  arrangements.  Soon,  all  three 
were  in  the  bedroom  together, _ 

"1*11  put  my  two  hands  around  it,"  the  mother  said.  "And  then 
when  you  think  you  can  take  more,  Mary,  say  so,  and  1*11  take  my  hands 
away.' " 

Everything  proceeded  nicely.  Mary  liked  it  very  well  indeed,*  So 
soon  the  mother  took  away  one  hand.  As  this  seemed  to  make  no  dif¬ 
ference,  presently  she  took  the  other  one  away. 

A  little  later ?  Mary,  all  wrapped  up  in  the  jobj  exclaimed  im¬ 
patiently*  "For  heaven's  sake.  Mother,  why  don't  you  take  your  hands 
away*!.* 

10. 

Chicken  in  the  Coon 

A  fellow  taking  his  girl  for  a  drive  in  the  country  was  compelled 
by  the  urgency  of  nature  to  park  and  walk  back  in  the  dark.  There  ha 
stood  against  a  barb-wire  fence  and  vented  himself  into  a  ditch  beyond. 

Up  out  of  the  ditch  suddenly  reared  a  man,  who  exclaimed  angrily* 
"ftho  the  hell  are  you?  A  rain-maker?" 

"Sh.*  Shi"  cautioned  the  pissing  individual,  in  a  hushed  whisper. 
"I’ve  got  a  chicken  in  the  coopi" 

’Well,  for  Christ ‘s  sake*"  snapped  the  other.  ’What  do  you  think 
I*ve  got  down  in  the  ditch?  A  duck?1* 

11. 

Pie  Undertaker 

A  boy  and  his  girl-friend  took  refuge  in  a  cemetery  to  carry  on 
soma  important  business.  There,  as  they  wer«  busily  at  work  on  the  top 
of  a  fresh  grave,  a  cop  stumbled  onto  them  in  the  dark.  He  thought 
their  actions  looked  suspicious.  So  he  hauled  them  off  to  the  local 
magistrate . 

The  judge  looked  down  at  them  sternly*  "Well  what  have  you  got  to 
say  for  yourselves?  IWhat  were  you  doing  in  the  graveyard?" 

Boldly,  the  boy  spoke  forth*  "Nothing  wrong,  your  honor*  We  were 
just  burying  the  old  stiff*" 

The  judge  shifted  his  eyes  to  the  girl:  "And  how  about  you?" 

Innocently  she  looked  up  at  him  and  replied*  "Oh,  i  was  just  the 
undertaker  * " 

The  judge  was  furious.  He  turned  his  wrath  on  the  cop  and  ex¬ 
claimed*  "fou  idiot*  I  fine  you  twenty-f ive  dollars*  ISiat  you  mean 
interfering  with  the  burying  of  a  corpus  delecti?" 


12. 

fHe  Singer  Building 


A  jake  from  the  country,  in  town  for  the  first  time,  was  following 
the  instructions  of  slightly  more  experienced  friends.  They  had  told 
him  that,  to  get  a  gorgeous  woman,  he  must  go'  to  the  Singer  Building 
and  ask  for  the  latest  model. 

Finding  the  Singer  Building  at  last  (not,  however,  the  whorehouse 
by  that  namejl,  he  entered  and  approached  a  desk  behind  which  sat  an  at¬ 
tractive  young  woman. 

”$hat  can  I  do  for  you?"  she  asked. 

*1  want  one  of  your  cutest  models,”  he  said  with  a  leer. 

"?Tell,  w«  have  two  sizes,  *  she  explained,  recognizing  his  ignoranc 
if  not  his  intent.  ”The  big  ones,  which  have  pretty  curved  legs,  cost 
a  hundred  dollars.” 

The  country  jake  visibly  swallowed  his  Adam's  apple  at  that  figure 
”How  about  the  little  ones?”  he  asked  hopefully. 

”0h,  they  don't  have  legs,”  she  replied  archly.  "You  have  to 
screw  them  on  a  table.  ” 

"Shucks*”  he  grumbled.  ”1  don't  object  to  screwing  one  on  a  table 
but  durned  if  I  can  stomach  screwing  one  without  legs.” 

13. 

The  Headstone 

The  widow  could  not  be  consoled  even  after  her  husband  had  been 
dead  a  year.  She  persistently  resisted  all  the  pleadings  of  her  pres¬ 
ent  suitor. 

She  had  a  ritual,  she  told  him,  which  she  performed  twice  daily. 
Ihrough  the  bedroom  window  she  could  see  his  tombstone.  At  dawn  she 
always  looked  out  and  said,  *Sood  morning,  dear.'  ”  And  before  retiring 
at  night  she  looked  out  and  said,  "Good  night,  darling*”  Such  a  past 
devotion  would  not  be  fair  to  a  second  husband. 

Her  suitor,  however,  wAs  willing  to  take  his  chances.  So  at  last 
she  yielded  and  married  him. 

Before  going  to  bed,  she  looked  out  at  the  tombstone  and  said,, 
"Good  night,  darling."  They  slept  late.  T?hen  at  last  they  awoke,  hhe 
looked  out  the  window,  stuck  out  her  tongue,  and  cried,  "Fooey  on  you.*” 

'  14. 

The  Halfwit 

John  was  dumb,  but  she  never  knew  how  dumb  till  their  wedding 
night.  He  just  turned  over  and  went  to  sleep.'  She  was  frantic  but 
thought  he  would  surely  take  action  the  following  night.  Tihen  this 
went  on  for  a  week,  however,  she  finally  appealed  to  her  mother. 

”1  just  don't  know  what  to  do,”  she  sobbed. 

"Leave'  it  to  me,"  her  mother  reassured  her.  "X  know  how  to  take 
care  of  John.” 

3hen  she  got  him  aside  and  gave  him  a  lecture.  "Tonight  when 
you  go  to  bed,”  she  said,  ”put  your  hand  on  Mary's  head  and  feel  down 
till  you  coma  to  the  first  hole.  Then  put  your  hand  on  your  own  head 
and  feel  down  till  you  come  to  the  first  long  thing.  Then  take  the 
long  thing  and  shove  it  into  the  hole  hard. 

John  thought  he  had  learned  his  lesson  well.  That  night  he  felt 
down  Mary's  back  till  he  found  the  ass  hole.  Then  he  felt  down  his 
own  face  till  he  found  his  nose.  Promptly,  he  plunged  his  head  down 
under  the  covers  and  made  the  connection. 

"Sure  fun, ”  he  exclaimed  when  he  came  up  for  air.  "Only  it 
smells  kind  of  spoiled*” 


15. 

Fidoi 


A  man  sitting  in  church  was  suffering  from  gas  pains.  Fext  to  him 
was  a  woman  with  a  little  dog,  which  jumped  down  off  her  lap  and 
crawled  under  the  bench,  between  them.  The  man  decided  to  take  advan¬ 
tage  of  this  situation.  He  farted  very  gently,  hoping  the  little  dog 
would  get  the  blame. 

Soon  the  woman  said  reprovingly,  ,lFido.' " 

The  dog  looked  guilty,  encouraged,  the  man  repeated  himself  as 
soon  as  he  again  felt  the  urge. 

"Fidoi  "  again  scolded  the  woman. 

A  third  time  the  man  relieved  himself  very  gently  and  awaited  the 
results.  Bien  he  got  a  real  jolt! 

"Fido! "  snapped  ths  woman  angrily.  "Get  out  from  under  that  bench 
before  the  man  shits  on  you !  " 

16. 

So  Close  I 

Each  of  the  three  sisters  had  her  own  steady  beaux.  One  morning, 
after  they  had  all  had  a  date,  they  were  bragging  and  comparing  notes. 
Each  wanted  to  impress  the  other  with  her  successes. 

*Y<hy,  we  were  so  close  together  last  night,11  the  first  declared, 
"that  you  couldn't  put  a  hand  between  usi" 

TPoof! 11  scoffed  the  second.  "We  were  so  close  together  that  you 
couldn't  stick  a  pin  between  us!" 

The  third  sister  was  triumphant.  "Piffle  l  "  she  jeered  scornfully, 
beaux  and  i  were  so  close  together  last  night  that  you  couldn't 
tell  which,  one  the  nuts  were  fastened  to." 

3.7. 

A  Saseous  Occasion 

A  man  arrived  home  quite  late  and  found  his  wife  had  already  re¬ 
tired  for  the  night.  She  had  eaten  alone  a  big  supper  of  beans.  They 
were  both  quite  restless  and  tossed  about  in  bed.  Eventually,  the  ■tflife 
got  turned  around  so  that  her  ass  rested  snugly  on  the  pillow,  next  to 
her  husband's  face.  Awaking,  the  husband  was  alarmed. 

"Pugh Your  breath  stinks.'"  he  declared.  1uhat  did  you  have  for 
supper  last  night?" 

"Fissssh!  "  was  the  only  comment,  which  made  the  smell  even  worse. 

’How  many?"  inquired  the  husband. 

"Teuuuui "  came  the  whispered  response. 

18. 

The  Seventh  Relief 

A  country  girl  was  washing  dishes  in  the  kitchen  while  awaiting 
the  arrival  of  her  boy  friend.  She  was  in  a  gaseous  condition.  To  re¬ 
lieve  herself,  she  would  every  now  and  then  cock  up  her  left  leg  and 
give  vent  to  a  ripping  fart. 

"Haw!  The  first  relief!"  she  cried  after  the  first  one. 

And,  ’Haw!  The  second  relief.'"  she  cried  out  after  the  second. 

This  continued  for  quite  some  time.  And  in  the  meantime,  her  boy 
friend  had  arrived  on  the  back  porch.  He  was  rather  shy.  So  he'  stood 
there  waiting.  Finally,  she  looked  up  and  saw  him  in  the  doorway. 

"Well,  whan  did  you  come?"  she  demanded. 

"Just  before  the  seventh  relief!"  was  his  reply. 


19. 

Vaccination 


Everybody  -was  being  vaccinated  in  the  neighborhood.  And  Mrs. 
Johnson,  mistress  of  a  certain  house,  thought  it  proper  to  urge  the 
Swedish  maid,  nww  to  this  country,  to  report  at  the  clinic.  Hulda, 
however,  was  not  sure  that  she  knew  what  the  word  meant • 

"Hohi  I  bane  vaccinated  already! "  she  declared. 

"How many  times?”  hsked-hen  dubious  mistress. 

"Tvicei”  Hulda  replied.  "Vonce  in  da  kitchen  and  vonoe  in  da 
voodshed." 

"$hat  doctor?”  asked  the  lady  suspiciously. 

"Oh,  no  doctor!  ”  declared  Hulda.  "Vas  Mr.  Yonson!” 

20. 

The  Coded  Message 

A  young  aviator  was  flying  back  from  a  mission  over  enemy  terri¬ 
tory.  He  thought  it  safe,  now,  to  clean  up  the  mess  in, his  pants.  So 
he  wiped  thoroughly  on  a  piece  of  paper  and  tossed  it  overboard* 

The  paper  came  fluttering  down  and  landed  in  a  foxhole  where  Pat 
and  Mike  were  taking  cover.  Pat  picked  it  up  and  examined  it  eagerly. 

"Begorra!  It  seems  to  be  a  message  from  the  enemy,'  J n  he  declared. 
"But  it  must  be  in  code,  for  I  cannot  make  it  out  ! ** 

Mike  seized  it  out  of  his  hands  and  examined  it  in  his  turn. 
"Bejasus!"  he  shouted.  "That's  easyl  It  says:  'Hear  end  wiped  out!*" 

21. 

Nuns! 

"Papa,  "  asked  the  little  boy  innocently,  "why  do  they  call  them 
nuns?" 

ttI  don't  know, "  replied  his  father.  "I  guest  it's  because  they 
ain't  got  none,  never  had  none,  and  don't  want  none.1* 

22. 

Oughtta  Be! 

A  drunk  staggered  up  to  a  stranger  in  a  lavatory  and  asked#  "Shay, 
Mishter!  Is  my  cock  out?" 

"Ihy,  noj  it's  not  out.'”  the  stranger  reassured  him. 

*Well,  by  Gawd,  it  oughtta  be!"  was  the  drunk's  rejoinder.  "I'm 

a  pisshin  as  fasht  as  I  oan! ” 


23. 

V-Heok  Sweater 

A  little  boy  in  a  department  store  was  giving  his  mother  trouble. 
She  was  trying  to  get  him  to  make  a  choice  of  a  V-necked  sweater.  But 
each  time  the  clerk  held  up  one  for  his  inspection,  he  would  shake  his 
head  and  break  into  fresh  sobs. 

"I  don't  like  it!”  he  wailed* 

"Well,  how  about  this  one?"  insisted  his  mother. 

"Naw,  1  don't  like  that  either!"  the  boy  protested. 

This  continued  till  the  sweaters  and  the  mother's  patience  were 
both  exhausted.  Finally,  shaking  him  violently,  she  asked:  ’See  here, 
now!  Ihy  don't  you  like  any  of  these?" 

"'Cause  teacher  wears  'em  at  school,  and  I  don't  wanta  be  like  old 
teacher!”  cried  the  little  boy.  "Every  time  she  stoops  over  her  lungs 
fall  out!" 


24. 

Golden  Wedding 


An  old  couple,  celebrating  their  golden  wedding,  were  retracing 
their  steps  of  that  memorable  night  fifty  years  before.  Romantically 
they  walked  arm  and  arm  out  under  the  stars.  Finally,  however,  they 
both  had  to  stop  to  take  a  leak. 

'Mirandy,  darling.* "  he  declared,  with  his  orick  in  his  hand. 
"Things  havens  changed  a  bit.  They're  Just  like  they  were  before l  " 

"Silly  boy*"  scolded  his  wife.  "You  know  they've  changed.*" 

"But  how,  I*d  like  to  know?" 

^  "Fifty  years  ago*]1  she  replied,  ^ou  had  to  stick  it  under  a  limb 
to  keep  it  from  Sauirting  in  your  eyei  Row  you  have  to  hang  it  over  a 
limb  to  keep  it  from  running  into  your  shoe." 

25. 

Hand  Operated 

"RastusJ  Do  you  hear  me?  lhat  you  all  doin*  behind  dat  tree?" 

"l*s  just  a-pissin',  Melissa.*  l*s  just  a  pissin'i" 

all  stop  it  dis  minute,  RastusJ  Jou  know  good  and  well  you 
don't  have  to  pump  it  out!" 

26. 

ihe  Storm 

Melinda  was  entertaining  her  young  man  in  the  parlor.  But  a  sup¬ 
per  of  beans  was  keeping  her  in  a  little  pain  and  considerable  sus¬ 
pense.  Finally,  she  hit  upon  the  novel  device  of  hammering  out  "The 
Storm"  madly  on  the  piano  whenever  she  needed  to  break  wind. 

She  would  play  other  tunes  for  a  while,  and  then  would  suddenly 
interrupt  herself  to  say,  "??ell,  Reuben,  how  about  #The  Storm"  again?" 

This  continued  all  evening,  and  Reuben  was  obviously  growing  more 
and  more  uneasy.  He  knew  damned  well  that  all  was  not  well, 

"Shall  1  play  •?Thet:  Storm"  again?"  she  asked  once  too  often. 

"YeahJ  Go  ahead! "  he  replied  doggedly,  as  one  being  forced  to 
gallantry  against  his  will.  .  "But,  for ’Gawd’s  sake,  Melinda,  leave  out 
that  part  where  the  lightning  strikes  the  shithouse.’ " 

.27. 

To  Heaven  Feet  First! 

’Mama, "  asked  the  little  girl,  "do  people  go  to  heaven  feet  first! 

"Goodness,  Ho,  child.*  "What  makes  you  ask  thatf"  exclaimed  the 
surprised  mother. 

"'Cause  I  saw  the  maid  lying  on  the  bed, "  explained  the  innocent 
one.  ’Her  legs  were  sticking  straight  up.  And  all  of  a  sudden  she 
yelled,  ’Goa,  l*m  coming.*  God,  I'm  ooming.*»  And  she  would  have,  too, 
if  papa  hadn't  held  her  down!" 

28. 

The  Drink 


"Fan a,  I  want  a  drink.*" 

"Shh i  Be  still,  son*’" 

Silence  a  moment.  Then  again,  plaintively*  "fapa,  X  want  a 
drink.* " 

’Hush  up.*" 

A  much  longer  pause.  Then,  shrilly  and  determinedly,  out  of  the 
darkness*  "Papa,  £*11  shake  the  bed  for  mama,  if  you'll  get  me  a 
drink.*" 


29. 

The  Holy  Man 


A  young  maiden,  conscience  burdened  with  guilt,  appeared  before 
he  father  confessor  seeking  ablution.  He  heard  her  tale  of  seduction 
patiently  to  the  end.  Then  he  informed  her  that,  if  she  wished  sal— 
yation,  she  would  have  to  do  exactly  as  he  instructed  her. 

Thereupon,  he  led  her  into  an  anteroom  and  lockkd  the  door.  And 
opening  the  Holy  Bible,  he  placed  it  on  the  floor. 

"Now,  take  off  your  clothes  and  sit  on  that]  "  he  commanded. 

She  meekly  and  trustingly  complied.  "Whereupon,  shoving  her  over 
backwards ,  he  released  from  his  robe  a  huge  and  belligerant  organ,  and 
plunged  it  ruthlessly  into  her  wasm  and  quivering  twat.  And  then,  to 
the  lusty  and  powerful  rhythm,  he  pronounced  this  chant,  for  the  puri¬ 
fication  of  her  soul*  ^ 

"The  Holv.  Book  is  under  your  holej  'The  holy  man  is  over  your 
hole.'  The  holy  pole  is  in  your  holei  So  wiggle  your  ass  and  sava 
your  soul!" 

SO. 

It  Just  Quivers ! 

A  lusty  white  man  sought  the  help  of  a  physician  to  correct,  by  an 
operation,  an  unsightly  hare-lip.  The  doctor  agreed  providing  the  man 
would  ask  no  questions  as  to  the  source  of  the  flesh  used  for  grafting. 
,  .  ™10n*  however,  the  man  was  unconscious  on  the  operating  table,  the 

doctor  commandeered  the  services  of  a  negro  janitress,  and  secured  the 
flesh  from  one  of  the  lips  of  her  twat.  Hie  dark  hair,  he  thought, 
would  make  a  nice  moustache  for  covering  the  scar.1 

The  patient  recovered,  and  everything  went  well  for  a  time.  Then 
hQ  °P  suddenly  in  the  doctor  *s  office  in  a  sweat  of  anxiety. 

^°r  ®od*s  sake.  Doc,”  he  pleaded,  "bell  me  where  you  got  my  lip!" 

He  stj.ll  lisped  badly.  Otherwise,  hs  seemed  all  right,  except  for 
his  agitated  state. 

Jell,  what ‘ s  your  trouble  now?"  asked  the  practitioner. 

„  nhy,  I  can't  stand  what's  haopening  to  me!"  the  man  declared, 
Jivery  time  I  get  a  "hard-on"  my  lipk  just  quiver#!® 

31. 

In  My  Face! 


A  young  couple  were  taking  advantage  of  the  darkness  in  a  theatre 
*°r  love-making.  He  had  his  hand  up  under  her  dress,  on  her  cunt,  and 
she  had  his  prick  out  and  was  playing  with  it.  And  the  music  of  the 
orchestra  just  in  front  of  them  blared.* 

. .  Suddenly,  the  fellow  groaned  in  ecstasy,  and  his  gun  went  off  in 
the  hand  of  the  sweet  young  thing.  She  was  embarrassed  beyond  words  by 


the 


cold  sticky  mess, 
"dfeh!  "What'll  X 


do  with  it?"  she  cried, 


Just  give  it  a  big  fling  out  into  the  orohestra  pit!" 


"Aw,  hell.* 

He  advised. 

&he  did  so  with  all  her  might,  and  the  cold,  slimy  handful  of  iis- 
sem  landed  on  uhe  bald  head  of  the  bass  drummer  and  began  trickling 
down  his  forehead  and  into  his  eyes.  ° 

oboe  player  looked  at  him  in  amazement  and  exclaimed*  "What  th! 
hell  happened  to  you?" 

*  know’”  rePli0d  ^e  drummer.  "But  I  think  some  dirty  son- 

of-a-bitch  threw  a  fuck  in  my  face!"  ,Y 


32. 

Hysterics 


A  young  couple  were  sitting  on  the  back  row  of*  the  movie  theatre. 
Onder  the  cover  of  darkness  he  was  plying  her  twat  very  skillfully 
with  his  fingers.  And  every  now  and  then  she  would  utter,  invuluntar- 
ily,  a  shrill  titillated  giggle. 

Finally,  the  manager  approached  and  leaded  threateningly  over 
them.  "that’s  the  matter,  young  lady?"  he  asked  crossly.  wDo  you 
have  hysterics?” 

’’Ho,  Sir!  "the  girl  assured  him,  defensively,  with  another  long 
hysterical  giggle.  "But  he  >s  sure  got  a-hold  of  mine.'" 

33. 

This  Damned  Piccolo! 

A  famous  American  band  was  touring  the  royal  courts  of  iaurope  giv¬ 
ing  command  performances.  And  always,  after  each  show,  the  crowds 
stormed  onto  the  platform  to  show  their  respects. 

First,  they  played  before  the  King  of  England,  and  afterward,  then, 
the  piccolo  player  telegraphed  home* 

"The  applause  was  terrific!  They  insisted  on  filling  our  instru¬ 
ments  with  gold  coins.  They  filled  the  bass  horn,  and  the  trumpets, 
and  the  piano.  But,  of  course,  I  had  this  God  damned  piecoloi" 

Next,  they  played  before  the  Kaiser  of  Germany,  and  afterward  the 
piccolo  player  again  telegraphed  homes 

"The  bravos  were  deafening!  They  insisted  on  filling  our  instru¬ 
ments  with  silver  coins.  They  filled  the  bass  horn,  and  the  trumpets, 
and  the  piano.  But,  of  course,  I  had  this  God  damned  piocolo!” 

Then,  finally,  they  played  before  the  King  of  Spain,  and  once  more 
the  piocolo  player  telegraphed  home* 

’They  couldn't  stand  our  music.  The  crowd  tried  to  mob  us.  They 
swore  they  would  shove  our  instruments  up  our  asses.  They  couldn't  do 
it,  though,  with  the  bass  horn,  or  the  trumpets,  or  the  piano.  But, 
of  course,  I  had  this  God  damned  piccolo!” 

34. 

The  Barth 


A  colonel  in  the  a&my,  home  on  leave,  took  passage  aboard  a  small 
8hjLp  back  to  his  oversea  outfit.  Everybody  was  soon  green  with  seasick¬ 
ness.  For  the  boat  was  over -crowded  and  the  crossing  very  rough. 

An  the  end,  he  had  to  give  up  his  berth  to  a  sick  old  woman  who 
was  a  steerage  passenger. 

His  wife  was  therefore  amazed  and  mystified  when,  next  day,  shh 
received  the  following  telegraphic  report  from  him*  "Dreadful  stormy 
passage.  Deathly  sick  all  the  way.  Finally  gave  berth  to  an  old 
woman,  " 


35. 

That  Last  Gentleman 

Two  white  men,  leading  a  mule,  were  ambling  down  a  country  lane  in 
the  South  when,  under  the  trees,  on  the  bank  of' a  brook,  they  saw  a 
huge  negro  woman  at  work  over  a  tub  of  clothes. 

Here  was  an  opportunity!  They  approached  and  propositioned  her. 
She  was  so  engrossed  in  her  work,  however,  that  she  seemingly  did  not 
hear  them.  So  they  threw  up  her  dress  from  behind  and,  one  after  the 
other,  helped  themselves.  On  inspiration,  they  even  Jed  up  the  mule 
and  accommodated  him. 

«ken  they  were  through,  they  felt  obligated,  and,  shaking  her  vio¬ 
lently,  asked,  "Lady,  how  much  do  we  owe  you?” 

"Hot  a  thing.  Mister!  Not  a  thing!  "  she  replied  emphatically, 
"Only  please  give  me  the  address  of  that  last  gentleman!” 


36. 

The  Mathemat i c i an 


A  salesman  stranded  in  a  small  town  for  the  night  inquired  at  the 
only  hotel  for  a  room.  The  proprietor  informed  him  regretfully  that 
all  were  taken.  On  second  thought,  however,  he  consented  to  let  the 
salesman  sleep  with  one  of  the  regular  roomers. 

"Th«  guy  went  to  bed  drunk,  n  he  esplained.  *150  if  you  leave  be¬ 
fore  he  wakes  up,  he*  11  never  know  you  shared  his  room.” 

The  salesman  took  the  offer  gladly  and  piled  in  with  the  drunk, 
■whose  clothes  were  scattered  over  the  floor.  In  the  night,  however, 
he  awoke  with  the  cramps,  and  jumped  out  of  bed  and  went  hopping  about 
the  place  looking  for  a  toilet.  He  could  find  none  anywhere,  and  fin¬ 
ally,  in  desperation,  he  squatted  and  made  his  deposit  neatly  inside 
the  pants  of  the  drunk.  Then,  sinoe  dawn  was  breaking,  he  hastily 
dressed  and  went  his  way. 

All  that  day  the  regular  roomer  failed  to  put  in  an  appearance 
down  stairs.  And  on  the  following  day,  when  he  still  had  not  been 
seen,  the  proprietor  began  getting  worried.  But  not  till  the  third 
day  did  he  go  to  investigate. 

Loud  pounding  on  the  door  did  not  bring  a  response.  And  he  was 
finally  compelled  to  break  down  the  door  to  get  in.  That  he  saw  there 
surprised  him  beyond  words. 

The  drunk,  now  sober,  was  lying  on  his  stomach  in  the  center  of 
the  floor.  Scattered  all  about  him  were  sheets  of  paper  full  of  scrib¬ 
bling.  And  even  on  all  the  walls,  as  high  as  a  man  could  reach,  was  a 
mass  of  mathematical  figures  scrawled  in  pencil. 

”For  God's  sake,  man,  what  are  you  doing?”  cried  the  proprietor, 
fearing  his  guest  had  become  deranged. 

The  man  stared  wildly  at  him.  His  face  was  unshaved,  and  his  hair 
was  on  end.  He  replied  in  a  crazy  cackling  voice. 

”I*'m  trying  to  figure  out,”  he  cried,  ”how  in  hall  I  shit  my  pants 
without  getting  any  in  my  drawers.' ” 

37. 

McClanahan  Rides 

On  the  first  night  of  their  marriage  he,  McClanahan,  attempted  in¬ 
timacy.  But  the  sweet  young  thing  rebuffed  him.  She  had  ridden  horse¬ 
back  all  day  and  was  gaided.1 

On  the  second  night  he  tried  again.  And  again  Myrtle  refused. 

She  had  hiked  ten  miles  in  the  rain,  hunting  pheasants,  and  was  all 
muddy  and  completely  exhausted.' 

On  the  third  night  he  once  more,  this  time  timidly,  made  over¬ 
tures  to  his  still  un-def derated  bride.  But  she  scolded  him  gently, 
patiently,  saying  she  was  now  wearing  a  rag.' 

McClanahan  was  by  now  dejected  and,  seemingly,  defeated. 

On  the  fourth  night,  however,  he  crashed  through  her  locked  bed¬ 
room  door,  all  decked  out  in  queer  regalia  indeed^  He  wore  leather 
gloves,  gum-boots,  a  raincoat,  and  a  cowboy's  chaps,  and  in  his  hands 
he  carried  a  gun,  a  lariet,  and  an  umbrella.  The  sweet  young  thing 
was  simply  dumbfounded i 

’Yfhy,  what  on  earth  do  you  mean  by  coming  to  bed  like  that?  ”  she 
shrilled,  drawing  back  in  fright. 

And  then  and  there  McClanahan  made  his  now  famous  historic  state¬ 
ments  "Rain,  mud,  shit,  or  bloodj"  he  replied  in  a  masterful  voicej 
’McClanahan  rides  tonights” 


38. 

The  goatee 


An  inexperienoed  young  hunter,  very  cocky,  bent  on  making  a  big 
name  for  himself,  -went  trudging  into  the  Rocky  Mountains.  But  he  had 
promised  his  fond  parents  to  keep  in  touch  with  them  daily. 

On  the  first  day  out  he  sent  a  telegram,  saying*  Congratulate  me, 
DadJ  1  shot  a  bear/" 

And  the  father  wired  backs  "good  hunting,  Son/ " 

On  the  second  day  out  he  sent  another  telegram,  sayings  Congrat¬ 
ulate  me,  Dad/  I  shot  a  mountain  lion.' " 

And  the  father  wired  backs  "Good  hunting.  Son.' " 

On  the  third  day,  hoxvever,  the  lad  ran  into  trouble.  He  shot  what 
to  him  looked  like  a  very  strange  creature.  Actually,  it  was  a  moun¬ 
tain  goat.  This  time  he  wired  for  advice. 

"i  shot  something  today,"  he  said,  "but  can't  figure  out  what  it 
is.  At  stinks  like  hell;  And  it  runs  dxround  with  its  ass  bare,  its 
bolls  hanging  down,  and  a  silly  little  goatee  on  its  chin.  Ihat  shall 
I  do?" 

"For  God's  sake.'"  the  father  replied  immediatelyj  ’hiake  a  mm  for 
it  and  come  home/  You've  just  killed  one  of  those  damned  land-poor 
Idaho  farmers /  " 


39. 

Bumgut 

A  woman  who  was  having  trouble  with  her  un-deflorated  pussy  went 
to  the  doctor  for  advice.  He  examined  her  briefly  and  was  at  once 
aware  of  her  predicament. 

Co  home,"  he  said,  *b.nd  insert  a  fresh  goose-egg.  Then  get  the 
man  with  the  longest  prick  you  can  find  to  break  the  egg." 

She  returned  home  and  followed  all  his  instructions  to  the  full. 
To  find  the  man,  however,  was  a  problem,  and  she  finally  resorted  to 
nailing  a  sign  on  the  gate-post,  asking  for  a  man  with  a  very  long 
prick  to  call. 

About  that  time  Pat  and  Miles  happened  along.  They  read  the  sign 
and  immediately  began  arguing  about  which  was  the  best  qualified.  To 
settle  it,  they  measured  on  'the  spot,  and  Mike  had  the  advantage  by? 
four  inches.  So  he  knocked  at  the  door. 

The  woman  led  him  into  the  bedroom  and  spread  her  skirt  for  him. 
And  he  immediately  mounted.  As  he  made  the  penetration,  however,  the 
egg  broke,  and  the  yolk  began  running  out. 

Thereupon,  he  detached  himself  and  dashed  out  of  the  house  like 
a  ghost  was  after  him,  yelling  to  his  partner  as  he  went  byt  'Run, 

F at/  Suni  X  busted  her  bum-^ut/" 


40. 

The  Laziest  Man 

A  woman  from  the  city  stopped  her  car  before  a  country  store.  At 
the  door  she  saw  an  old  darky  sitting  asleep  with  his  face'  covered  with 
flies.  He  was  too  tired  even  to  make  a  pretense  of  brushing  them  off. 

"My  goodness.'"  she  declared.  'He  must  be  the  laziest  man  in  the 
whole  world/  " 

"No,  Mam/"  spoke  up  a  little  colored  boy  who  stood  nearby.  "My 
uncle  out  back  is  lazier  than  that." 

This  the  woman  had  to  see.  So  the  boy  took  her  around  to  the  back. 
Ihat  she  saw  was  a  big  colored  man  standing  on  a  pickle  barrel  behind  a 
mule.  He  kept  repeating,  "Whoa,  get-up,  back.'",  for  he  was  too  damned 
lazy  even  to  do  his  own  fucking/  And,  of  course,  you  know  how  those 
pickle  barrels  roll/  Oh,  you  do?  veil,  then,  you  must  have  tried  it 
yourself/ 


41. 

Making  People 


A  man  from  the  backwoods  brought  his  son  to  the  city  for  the  first 
time  to  givo  him  an  insight  into  life.  Ihe  young  man  was  entirely  in¬ 
nocent  of  worldly  things.  So,  as  they  toured  the  town,  looking  in  at 
the  many  shops,  the  father  explained  what  was  being  done  in  each. 

Before  a  machine  shop  he  said*  "See,  they're  boring  holes  in  iron, 
so  they  can  put  in  bolts.” 

And  before  a  carpenter  shop  he  said*  "See,  they're  boring  holes  in 
chair  bottoms,  so  they  can  fasten  on  the  legs." 

The  young  man  watched  everything  with  growing  amazement.  But  his 
father  hurried  him  by  the  whorw-house  with  only  the  brief  remark  that 
that  was  where  they  made  people. 

Later,  he  decided  to  let  the  boy  go  around  by  himself,  just  for 
the  experience. 

’’Well,  what  did  you  see?”  he  asked  when  his  son  returned. 

n0h,  1  watched  them  making  people.’ ”  was  the  enthusiastic  reply. 

Puzzled,  the  father  asked  for  an  explanation.  And  the  boy  told 
how  he  had  watched  through  the  open  door  of  the  whore -house  and  seen 
the  people  at  work. 

"The  workman  were  just  finishing  a  woman i"  he  declared.  ’She  was 
all  done  except  her  ass  hole,  and  they  had  her  down  on  the  floor  boring 
that  outi" 


42* 

Ihe  Perpetual  Hard-On 

In  a  small  town  lived  a  man  of  ninety  with  the  reputation  of  hav¬ 
ing  a  perpetual  hard-on.  He  had  outlived  several  wiveiJ.  The  last,  how¬ 
ever,  had  saved  herself  by  encouraging  him  to  seek  elsewhere. 

The  old  man  finally  died,  and  the  undertaker  began  preparing  him 
for  eternity.  But  when  he  tried  to  put  the  lid  on  the  coffin,  he  could 
not,  for  the  old  fellow  had  died  with  his  usual  hard-oni 

Dismayed,  he  called  in  all  the  undertakers  he  knew,  and  they  want 
into  conference  as  to  what  ought  to  be  done.  Everything  was  tried. 
Levers  would  not  bend  it.’  Solvents  would  not  wof ten  it.1  And  a  picturq 
of  a  naked  woman  laid  in  the  coffin  only  made  matters  worse.  It  was  r 
suggested  that  they  either  cut  off  the  organ  or  provide  a  hole  for  it 
through  the  lid.  Both  possibilities  were  rejected  as  sacrilege.* 

Then,f inally,  the  old  man's  son  proposed  the  obvious,  that  they 
(Jack  him  off  I  And,  believe  it  or  not,  they  had  to  do  so  seven  times  be¬ 
fore  the  belligerant  organ,  would  stay  down.' 

43. 

The  Maidenhead 

A  girl  of  unsavory  reputation  made  the  capture  of  a  very  innocent 
and  virtuous  young  man.  But  she  was  worried.  And  the  day  before  the 
wedding  she  went  to  her  wise  old  mother  for  advied. 

"How  will  I  make  Jack  think  I'm  still  a  virgin?"  she  asked. 

"Hohi  That's  simple,  Gertie.1"  her  mother  assured  her.  "Just  hide 
a  cigar  box  between  your  legs  in  bed,  and  when  he  climbs  on,  bang  the 
lid  shut,  and  he'll  think  it's  your  maidenhead  snapping^  " 

The  reformed  whore  did  as  she  was  told.  On  the  wedding  night, 
sura  enough,  John  decided  to  olimb  on  and  do  some  experimenting.  Ihen, 
quickly,  she  snapped  the  lid  of  the  oigar  box  shut. 

"My  God.1"  he  cried  out.  ’What  the  hell  was  that?" 

"Just  my  maidenhead  snapping* "  she  assured  him  demurely. 

"fife  11,  for  Christ's  sake,  unsnap  it!"  he  roared.  'It's  caught 
around  my  bolls i" 


44. 

The  Three  Brothers 

There  once  lived  a  -woman  in  Frisco  who  claimed  to  have  the  biggest 
pussy  in  the  world.  She  was  unhappy,  however,  for  she  could  find  no 
man  capable  of  satisfying  her.  Finally,  she  determined  to  set  out  and 
search  every  corner  of  the  world  till  she  found  exactly  what  she  wanted. 

Now,  in  the  course  of  her  inquiries,  she  heard  rumors  of  three  bro¬ 
thers  in  the  hills  of  Arkansaw  who  had  prodigious  pricks.  And  so  she 
hastened  thither  to  investigate. 

She  found  the  first  brother  resting  against  a  tree-trunk  lazily 
swinging  his  penis  to  shoo  the  mosquitoes  away.. 

"My,  what  a  dandy/  "  she  cried  in  admiration. 

"Shucks/  ’Tain’t  nothin*/ "  he  replied.  "You  ought  to  see  my  bro¬ 
ther  down  yonder  i " 

She  hurried  in  the  direction  indicated  and  found  the  second  brother 
sitting  on  the  bank  of  a  stream.  She  was  amazed  to  see  that  he  was  us¬ 
ing  his  long  pecker  as  a  fishing  pole. 

"Heavenly  days/  "What  a  dandy/ "  she  cried. 

"Shucks/  "Tain 't  nothin? /"  he  replied.  "You  ought  to  see  my  bro¬ 
ther  up  yonder/" 

Again  she  hurried  in  the  direction  indicated.  Inside  a  little 
cabin  she  found  the  third  brother  lying  on  his  back  on  the  bed.  He  was 
amusing  himself  by  idly  flipping  his  enormous  prick  to  mash  flies  on 
the  ceiling. 

"Oh,  God/  At  last/"  she  screamed  in  delight.  "I-ve  found  what  I 
really  want / “ 

And  with  a  little  coaxing  she  got  him  to  agree  to  do  t^hat  he  could 
to  satisfy  the  burning  of  her  pussy.  Then  and  there  he  rolled  her  on 
the  bed  and  went  to  his  work.  They  toiled  at  it,  sweating,  all  day 
long,  but  she  just  couldn  t  get  enough/ 

That  evening,  the  other  two  brothers  came  home.  They  found  the 
woman  from  Frisco  lying  on  the  bed  with  her  legs  spread  and  her  cunt 
wide  open.  The  third  brother  had  done  his  utmost.  He  was  now  just 
finishing  the  job  by  jacking  off  in  a  tablespoon  and  pouring  it  into 
her  to  get  her  completely  filled  up/ 

45. 

The  Cigar 

A  man  riding  on  a  train  needed  to  go  to  the  toilet  very  badly  but 
could  not  get  in  because  the  throne  was  occupied.  Finally,  in  desper¬ 
ation,  he  opened  a  window  and  stuck  out  his  bare  ass.  The  train  at 
that  instant  whizzed  by  two  section-gang  men. 

"I  sayi "  said  fat.  "Did  you  get  a  load  of  the  funny  looking  guy 
with  the  moustache?" 

"Begorra,  no/"  declared  Mike.  "But  i  saw  a  queer  looking  individ¬ 
ual  with  a  big  cigar  hanging  out  of  his  mouth/  " 

46. 

FishmarketJ 


And  old  blind  beggar  one  day  came  hobbling  by  a  f ishmarlcet  tapping 
his  cane.  Hs  hesitated  uncertainly,  sniffed  the  air,  and  then  came  to 
a  complete  stop.  Tipping  his  hat  gallantly,  he  remarked*  ’Bello, 
girls/  How's  business  today?" 


47. 

The  Thing 


The  boys  at  the  saloon  were  fed  up  with  giving  drinks  to  Indian 
Joe.  Why,  they  could  not  set  a  glass  down  without  his  getting  it 2 
They  were  in  a  quandary  until  Sleepy,  the  "Desert  Rat,"  offered  to  rid 
them  of  the  nuisance  once  and  for  all. 

Then,  suddenly,  sofciebody  cried,  “Here  comes  Indian  Joe  now*" 

Sleepy  immediately  went  into  action.  Pulling  down  his  pants,  he 
stooped  over  and  started  backing  toward  the  door.  Indian  Joe  took  one 
look  and  fled  as  though  somebody  had  shot  at  him.  Soon  he  was  just  a 
little  streak  of  dust  disappearing  into  the  desert. 

Three  days  later,  still  running,  he  met  an  old  prospector  just 
headed  for  town. 

"What  the  hell  you  running  from,  Joe?"  the  grizzled  old-timer 
asked. 

'Me  seeum  funny  little  manl"  the  Indian  replied,  ^nlv  so  high.' 
(indicating  with  hand.)  One  big  eye  in  middle  of  forehead.'  Hair  all 
over  face*  Musta  come  long  way.'  Tongue  hang  out  that  far.'  (Again  in¬ 
dicating  with  hand. )" 


48. 

Wahoo i 

A  young  easterner,  new  to  the  West,  was  studying  wild  life.  In  a 
pool  hall  he  watched  a  group  of  drunken  Indian  bucks  shooting  a  game. 

And  he  noticed  that  whenever  one  of  them  hit  the  wrong  pocket,  he  would 
grunt  in  disgust*  "Wahoo*" 

Later,  he  asked  an  old  timer  what  people  did  when  they  wanted  some 
good  tail. 

"Wal,  now!"  the  old  timer  said  with  a  wink.  "We  just  ride  along 
till  we  see  a  squaw  sitting  by  the  road.  Then  we  jump  off  and  roll 
her  *  " 

This  seemed  like  a  pretty  good  idea.  So  the  easterner  borrowed  a 
horse  and  rode  into  the  country.  By  the  roadside  he  soon  spied  a  squaw 
sitting  wrapped  in  her  blanket.  He  jumped  off,  pushed  her  over,  and 
immediately  inserted  his  prong. 

The  Indian  protested  vigorously,  saying,  "WahooJ  Wahoo*  Wahoo*? 

49. 

Mistaken  Identity 

There  was  a  case  where  a  lusty  young  cowboy,  looking  for  "moggan,  " 
rode  out  into  Indian  territory.  Sitting  by  a  stump  he  at  last  spied  a 
fat  and  spunky  Indian  rdio  promised  to  be  good  meat.  So  he  jumped  off 
then  and  there  and  made  his  attack.  The  Indian,  however,  protested  vig¬ 
orously,  sayings  "Me  no  squaw*  Me  buck* " 

50. 

Foliated  Spring 

An  Indian  riding  a  train  for  the  first  time  discovered  the  toilet, 
by  chance,  and  thereupon  claimed  tha.t  region  as  his  own  reservation. 

He  refused  to  budge,  shen  anybody  else  came,  he  would  chase  him  away. 

Finally,  he  fell  asleep,  and  when  he  awoke,  a  big  fat  man  was  sit¬ 
ting  on  the  throne  taking  a  crap.  The  Indian  was  furious.  Ha  chased 
the  man  the  entire  length  of  the  train,  with  his  grants  hanging  at  half- 
mast  and  his  ass  bare* 

Afterward,  when  questioned  by  the  conductor  about  his  show  of  tem¬ 
per,  the  Indian  explained*  "Me  hateum  fat  man*  He  shittum  in  spring* 
Spoil  drinking  water*" 


51. 

Johnnie  Fuckerfast 

Johnnie,  a  boy  right  handy  with  his  tool,  went  to  a  strange  com¬ 
munity  and  hired  out  as  a  farm-hand.  Tthen  the  boss  asked  his  name,  he 
replied  cockilyt 

"Oh,  I'm  Johnnie  Fuckerfast " 

"All  right,  Johnnie  Fuckerfast ,"  the  boss  said.  "Go  down  to  the 
pasture  and  get  the  cows.  My  daughter'll  show  you  the  way. 11 

Johnnie  and  the  girl  walked  down  to  the  pasture  hand  in  hand.  By 

the  time  they  reached  the  gate  he  had  put  the  proposition  to  her 

squarely.  So  they  hid  in  a  ditch  and  went  to  work. 

Soon  it  started  getting  dark,  and  the  farmer  grew  worried  because 
the  cows  h8.d  not  come  home.  So  he  went  out  to  see  what  was  the  trouble# 

”0h,  Johnnie  Fuckerfast 1 "  he  called  through  the  darkness.  "Oh, 
Johnnie  Fuckerfast.* " 

Johnnie  raised  up  out  of  the  ditch  and  replied*  "Shut  up,  you  old 
fooli  I'm  fucking  her  as  fast  as  I  can.'" 

52. 

Pee  a.  Little 

A  little  boy  and  a  little  girl  began  arriving  at  school  late  every 
day.  The  teacher,  in  despair,  finally  complained  to  the  father.  And 
he  decided  to  go  early  and  hide  somewhere  to  see  what  they  did. 

Soon  they  arrived  under  a  big  tree  and  stopped  to  play.  "Fou  be 
the  mare  and  I  ■  11  be  the  stud,"  the  little  boy  said. 

The  little  girl  obligingly  pulled  down  her  pants.  Then  the  little 
boy  began  prancing  around  her,  on  hands  and  knees,  with  his  peter  out. 
"Please  pee  a  little  for  me,"  he  begged.  But  she  shook  her  head  vig¬ 
orously.  So  he  sniffed  at  her  little  pussy,  curled  his  lips,  and 
glanced  skyward.  #ien  what  should  he  see  but  his  father  watching  from 
up  in  the  tree. 

"Do  you  want  me  to  pee  a  little  for  you  now?"  the  girl  asked. 

"Hoi"  replied  the  boy  in  desperation.  "But  if  you  look  up  in  that 
tree,  you'll  shit  a  little i" 


53. 

Drive  the  Cows  Home 

Every  evening  Johnnie  and  Hattie  went  down  to  the  pasture  together 
to  get  the  cows.  He  was  the  son  of  a  farmer,  and  she  was  the  daughter 
of  the  next  door  neighbor. 

On  the  way  back,  one  evening,  he  began  teasing  her  for  a  piece  of 
tail.  But  she  was  determined  not  to  give  him  any. 

Please, "he  begged,  ’trimme  just  an  inch,  and  you  can  have  old  Bes¬ 
sie.'" 

She  agreed,  and  he  shoved  in  ^ust  the  head. 

"One  more  inch,"  he  begged,  %-nd  you  oan  have  old  Fannie.'" 

Again  she  agreed,  and  he  shoved  it  in  another  inch. 

"Just  one  more  inch,"  he  bagged,  "  and  you  can  have  old  Jinnie.'" 

Once  again  she  agrsed,  for  she  had  a  definite  turn  for  business; 
and  he  shoved  it  in  still  another  inch. 

"Oh,  Christ.' "  he  finally  cried.  "Let  me  shove  it  all  in,  and  you 
oan  have  the  whole  damned  herd;" 

Now,  all  this  time,  Johnnie  *s  father  had  b^en  hiding  in  the  tall 
weeds  listening  to  them.  His  gun  was  no?;  about  to  go  off  in  his  pants. 
He  was  so  excited  that  he  could  contain  himself  no  longer.  "Poke  it 
to  her,  Johnnie;"  he  cheered.  "I'llihelp  you  drive  the  cows  home.'" 


54. 

"Warmed  Uv  Supper 

A  young  couple,  desperately  in  love*  were  too  poor  to  get  married. 
But,  suddenly,  a  wonderful  solution  occurred  to  them*  they  oould  live 
on  love.  Certainly  they  had  enough  of  that  if 

The  first  morning  after  they  were  married  he  got  up  to  go  to  work, 
and,  since  there  was  no  breakfast,  he  laid  her  on  the  table  and  took  a 
piece. 

That  noon  he  came  home,  and,  since  there  ms  no  lunch  waiting,  he 
again  laid  her  on  the  table  and  took  a  pieces 

In  the  evening,  however,  he  came  home  quite  famished,  and  still 
there -was  no  food  on  the  table.  And  his  sweet  young  wife  was  sitting 
with  her  dress  pulled  high,  her  pants  down,  and  her  feet  up  on  the  oven 
door. 

"What  are  you  doing  there,  Dear?"  he  asked. 

fBOh,  I’m  just  warming  up  your  supper ,  Darling.' n  she  replied. 

55. 

It’ll  Stretch.* 

The  sister  of  the  new  bride  was  a  prankster.  As  a  wedding  pres¬ 
ent,  therefore,  she  gave  her  a  pair  of  pajamas  sewn  shut  at  the  bottom 
so  she  could  not  get  into  them. 

That  night,  the  newlyweds  retired  to  their  bedroom  and  began  get¬ 
ting  ready,  excitedly,  for  the  b&g  adventure. 

llfhat  they  did  not  know  was  that  the  girl's  mother,  a  busy-body,  a- 
fire  with  curiosity,  was  at  the  keyhole  listening* 

The  bride  shoved  a  shapely  bare  leg  down  into  the  leg  of  the  pa¬ 
jamas  and  soon  discovered  the  difficulty.  Her  foot  would  not  make  the 
penetration.  She  grew  quite  excited  and  hysterical. 

"John,"  she  cried,  "I  can't  get  it  in*  You'll  have  to  cut  the 
hole  open  a  little  bit  with  your  pocket-knife.'" 

From  behind  the  doorway  the  alarmed  mother  emerged  screaming. 
"Don't  cut  it*  Don't  cut  it.'"  she  cried,  "it'll  stretch.'  Mine  did.'" 

56. 

Little  Short  Stiff  One* 

2he  younger  sister  had,  as  a  prank,  ironed  the  bridal  nightgown 
with  a  heavy  dose  of  starch,  it  was,  in  fact,  as  stiff  as  a  board,  and 
just  as  flat  and  heavy. 

That  night,  when  the  newlyweds  retired  to  their  bedroom,  they  were 
both  shy  about  undressing  before  the  other.  So  the  man  hid  behind  the 
clothe s-closet  door,  and  the  girl  took  refuge  behind  a  screen  to  uhrobe 
and  slip  into  her  nightgown. 

"Now,  don't  you  peek*"  the  young  man  warned  her. 

"I  won't*  And  don't  you,  either.'"  the  bride  replied. 

But  pretty  soon,  -when  she  looked  at  her  nightgown  for  the  first 
time,  she  burst  out  laughing.  She  got  the  joke  at  once.  She  could  not 
get  into  the  thing  at  all  and  would  have  to  sleep  naked* 

"Oh*"  she  shrilled.  "It's  a  little  short  stiff  one*" 

"There,  I  knew  it*"  the  young  man  stormed,  blushing  furiously. 
"You've  gone  and  peeked,  after  all*" 

57. 

The  Squared  Circle 

mmm  wa>  m  i  •  ■  kmbamtrn  — — m  vt^mm gwwfcaT— i 

*How  do  you  square  a  circle?"  asked  the  perspiring  sophomore,  who 
was  struggling  over  his  lessons. 

"I  don't  know, "  sneered  the  flippant  senior,  who  was  a  math  major, 
"unless  you  shove  a  four-by-four  plank  up  a  bull's  ass*" 


58. 

Foreskins 


The  pretty  young  girl  had  sat  fishing  on  the  bank  all  day  without 
even  a  nibble.  She  -was  therefore  amazed  when  a  man  walked  by  carrying 
a  string  of  beauties, 

"How  wonderful i  "  she  cried.  "h'hat  in  th.8  world  did  you  use  for 
bait?" 

"Oh,  I ‘m  a  doctor,"  the  man  explained;  "and  today  I  had  some  es¬ 
pecially  nice  tonsilsi" 

The  next  day  the  same  thing  happened  again.  Only  it  was  a  differ¬ 
ent  man  who  came  by  ■frith  the  string  of  beauties. 

"How  wonderful i "  she  cried.  "P2hat  in  the  world  did  you  use  for 
bait? " 

"Oh,  I'm  a  doctor,"  the  man  replied;  "and  today  i  had  some  espec¬ 
ially  nice  appendectomies.*" 

On  the  third  day,  as  the  girl  s.gain  sat  fishing  without  a  bite, 
still  another  man  came  along.  He,  too,  had  made  a  marvelous  catch. 

"Oh,  doctor;  "  the  girl  shrilled.  "5>hat  did  you  use  for  bait 
today?" 

"Doctor?  Doctor?"  the  man  asked,  puzzled.  "I'm  no  doctor.  i*m 
a  Jewish  rabbi J" 


59. 

Oliver  Twist 

The  hotel  guest  awoke  at  midnight  with  a  severe  dose  of  skitters. 
Leaping  eagerly  out  of  bed,  he  made  a  dash  for  the  toilet;  but  there 
was  no  toilet.  He  was  therefore  finally  forced  to  open  a  window  and 
thrust  out  his  bare  ass. 

"Hey,  you;  op  there  J"  cried  a  drunk,"  vho  was  leaning  against  a 
lamp-post.  ”7«ho  the  hell  do  you  think  you  are?" 

"Oh,  i Oliver  Twist.1"  replied  the  man  at  the  window.  "And  who 
are  you?" 

"Can't  you  see,  you  damned  f oolf  "  shouted  the  drunk.  "I2m  Oliver 
Shiti " 

60. 

A  Soldier's  goodbye 

A  soldier  boy  was  bidding  his  bride  a  quick  goodbye  at  the  depot. 
The  engineer,  however,  had  up  full  steam  and  was  in  a  hell  of  a  hurry 
to  get  smarted.  The  soldier,  standing  on  the  steps  of  the  car, 
stooped  over  to  the  platform  to  kiss  the  girl.  But,  just  then,  the 
train  started  off  with  such  a  rush  that  he  mi&Sed  her  completely,  and 
kissed,  instead,  a  cow's  ass  a  mile  and  a  quarter  out  of  town. 


61. 

The  Hard-On 


A  traveling  salesman,  unable  to  get  a  room  in  the  small  town,  was 
compelled  to  seek  lodging  with  a  farmer.  He  was  there  told  that  he 
could  have  a  bed,  but  he  would  have  to  share  it  with  "Grandpa.  *'  To 
this  condition  he  made  no  objection. 

in  the  middle  of  the  night,  however,  the  old  man  reared  up  out  of 
a  nightmare,  screaming  wildly t  "Bring  me  a  woman;  Bring  me  a  woman! 

I  *ve  got  to  have  a  woman.’ " 

"Oh,  come  now! ”  the  salesman  admonished  him,  bhaking  him  awake. 
"You  know  good  and  well  you  don’t  want  a  woman,  Grandpa.'  Go  back  to 
sleep  and  behave  yourself.’" 

The  old  man  quieted  down.  But  a  little  later  he  again  reared  up, 
screaming:  "Bring  me  a  woman!  Bring  me  a  woman’  I’ve  got  to  have  a 
woman.’" 

Once  more  the  salesman  patiently  shook  him  awake.  "Be  sensible, 
Grandpaj.  and  go  back  to  sleep!"  he  admonished.  "You  know  you  don’t 
want  a  woman!  $hat  you’re  hanging  onto  is  a  dandy,  all  right.  But 
it's  not  on  you*  it’s  on  me !* 

62. 

Dhole  John 

"Oh,  Momma !"  teased  the  little  boy.  "Gue s s  what  I  saw  Daddy  and 
the  maid  doing  up  on  the  bed!" 

"Be  still!"  was  the  sharp  response.  "Don’t  you  talk  that  way;  " 
And  then,  after  a  moment  a  reflection.  "You  wait  till  Momma  asks  you 
to  tell!" 

That  night,  at  the  supper  table,  when  the  father  was  at  his  usual 
place,  the  mother  turned  to  the  little  boy  and  said:  "How,  Johnnie, 
you  can  tell  me  what  you  were  going  to  this  morning.  " 

"Oh,  I  waw  Daddy  and  the  maid  on  the  bed,  "  the  child  replied  glee¬ 
fully,  "doing  just  like  you  and  uncle  John  did  last  summer  while  Daddy 
was  away  fishing!" 


63. 

Ask  Mother 

A  roomful  of  women  were  discussing  the  delights  of  sex.  The  ecs¬ 
tasy  of  it  was  marvelous,  they  agreed  unanimous lyj  and  they  were  unable 
to  see  how  a  wife  could  ever  get  quite  enough.  And  then  the  question 
arose  as  to  how  bid  a  woman  had  to  be  before  she  no  longer  wanted  any. 
They  decided  to  put  the  question  to  Grandma. 

But  when  asked  for  her  opinion.  Grandma,  who  wa3  seventy,  replied* 
"Oh,  guess  1 :m  not  old  enough  to  tell  you  that.  Girls.  I'll  have  to 
ask  mother!"  And  so  she  summoned  her  own  mother  from  the  bedroom. 

But  when  the  question  was  put  t0  this  old  lady,  who  was  past 
ninety,  she  replied  without  hesitation:  "Oh,  I’m  awfully  sorry  to  dis¬ 
appoint  you.  Girls!  But  you’ll  have  to  ask  somebody  older  than  me!" 

64. 

The  Dimpled  Chin 

A  man  one  day  met  an  old  girl-friend  with  whom  he  had  formerly 
been  intimate.  He  was  surprised  at  her  changed  appearance.  She  now 
had  a  sweet  little  dimple  on  her  chin  which  wasn't  there  before. 

"My,  you  look  wonderful!"  he  declared.  "But  where  did  you  get 
that  dimple?" 

”\)h,  I  had  my  face  lifted,"  she  replied,  "and  that's  my  belly 
•button  you  see!" 

"My  Godi"  he  exclaimed.  "Don't  have  it  lifted  again,  or  you'll  be 
wearing  a  curly  black  beard  parted  down  the  middle! " 


65. 

The  Candle 


The  girls  of  a  small  town  where  men  were  few  had  learned  how  to 
take  care  of  each  other.  Frequently,  they  held  slumber-parties,  where, 
in  couples,  they  played  the  game  of  man  and  wife.  One  would  then  mount 
the  other  using  as  a  penis  a  candle  of  appropriate  size. 

But  one  day,  woe  betidei  there  came  to  town  a  pretty  man  with  fine 
features,  who  decided  to  disguise  himself  as  a  girl  and  attend  one  of 
these  parties.  Needle ss§  to  say,  he  fell  into  a  delightful  surprise, 
a  treat  for  the  most  famished  maleJ 

One  of  the  girls  some  months  later  began  developing  an  alarmingly 
large  belly.  It  became  the  talk  of  the  town  and  a  mystery  to  all. 

"Daughter,  what  have  you  been  up  tot”  her  father,  an  unduly  sus¬ 
picious  man,  asked  sternly.  "How  did  you  get  in  that  condition?" 

"I  —  1  don't  know,  poppa i "  the  girl  faltered,  face  streaming  with 
tears.  "But  I  guess  the  darned  old  candle  must  have  meltedi  " 

66. 

Don't  Get  Discouraged j 

The  old  farmer  and  his  wife  had  a  good-looking  hired  man.  And  ev¬ 
ery  morning,  right  after  breakfast,  the  two  would  go  off  together  to 
work  in  the  fields.  Soon,  however,  the  farm-hand  got  into  the  habit  of 
making  excuses  to  stay  behind,  such  as  the  urgency  of  nature.  And  he 
would  appear  sheepishly  on  the  job  a  quarter  of  an  hour  later. 

One  day,  the  farmer  had  to  return  to  the  house  for  his  watch.  And 
there  on  his  own  matrimonial  bed  he  discovered  the  hired  man  and  his 
wife  hard  at  work  knocking  off  a  place  of  ass. 

The  hired  man  jumped  up,  buttoning  his  fly,  and  grabbed  his  hat. 
Then  he  began  edging  toward  the  open  door. 

"Guess  I  can't  stay  on  nowi  "  he  said  apologetically.  "I'll  pack 
up  and  goi" 

"Oh,  that*s  all  right;  D©n':fc  get  discouraged  so  easy.'"  the  old 
farmer  reassured  him,  quite  unperturbed.  "If  the  two  of  us  can't  keep 
the  old  woman  satisfied,  why,  we'll  just  have  to  hire  another  manJ  " 

67. 

The  Silk  Handke rchief 

A  traveling  salesman  who  was  a  stranger  in  town  dated  its  prettiest 
miss.  In  the  course  of  the  evening,  as  was  his  wont,  he  managed  to  se¬ 
duce  her.  She  was  willing  enough,  though,  when  she  glimpsed  what  he 
had,  and  only  protested  lest  she  get  in  a  family  way. 

"Oh,  i'll  take  care  of  that*"  the  salesman  assured  her.  "i'll  put 
pn  a  rubber.3 " 

A  hasty  and  impatient  search, however ,  while  his  luscious  dish  was 
Steaming  before  him,  revealed  that  he  was  entirely  out  of  them. 

"Guess  I'll  have  to  use  a  silk  handkerchief;"  he  finally  said. 

A  few  years  later  the  same  traveling  salesman  again  came  through 
the  town,  flaying  on  the  streets  he  observed  a  very  cute  little  boy, 
and,  loving  children  as  he  did,  he  stopped  to  pat  him  on  the  head. 

"Son,  you  look  like  a  mighty  fine  lad,"  he  declared. 

"?rBll,  by  Gawd,  I  ought  to;'"  the  boy  replied  belligerently.  "Mom 
says  I  was  strained  through  a  silk  handkerchief " 


68. 

There  Lies  Eli/ 


A  very  pious  married  couple,  long  married,  who  didn't  yet  even 
know  what  it  was  far,  finally  decided  that  they  would  have  a  son.  So, 
not  knowing  just  how  to  go  about  it,  they  talked  things  over  thorough¬ 
ly.  They  oonclud«d  that  the  woman  should  lie  on  her  back,  legs  wide, 
ready  for  the  attack.  And  her  husband  would  stand  across  the  room, 
jack  off  till  he  was  about  to  come,  and  then  make  a  dive  for  the  hole. 

'And  what  shall  we  name  him?"  asked  the  wife,  timidly. 

*V)h,  let's  call  him  Eli,  after  the  great  prophet/  "  the  husband 
replied  fervently. 

So  she  got  ready  on  the  bed,  and  he  went  to  the  other  side  of 
the  room  and  started  his  jacking  off.  Then,  just  as  he  was  about  to 
go  off,  he  made  his  dive  for  the  hole.  But  on  the  way  he  slipped  on  a 
bar  of  soap  and  crashed  to  the  floor. 

?^iping  himself  off,  he  arose,  and  declared  sadly s  "P'e  11,  here  I 
slipped,  and  here  I  fell.  And  there  lies  Eli  deader  than  hell/ n 

69. 

The  Miscarriage/ 

Some  small  boys  decided  to  play  a  prank  on  their  old  maid  aunt. 

So  they  sneaked  up  into  her  bedroom  and  hid  an  inflated  balloon  in  her 
pisspot  under  the  bed. 

That  night,  when  the  family  thought  she  was  getting  ready  for  bed, 
she  suddenly  came  dashing  down  the  stairs,’  screaming  wildly  for  a  doc¬ 
tor.  And  when  the  doctor  arrived  at  last,  he  found  her  all  pale  and 
trembling,  as  though  suffering  from  shock. 

"Ihy,  what's  the  matter?"  he  asked.  ^ 

Oh,  doctor,  I  think  I've  had  a  miscarriage J "  she  cried. 

"Fihat  in  the  world  makes  you  think  that?"  ha  asked. 

Just  look  under  the  bed  and  you'll  seei "  the  disconsolate  woman 
wailed.  "That's  the  first  fart  I  ever  let  which  had  a  skin  on  it/" 

70. 

JhS.  <L£Ll§  Mg. 

A  farmer's  wife  was  holding  a  quilting-bee  for  her  friends.  And 
her  old  man,  a  wit,  who  had  been  in  the  barn  butchering  a  cow,  finally 
came  to  the  kitchen  to  clean  up.  Hearing  the  chatter  of  the  females, 
he  decided  to  play  a. joke  on  his  wife.  So  he  cut  off  the  cow's  bag  and 
inserted .  it  inside  his  pants  with  one  tit  sticking  out  through  the  fly* 
Then,  in  that  condition,  he  walked  nonchalantly  into  the  midst  of  the 
group  of  women. 

immediately  there  were  gasps  and  screams.  And  his  wife,  seeing 
the  trouble,  began  making  signals  to  him  behind  the  backs  of  the  oth¬ 
ers.  But  he  remained  oblivious  to  all.  Then,  suddenly,  he  looked  down 
and  saw  the  protruding  thing.  And,  as  if  in  sheer  disgust,  ha  snatched 
up  the  butcher  knife  from  the  table *  cut  it  off*  and  threw  it  out  thu 
window. 

Thereupon,  his  wife  fainted. 

Then,  laughing  at  his  little  joke,  the  farmer  went  baek  out  to  the 
barn  to  remove  the  bag,  very  satisfied  with  himself  indeed.  But  when 
he  took  the  bag  out  of  his  pants,  he  found  it  still  had  all  four  of  the 
tits  on  it*  And  then  h©  fainted } 


71. 

The  gates  of  Hell 


The  backwoods  preacher  stood  irresolute  before  his  little  congre¬ 
gation.  He  seemed  to  be  wrestling  with  the  spirit  of  the  devil.  His 
eyes  remained  glued  fixedly  to  the  front  pew. 

At  last,  summoning  resolution,  he  roared  virtuously*  "Will  all  the 
women  in  the  congregation  please  cross  their  legs?" 

There  was  a  shuffling  of  feet  throughout  the  house.  Then  complete 
quiet  settled  down  again. 

And  out  of  the  stillness  he  at  last  spoke*  "All  right,  folks.  How 
that  the  gates  of  hell  are  closed,  I  can  go  on  with  my  sermon!" 

72. 

That  Hewf angled  Toilet 

A  workman  making  repairs  in  a  rich  woman's  house  suddenly  felt  the 
irresistible  call  of  nature.  In  a  sweat  of  anxiety,  he  asked  that  lady 
where  the  toilet  was.  Seemingly  dismayed,  she  indicated  the  room,  but 
at  the  same  time  began  protesting. 

"You  must  not  go  in  there.1  "  she  cried. 

But  she  was  too  late.  For  he  was  looked  inside,  had  his  pants 
down,  and  was  riding  the  throne  before  she  had  finished  speaking.  It 
was  a  great  relief.  And  after  he  was  through,  he  still  s&t  there,  mar¬ 
veling  at  the  wonderful  intricaoies  of  this  fine  toilet. 

Before  him  were  three  foot  pedals.  Hu  decided  to  push  on  the 
first  one.  And  imagine  his  surprise  when  a  jet  of  tepid  water  shot  up 
his  ass. 

After  he  had  recovered  from  his  shock,  he  decided  to  try  the  sec¬ 
ond  pedal  to  sue  what  would  happen.  And  he  nearly  went  through  the 
roof  when  a  big  wet  swab  came  up  out  of  the  bowl  and  wiped  him  off. 

Sven  more  carious,  now,  as  to  the  third  lever,  he  finally  decided 
to  risk  th&t  one  also.  And  imagine  his  amazement  when  a  big  rubber 
prick,  pumping  like  mad,  came  up  from  beneath  and  rammed  itself  up  hi3 
ass/ 


73. 

’  The  Red  Thing 

A  little  boy  was  bringing  the  cows  home  from  the  pasture.  He  was 
quite  amazed  and  delighted,  on  the  way,  when  the  bull  suddenly  leaped 
on  the  cow.  For  he  had  never  seen  any  such  thing  before. 

"Grandpa.'  Grandpa/"  he  shouted,  bursting  into  the  house. 

"^That's  the  matter.  Son?"  the  old  man  asked.  "Is  the  devil  after 

you?" 

"Oh,  noi "  the  boy  replied.  "But  guess  what  I  saw.'  The  old  bull 
tried  to  jump  clear  over  the  cow.  And  he  would  have,  too,  only  a  big 
red  thing  came  out  of  his  belly  and  caught  in  her  ass  hole/" 

74 . 

All  That  Money/ 

A  Swede  who  had  lost  his  prick  through  an  unfortunate  accident  re¬ 
ported  to  a  famous  surgeon. 

"I  bane  give  you  fifty  dollar.  Doc/  "  this  worthy  deoldred,  "If  you 
fix  me  up  with  new  one." 

The  doctor  agreed  and  did  the  best  he  could,  ihen  the  bandages 
were  taken  off,  however,  Oley  seemed  dissatisfied.  He  looked  at  his 
new  seven-inch  prong  with  disgust. 

"You  don’t  seem  very  happy  with  it.’"  the  doctor  declared. 

"Gawd,  man,  no!"  the  Swede  replied.  "For  all  dot  money.  Doc,  don't  you 
tink  you  could  have  made  it  yust  a  little  bigger?" 


75. 

A  young  man  visit ins  a  whore-house  for  the  first  time  encountered 
the  "Madam"  in  the  hall  and  asked  her  about  the  prices. 

"Well,  that  depends  on  the  floor,  "  she  replied,  "Fife  have  four 
floors  here,  and'  the  first  floor  is  twenty-five  dollars.'" 

The  young  man  winced  but  asked  hopefully:  "Flow  about  the  second 
floor? " 

"Oh,  that's  ten  dollars,"  the  woman  informed  him. 

encouraged,  he  again  asked:  'Well,  how  about  the  third?" 

"Oh,  that's  five  dollars,"  she  replied. 

"And.  how  about  the  fourth  floor?"  he  persisted,  for  the  pride  was 
still  out  of  his  range. 

"Only  seventy-five  eentsi"  she  replied  scornfully. 

So  the  young  man.  began  climbing  the  stairs.  He  ^id  not  stop,  how¬ 
ever,  on  the  second,  nor  on  the  third.  Then,  unexpectedly,  on  the 
stairway  leading  to  the  fourth  floor,  he  met  his  own  father  coming 
down. 

"Why,  what  are  you  up  here  for.  Dad?"  the  boy  asked  in  amazement, 

"I  should  argue  with  your  mother  for  fifty  cents;"  was  the  dis¬ 
illusioned  reply. 

76, 

A  hunter,  lost  in  desolate  mountain  country,  had  wandered  around 
for  days  without  food  or  v/ater.  Finally,  near  starvation,  he  stumbled 
onto  a  little  cabin,  far  back  in  the  hills.  So  he  knocked  at  the  door 
to  ask  for  help. 

An  attract ive  young  woman  admitted  him  to  the  house.  But  she  was 
unable  to  give  him  anything.  The  cupboard  was  bare,  and  her  husband 
had  been  gone  for  three  days,  on  his  way  to  town  for  water  and  supplies. 
He  would  not  be  back  till  tomorrow. 

"But  please,  haven  t  you  sot  even  a  crumb,  or  a  drop  of  water?  " 
he  pleaded  desperately.  "I'm  about  to  die.'" 

Frantically,  the  young  woman  searched  everywhere.  Finally,  she 
turned  up  an  old  empty  flour  sack,  and,  by  brushing  it  out  carefully, 
managed  to  salvage  a  little  flour  in  a  saucer. 

"I  *  d  make  you  a  little  cake,"  she  said  regretfully,  "if  only  I 
had  some  water;  " 

After  much  worried  thinking,  he  finally  answered:  "Well,  oouldn't> 
you  just  pee  a  little.  I  think  that  would  be  all  right.  And  it  would* 
save  my  life.  " 

"But  I  qust  peed:  "  she  told  him. 

"pell,  try  again,  anyway J"  he  beeeeched  her. 

So,  setting  the  saucer  on  the  floor,  she  squatted  straddle  of  it 
and  pulled  down  her  pants,  for  her  great  compassion  for  him  broke  down 
all  barriers  of  modesty.  Then  she  strained  to  the  utmost,  but  not  a* 
drop  would  come,  and  she  shook  her  head  in  despair.  Then,  all  at  onc«, 
his  cause  was  lost  forever,  for  out  came  an  unexpected  poop  and  blew 
all  the  flour  awavi 


77. 

"fou  play  tennis  well,"  said  the  fair  young  maiden  to  the  city 
slicker,  whom  she  had  been  watching  in  a  match, 

"That  i  do,"  he  replied,  "considering  that  I  have  a  wooden  armi  " 
And  then,  to  her  amazement,  he  screwed  his  hand  off. 

Seeing  her  admiration,  he  invited  her  to  go  to  a  dance  with  him, 
and  they  glided  out  onto  the  flnor. 

"You  dance  divine lyi  "  she  told  him. 

"That  I  do,"  he  replied,  "considering  that  I  have  a  wooden  leg." 
And,  again  to  her  amazement,  he  screwed  his  foot  off. 

Later  in  the  evening,  he  took  her  up  to  his  apartment.  And  there, 
even  to  her  greater  amazement,  he  proved  that  he  also  had  a  wooden  head* 


1  I  oi  £dna  M.  Larson,  Salt  Lake  City,  1952, 

2*  Bill  And-rson,  Moscow,  Idaho,  1926,  from  "University  Club." 


A  young  married  woman ,  •  s  o  far  unable  to  have  a  oaby , 
want  to  her  doctor  for  remedy*  And  his  wise  advice  was  aa 
follows :  ‘'Oust  before  your  husband  gets  home  from  work, 
take  all  your  clothes  off,  lie  on  the  bod  naked,  and  exer¬ 
cise  by  raising  your  logs  till  your  foot  touch  the  head¬ 
board  and  than  letting  them  down  slowly." 

Late  that  afternoon,  she  started  putting  his  advice 
into  practice,  but,  just  as  she  heard  Uohn  at  the  door,  her 
feet  got  caught  between  the  rungs  in  the  headboard,  and  she 
could  not  get  them  looso. 

Ulhen  3ohn  walked  into  the  room,  he  took  a  good  look  at 
what  he  thought  he  saw,  and  remarked  irritably:  "filary,  for 
God's  sake,  put  your  teeth  in  and  powder  your  cheeks!  You 
are  getting  to  look  more  like  your  mother  every  day!" 

79. 

Eleanor  Roosevelt  was  once  having  a  health  problem  and 
therefore  paid  a  visit  to  her  family  physician. 

"Doctor,"  she  complained,  "I  can't  tell  whether  I'm 
going  or  coming.  Can  you  help  me?" 

The  doctor  told  her  to  take  off  all  her  clothes,  get. 
down  on  her  hands  and  knees,  and  crawl  around  on  the  floor. 

"how  go  forward!"  he  commanded.  And  she  did.  Then  he 
said,  "Mow  go  backward!"  And  again  she  did  as  directed. 

Then  the  doctor  threw  up  his  hands  in  despair  and  de¬ 
clared:  '"I  can't  tell  whether  you're  going  or  corning  either 


00. 

The  Chamber  of  Commerce  was  giving  a  big  party  in  hon¬ 
or  of  the  City' a  most  amazing  business  success.  Hers  was  a 
man  who  truly  had  risen  from  rags  to  riches. 

Finally,  in  the  midst  of  the  banquet,  they  asked  their 
admired  and  envied  guest  to  rise  and  tell  them  the  secret 
of  his  success, 

":UJell,"  he  said,  "I  was  a  bum  and  dead  broke.  One  day 
I  found  a  dime  on  the  street,  picked  it  up,  and  bought  two 
pairs  of  shoelaces  with  it.  These  I  sold  for  a  dime  each, 
and,  with  the  money,  bought  four  pairs  of  shoelaces.  Again 
I  sold  them  for  a  dime  each,  and  with  my  money  bought  eight 
pairs  of  shoelaces.  And  I  just  kept  on  doing  that," 

In  amazement,  one  of  the  guests  asked,  "And  that  is  ho 
you  built  up  your  fortuno?" 

"Oh,  no!"  the  tycoon  answered.  "That  went  on  for  sev¬ 
eral  years,  .  Then,  all  of  a  sudden,  my  sistar,  Gertie,  who 
was  a  whore  in  Denver,  died  and  left  me  all  her  money!"5 


VULGAR  STANZAS  LMRNiSD  FROM  GKADfS  SCHOOL  CHILDREN 
(By  Kenneth  Larson) 


1.  Mama,  Mama,  what  is  that. 

Sticks  out  on  papa  like  a  baseball 
batf 

Shut  your  mouth,  you  dirty  brat/ 
That's  -what  keeps  your  Mamma  fat/ 

2.  Mrs.  T/oodin  made  a  pudding 

un  a  Sunday  day; 

Mr.  Martin  came  a-fartm 1 , 

Blew  it  all  away/ 

3.  A  monkey  and  a  oabboon 

Were  sitting  on  the  grass; 

The  monkey  stuck  his  finger 
{Jp  the  Babboon's  ass; 

The  babboon  said, 

*God  damn  your  soul/ 

Keep  your  dirty  finger 
Out  of  my  ass  hole / * 

4.  There  was  a  little  bird. 

And  he  shit  a  little  tird. 

And  he  flew  over  into  the  garden; 
And  he  stretched  his  little  nock. 

And  he  shit  about  a  peck. 

And  then  flow  across  the  River 
Jordan/ 

5.  The  he-cat  sat  on  a  high  board 

fence; 

The  stu-cat  sat  on  the  ground; 

The  tom  made  a  pass 
At  the  pussy-cat's  ass. 

And  the  world  went  around  and 
around/ 

6.  Charlie,  barley,  buckwheat  straw. 
Twenty  pinches  is  the  law* 
pinch  me  now,  pinoh  me  then. 

Pinch  me  wh^n  i  fart  again. 

Upshag,  downs hag,  kick.  Cuff,  or  box. 
Long-eye  pull,  or  pinches,  or  taps? 

7.  Father  went  a-hunting 

To  shoot  himself  a  boar; 

He  shot  him  in  the  ass  hole. 

And  never  touched  a  hare/ 

8.  i’ve  got  the  shankers 

And  the  blueballs,  too/ 

The  shankers  don’t  hurt. 

But  the  blueballs  do/ 

9*  I’ve  got  a  girl  in  Indiana; 

Sne  can  handle  my  big  banana; 

She  can  whistle,  she  can  dance. 

She's  got  whiskers  in  her  pants/ 


10«  Ihen  a  men  grows  old, 

«  His  pecker  guts  cold. 

And  tho  end  of  his  peoker  turns 
blue; 

Tfhon  he  tries  to  diddle. 

It  bends  m  tfto  middle/ 

Did  it  ever  happen  to  you? 

11.  There  was  an  old  woman  from  France 
Hho  boarded  a  train  by  chance; 

The  engineer  fucked  her. 

And  so  did  the  conductor. 

And  the  brakeman  packed  off  in  her 
pants / 

12.  Tho  re  was  a  young  man  from  Chinee 
Mio  went  in  an  alley  to  pee. 

’Mine  golly,  mine  sissy.' 

My  cock  it  no  pissyZ 
I  thinka  so  maybe  elapse itt 

13.  There  was  an  old  woman  from 

Wheeling 

Tho  had  a  most  wonderful  feeling; 
She  lay  on  her  back 
And  tickled  hex-  crack,. 

And  pissed  all  over  the  ceiling! 

14.  Poor  old  Robinson  Cruesoe/ 

He  had  no  woman  to  screw,  so 

He  sat  on  a  rock 

And  played  with  his  cook. 

And  shot  it  all  over  the  seashore/ 

15.  There  was  a  young  man  from  Easton 
Who  bought  for  himself  an  Austen; 

There  was  room  for  his  ass 
And  a  gallon  of  gas. 

But  his  bolls  hung  out,  and  he 
lost  'em/ 

IS.  There  was  a  young  man  from  St. 
Claire 

Who  screwed  his  wife  on  a  chair; 

On  the  forty-ninth  stroke 
The  furniture  oroke. 

And  his  gun  went  off  in  the  air / 

17.  Here's  to  the  girl  of  South  Bend, 
F*ho  always  used  a  fountain  p«ni 
One  day  the  cork  went  wild, 

How  she's  nursing  a  negro  child/ 

18.  Ham  and  eggs  between  your  legs, 

A  little  bit  of  feravy; 

Your  machine  and  my  machine 
Can  make  a  little  baby/ 
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1  19.  S  oraa  oome  here  to  sit  and  think, 

5  And  soma  come  here  to  shit  and  stink. 
But  X  coma  here  to  play  with  my  dinkJ 

20.  If  you  shit  while  you’re  eating. 

The  Devil  you’re  feeding.' 

*  If  you  piss  on  your  dink, 

You  give  him  a  drink.' 

21.  I  wish  I  had  a  load  of  bricks 

To  build  my  chimney  higher. 

To  keep  the  girls  around  the  town 
From  pissing  in  my  fire! 

22.  Mama,  Mama,  what  is  that. 

Sticks  out  on  papa  like  a  baseball 
bat? 

Shut  your  mouth,  you  dirty  brat.' 
That's  what  keeps  your  Mamma  fat! 

23.  Oh,  won’t  you  come  over  to  my  shit- 

house? 

It's  nice  and  shady  there J 
The  wind  blows  up  around  your  ass 
And  tickles  your  curly  hair.* 

24.  When  I  was  young  and  in  my  prime, 

I  used  to  jaok  off  all  the  time! 

But  now  I'm  old  I've  got  more  sense* 
I  use  a  knothole  in  the  fence i 

25.  The  country  girl  is  the  girl  for  me! 

You  can  lay  her  on  the  grass. 

Lift  up  her  lily-white  petticoats. 
And  tickle  her  on  the  ass! 

26.  Sally  went  down  a  new-cut  road. 

And  I  went  down  behind  her; 

She  stooped  over  to  tie  her  shoe. 

And  then  I  saw  her  hinder! 

‘27.  Old  Balaky  Karaky  had  but  one  stone; 
The  hair  on  his  wss  was  a  strawberry 
roan! 

Old  Balaky,  the  butcher,  had  but  one 
nnt't 

He  fucked  his  grandmother  and  had  to 
be  cut! 

He  went  away  and  came  back  in  the 
fall. 

Married  to  a  woman  with  no  pussy  at 
all! 

28.  By  the  bar,  by  the  bar, 

■Share  I  smoked  my  first  cigar. 

And  the  dollars  in  my  pockets 
rolled  away. 

It  was  there  that  by  chance 
I  slipped  it  in  her  pants. 

And  now  she’s  in  a  family  way! 


I  wouldn't  marry  old  doe’s  girl. 

And  I’ll  tell  you  the  reason 
why* 

She  blows  her  nose  in  the  corn- 
bread  dough 

And  calls  it  a  custard  pie.’ 

30.  May  the  bleeding  piles  torment  you. 

And  corns  adorn  your  feet. 

And  the  itching  crabs  by  millions 
Crawl  out  on  your  bolls  and  eat! 

And  when  you  are  old 

And  a  syphilitic  wreck. 

May  you  fall  through  your  ass  hole 
And  br«ak  your  fucking  neoki 

31.  I  asked  a  little  nigger 
To  let  me  frig  her; 

But  she  said,  "Sait 

Till  the  hole  grows  bigger. n 
I  waited  till  the  hole  got  bigger. 

And  in  about  nine  months 
She  had  a  little  nigger. 

32.  I  fucked  her  in  my  dreams; 

I  listened  to  her  screams; 

Sshen  I  awoke. 

The  bed  was  soaked. 

For  I  had  fucked  her  in  my  dreams! 

33.  There  was  a  woman  from  Connecticut 
Vsho  was  good  looking  from  face  to 

butt; 

She  was  a  shit-house  poet. 

Had  brains  and  yet  didn't  know  it! 

34.  Listen,  listen! 

The  cat's  a-pissm’.' 

Ihere,  where? 
ffnder  the  chair! 

Run,  run. 

And  get  your  gun! 

Never  mind, 
it's  all  done! 

35.  A  woman  from  Sleepy  Hollow 

Got  all  of  the  men-folks  to  follow; 
Pney  played  with  her  crack. 

But  she  took  all  their  jack. 

And  gave  the  blue balls  to  them  all-o! 

36.  A  little  old  man  from  St.  Chester 
Decided  to  tackle  his  sister. 

But  all  that  he  paoked 
Wa.s  a  wrinkled  old  sack. 

And  all  that  she  had  was  a  blister! 

37.  There  once  was  a  goon  from  Sheepshit 
Yiho  proved  to  be  only  a  half-wits 

Hiw  girl-friend  he  bumped. 

And,  seeing  her  cunt, 

’My  God,1*  he  cried,  nI  *ve  cracked  it  I?" 


58.  Half -past  0x10* 

The  fun  is  Just  begun! 

Half -past  twos 

They  think  they're  going  to  screw.* 
Half -past  three : 

He  Just  went  out  to  pee.* 

Half-past  four* 

Theyfre  doing  it  some  morei 
Half-past  five* 

Ihe  kid  is  now  alive* 

Half -past  six* 

She’s  taking  all  his  prick! 
Balf-past  seven* 

She  thinks  she  is  in  heaven! 

Half -past  eight* 

..  The  doctor’s  at  the  gate. 

Half-past  nine  * 

Again  they're  going  fine. 

Half -past  ten* 

They're  doing  it  again.* 

Half -past  elevens 

Bley  wish  they  *d  quit  at  seven! 

Half -past  twelve* 

They're  tireder  than  hell! 

39.  The  dog's  delight  is  to  bark  and 

bite. 

The  little  Bird's  to  sing; 

But  the  only  thing  a  fly  can  do 
Is  shit  on  everything! 

He  flies  about  from  place  to  place 
And  never  rests  a  bit. 

Unless  it  is  a  moment  when 
He  stops  to  take  a  shit! 

In  every  corner  that  you  look 
You'll  find  the  little  fly; 

Iha  only  thing  that  he  can  do 

Is  shit,  and  shit,  and  shit  and 
shit,  and  shit  until  he  dies! 

40.  When  I  was  in  Chicago, 

I  worked  in  a  department  store; 

I  worked  in  a  hosiery  department— 
I  did,  but  I  don’t  any  more! 

A  lady  came  asking  for  garters; 

I  asked  her  what  kind  she  wore; 
She  pulled  >*p  her  dross  and  said, 
"Eubber!  ** 

I  did,  but  1  don't  any  more! 

41.  There  was  a  young  man  from  Nan- 

tuekett 

Vlho  soaked  his  sore  cook  in  a 
bucket, 

never,  no  more. 

Will  X  fuck  a  whore! 

I'd  rather  have  somebody  suck  it!** 


42.  There  was  an  old  woman  who  livud  by 

a  creek; 

She  watched  the  little  boys  play 
with  their— 

Marbles  and  toys  in  tne  springtime 
of  yore; 

Along  came  a  lady  who  looked  liko  a— 
Decent  young  lady;  she  lay  on  the 
grass. 

And  whan  she  turned  over  you  could 
See  her — 

Shoes  and  stockings  —  they  fit  like 
a  duck; 

She  said  she  wus  learning  a  new  way 
to— 

Sew  and  knit;  the  boys  in  the  barn¬ 
yard  are  picking  up— 

The  contents  of  the  barnyard; 

And  if  this  isn’t  poetry,  it’s 
horse  shit,  by  God! 

43.  Ask  your  mother  for  a  bar  of  soap 
To  watch  the  monkey  climb  the  rope; 
Ask  your  mother  for  fifty  cents; 

He  climbed  so  fast  ho  skinned  his— 
Ask  to  watch  the  elephant  Jump  the 
fence ; 

He  Jumped  so  high  he  split  the  sky 
And  didn’t  cone  back  till  the 
Fourth  of  July! 

Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen  that  can't 
swim. 

Please  climb  onto  the  high  seats. 

For  the  elephant  is  going  to — 
Peanuts,  fifteen  cents  a  sack! 

44.  Cnarley,  barley,  butter  and  eggs. 
Kissed  the  girls  between  the  legs! 
And  when  the  girls  went  out  to  pea, 
Charley,  barley,  followed  to  see! 

And  when  the  girls  began  to  cry; 
Charley,  barley,  rock -and -rye t 

45.  My  name  is  John  Taylor, 

My  cock  is  a  whaler. 

My  bolls  weigh  forty -five  pounds; 
I’ll  oatoh  Mrs.  Hammer 
And  fuck  her,  God  damn  her. 

And  pin  her  old  ass  to  the 
ground! 

46.  Oh,  (Jerry),  oh,  (Jerry), 

Come  over  here  quick. 

To  watch  the  bold  irishman 
Handle  has  prick! 

As  long  as  your  arm  and 
As  big  as  your  wrist. 

With  a  knob  on  the  end 
As  big  as  your  fist! 


VULGARISMS  IK  WESTERN  SPEECH 


1.  He  was  made  with  a  piss  hard-on,'  (Ha's  not  up  to  much.) 

2.  Ho *s  farting  himself  a  shit! 

3.  He's  shitting  himself  a  rest.*  (He's  killing  time  in  the  toilet.) 

4.  He's  ugly  enough  to  scare  a  bear  away  from  a  gut-wa)gon! 

5.  I ‘11  bet  you  $5  against  a  dog-tird  —  if  you  11  hold  the  stakes  in 

your  mouth ! 

6.  He  doesn't  know  his  ass  .from  a  hole  in  the  ground!  (He'S  dumb.) 

7.  He's  greener  than  sour  owl  shit;  (He‘s  ignorant.) 

8.  He's  too  dumb  to  pour  sand  in  a  rat-hole . 

9.  You  look  like  a  sore  ass  in  fly-time;  (All  covered  with  pimples.) 

10.  lou  look  like  something  the  dog  dragged  in.  (Very  wretched.) 

11.  You  look  like  you'd  been  pulled  through  a  knot-hole!  (Knocked  out.) 

12.  You  look  like  a  pimnle  on  a  sick  hen's  ass.1  (An  insult!  ) 

13.  He  looks  like  he  ;d  been  slept  with  and  got  tangled  up  in  the  hair! 

14.  She  thinks  her  ass  is  a  gold-mine  and  all  the  men  want  to  go 

prospecting.’ 

15.  They  think  the  sun  rises  and  sets  in  his  ass-hole.3  (Their  son.) 

16.  He's  so  tight  he  farts  on  a  flat  rock  to  save  the  grease.' 

17.  She's  so  dirty  she  spits  in  the  frying-pan.* 

18.  He's  lower  than  a  snake's  ass  in  a  wheel-track.*  (Just  low-downi) 

19.  She's  got  an  ass  like  a  country  shit-house i  (Wide  and  exciting.) 

20.  Bie  snow  is  up  to  the  ass  of  a  tall  Indian.'  (Very  deep. ) 

21.  He's  so  tight  that  every  time  he  winks  his  ass  flies  open! 

22.  Fuck  my  shit  and  be  a  brother-in-law  to  my  ass  hole.1  (A  go-to-helli) 

23.  Go  stick  your  head  in  the  toilet  —  and  flush  it; 

24.  He*s  so  short  his  ass  drags  his  tracks  out  —  and  when  he  farts,  it. 

blows  dust  in  his  eyes J 

25.  He's  so  God  damned  ugly  he'd  stop  a  clock.'  (Or  curdle  milk!! ) 

26.  He's  as  crooked  as  a  boar's  pecker! 

27.  He's  grinning  like  a  skunk  eating  shit.*  (Very  self-satisfied!) 

28.  I>m  hungry  enough  to  eat  the  ass  out  of  a  skunk!  (Famished.) 

29.  She's  so  nice  that  shit  wouldn't  melt  in  her  mouth! 

30.  Be  careful,  there,  or  you'll  strain  your  cream!  (injure  yourself  by 

lifting  too  hard  on  a  load.) 

31.  He's  busier  than  a  cat  (covering  shit)  on  a  tin  roof* 

32.  Kiss  what  I  can't  reach!  (My  ass.) 

33.  She's  so  nico  she  thinks  her  shit  doesn't  stink! 

54.  He's  shot  his  wad!  (Literally*  jissem.  Figuratively:  trump  card.) 

35.  Go  and  roll  your  marbles!  (Go  about  your  own  business. ) 

36.  You  look  like  a  shit-house  in  the  fog!  (Pale,  sickly!) 

37.  You  look  as  slick  as  a  mule's  dick!  (Very  aaazsy  or  stylish.) 

38.  You  look  like  a  wind -row  of  ass-holes!  (in  bad  condition.) 

39.  He  thinks  his  cock  is  the  handle  that  moves  the  world! 

40.  Spat  my  as's  and  pour  it  in  butter! 

41.  It’s  cold  enough  to  freeze  the  bolls  off  of  a  brass  monkey! 

42.  He’s  full  of  piss  and  vinegar!  (Feeling  his  oats.) 

43.  Full  of  wind  and  piss  like  a  barber's  cat! 

44.  He's  having  a  shit  hemmorhage!  (Excited,  blowing  his  top.) 

45.  Scattered  like  a  mad  woman's  shit! 

46.  He's  swimming  the  Red  Fiver!  (Screwing  a  woman  with  monthleys.) 

47.  Like  a  shower  of  shit! 

48.  He's  not  smart  enough  to  pour  shit  out  of  a  tin  horn! 

49.  He's  shivering  like  a  dog  shitting  tacks! 

50.  If  the  dog  hadn't  stopped  to  shit,  he'd  have  caught  the  rabbit! 
bl.  Either  shit  or  get  off  the  pot! 

52.  He's  shit  his  own  bed,  and  now  he's  f,ot  to  sleep  in  it! 

53.  He's  got  a.  shit  pot  full  of  money!  (He's  very  ridh!) 

54.  He's  pissed  off!  (He's  very  angry!) 

5b.  Keep  vpur  shit-hooks  off!  (Let  my  stuff  alone.) 

56,  Blow  it  out  your  ass!  (A  scurvy  on  what  you  say.) 


RIDDLES,  CHOICES,  ETC. 

1.  Which  vrould  you  rather  do*  swim  a  river  of  snot,  or  eat  a  bucket  of 
scabs? 

2.  float  are  the  three  most  important  parts  of  a  stove?  Lifter,  leg, 
and  poker.* 

3.  hhat' are  the  three  most  important  articles  of  women's  clothing? 
Slipper,'  pants,  and  jumper* 

4.  TOiat's  the  difference  between  a  carpenter’s  daughter  and  a  garden¬ 
er's  daughter?  A  gardenerri’s  daughter  sits  among  the  cabbage  and 
peas,  and  a  carpenter's  daughter  li&s  among  the  shavings  and  screws! 

b.  I  caught  two  dogs  a  f-f-f-f -fighting.’  I  caught  'em  by  the  cock- 
cock-cock-cock-collar  and  threw  them  in  a  barrel  of  sh-sh-s.h-sh- 
shavings i 

6.  Did  you  ever  see  a  gopher  go  for  a  gopher? 

7.  I  was  horse  last  night,  I  calfed  all  night,  and  I  had  a  little  colt 
this  morning J 

8.  The  sheepherder's  song:  "The  same  old  moon,  the  same  old  Ju.ne,  but 
not  the  same  old  you  (ewe)/" 

9.  Oh,  Chrysler/  It's  Willys  Knight.'  Gas  I'll  have  to  Dodge  around  a 
corner  and  Yfoippitt/ 

10.  If  finsom  Salts  and  Castor  Oil  got  married,  who  would  their  children 
be?  Lettie  Poops,  Lucy  Bowles,  and  Garrie  Tissue. 

11.  Last  night  I  dreamed  I  was  a  paper-hanger,  and  when  I  awoke  I  had  a 
handfuL,,of  ya-sbe'/ 

12.  Today  the  eagle  shits/  (Army  jargon  for  pay-day.) 

13.  They're  so  thick  they  shit  through  the  same  ass-hole/ 

14.  They're  so  thick  that  one  dose  of  physic  works  them  both.' 

15.  He  thinks,  he's  a  wit,  and  he's  half  right! 

IS.  Last  night  I  dreamed  i  could  not  get  by  a  load  of  hay  in  a  country 
road.  The  only  solution  was  to  eat  this  up.  So  I  began  eating,  and 
I  ate  up  everything  but  the  kingbolt  and  the  nuts.  And  when  I  awoke 
I  had  them  in  my  hand/ 

17.  Why  do  nuns  use  saltpeter?  Because  they  canft  get  fresh  peter/ 

18.  I  wouldn't  piss  on  her  if  her  ass  was.  on  fire! 

19.  Iho  ms  the  first  carpenter?  Eve.  She  made  Adam's  banana  stand/ 

20.  ”shy  couldn’t  the  two  prophets  sit  on  their  shirt-tails?  YJhy,  Balaam 
had  trouble  with  his  ass,  and  God  made  Elijah  ascend  to  heaven! 

21.  ISho  was  the  first  gardener?  Adam.  He  picked.  Eve's  cherry/ 

22.  'What's  that  white  stuff  on  chicken-shit?  You  say  you  don’t  know? 
TJell,  that's  chicken-shit  too/ 


Blasdell,  Alden 


Blasdell,  Verrell 


Burns,  Bobbie 


Bush,  Lester 


Cathey,  Altha 


Colton,  Ethel  L. 


Colton,  Rosooe 


Davis,  Hi  ah. 


Deschamps,  Johnnie 


Deschamps,  Hello 


A  DIRECTORY  OF  CONTRIBUTORS 

A  childhood  neighbor  of  mine  at 
St.  John,  Idaho.  Father,  Andrew 
Blasdell,  a  dobt-ridden  farmer 
with  many  children,  home  finally 
broken  by  divorce.  Alden  is  a 
fine  singer.  How  a  refrigera¬ 
tion  expert  in  California. 

My  boyhood  pal  at  St.  John  and  a 
brother  to  Alden.  How  works  in 
a  seed,  feed,  and  fertilizer 
store  at  Wallowa,  Oregon. 

A  hired  man  on  the  farm  of  John 
Blasdell,  our  nearest  neighbor, 
at;  St.  John,  for  a  year  so 
about  1918-1920. 

A  boy  from  Malad,  Idaho,  who  was 
my  roommate  at  college,  in  Poca¬ 
tello,  in  the  winter  of  1927-28. 
He  is  now  a  mining  engineer  in 
Bevada  or  Montana. 

A  fellow-worker  (and  old  girl¬ 
friend  of  mine)  on  the  Idaho 
Historical  Records  Survey,  undep 
novelist,  Vardis  Fisher,  during 
1936-39,  at  Boise  and  Pocatello* 
She  is  now  a  buyer  for  the  Navy, 
at  San  Francisco,  California. 

My  sister  (only  sibling),  now 
married  and  rearing  a  family  at 
Malad,  Idaho,  where  her  husband 
is  a  wheat-farmer. 

My  brother-in-law,  the  Malad, 
Idaho,  wheat-farmer,  and  a  hand 
at  the  Crowther  Milling  Co. 

My  father’s  boyhood  pal  at  St. 
John,  Idaho.  He  died  horribly 
during  Volstead  days  from  get¬ 
ting  drunk  on  wood-alcohol. 

Our  next  door  neighbor  at  St. 
John  and  father  of  Fhenoi  and 
Hello.  He  is  now  crippled  and 
retired  but  still  lives  on  his 
beet  and  hay  farm. 

A  St.  John  grade  school  student 
somewhat  younger  than  I.  Now 
owns  home  in  Los  Ange 1 e s ,  Cali¬ 
fornia,  where,  according  to  his 
father,  he  has  become  a  big 
Yheel  in  the  construction  busi¬ 
ness. 
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Deschamps,  Phenoi  A  brother  older  than  Nello  but  5,11,14,19,25,31 

younger  than  I.  He,  too,  atten¬ 
ded  the  little  country  school  in 
St.  John,  near  Malad,  Idaho.  He 
new  lives  in  Los  Angeles. 

Edwards,  Benjamin  One  of  my  students  at  McCammon,  8,31 

Idaho,  where  I  taught  high 
school  English  during  1930-33. 

He  was  a  son  of  "Walt  Edwards, 
who  owned  The  Big  Store. 

Fisher,  Vernon  Son  of  V.E.  Fisher,  of  Idaho 

Falls,  Idaho,  who  psychoana¬ 
lyzed  me  sporadically  during 
1937-40,  at  Boise  and  Salt  Lake 
City.  Vernon  is  now  in  the  East 
learning  to  be  an  analyst  him¬ 
self.  Vardis  Fisher,  the  novel¬ 
ist,  is  his  uncle. 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu-  13,20 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho,  during 
1930-33.  His  father  was  proba¬ 
bly  a  whe at -farmer. 

Son  of  Frank  Grant,  near  neigh-  2,22 
bor  of  my  ex-father-in-law, 

A.G.  Varnes,  at  Eden,  Idaho, 
where  both  were  be an- farmers. 

Bobbie  is  now  farming  there  and 
rearing  a  family. 

Grant,  Mrs.  Frank  The  Grants  moved  to  Eden,  Idaho,  9 

about  1908,  at  the  time  Minido¬ 
ka  Dam  opened  "Magic  Valley”  to 
settlement.  They  came  from  St. 

Louis,  Mo.,  where  Mrs.  Grant 
learned  her  songs.  They  still 
farm  at  Eden,  Idaho. 

Hale,  Murray  Another  of  my  high  school  stu-  28,30 

dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho.  His 
father  was  a  railroad  man. 

Hansen,  Aba  Stephen  A  sheepherder  with  whom  my  father  26 

worked  one  season  about  1900  in 
Pocatello  Valley,  Idaho,  just 
southwest  of  Malad.  He  played 
the  banjo  and  sang  ballads. 

Harkness,  Jack  Another  of  my  high  school  stu-  11,17 

dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho.  A 
former  Ford  assembly-line  wor¬ 
ker  in  California.  His  father, 

O.H.  Harkness,  was  a  mill  owner 
at  McCammon  and  former  owner  of 
extensive  early-day  toll  roads 
in  Southeastern  Idaho. 


Goodnough,  George 


G 

Grant,  Bobby 


7 

3/44  b/45  24/50 
31/51  32/52  37/53 
38/54 


Heward,  Basil 

A  second  cousin  of  mine  on  my 
mother's  side.  He  often-%isit;ed 
us  at  St.  John  when  I  was  a r 
ohild.  Now  a  section  foreman  at 
Menaii,  Idaho,  north  of  Idaho 

Falls. 

42/43 

Howard,  Leigh 

Brother  to  Basil,  killed  in  a 
run-away,  in  1916,  while  haying 
on  his  father’s  ranch,  in  a  can¬ 
yon  north  of  Malad. 

14 

Hill,  Wallace 

My  pal  during  upper  grade  school 
and  high  school  days  at  St.  John 
and  Malad.  His  father  ms  ihen 
a  sugar-beet  farmer.  They  now 
live  in  Boise,  Idaho,  where  Wal¬ 
lace  is  a  barber. 

20,21,23/42  42/43 

House,  Hoy 

A  cousin  of  Verrell  Blasdell  who 
lived  with  him  a  winter  or  two 
and  went  to  school  in  St.  John. 

He  was  drowned  about  1930  when  a 
canoe  capcised  with  his  fishing 
party  on  a  reservoir  in  Utah. 

33 

Ilium,  Carl 

Another  of  my  father’s  boyhood 
pals  in  St.  John.  Later,  he 
was  a  wheat-farmer  there,  and 
was  the  community  wit.  He  lost 
his  farm,  however,  moved  to  Og¬ 
den,  Utah,  and  finally  died  there 
a  few  years  ago,  completeljr  blind. 

4 

Inf anger ,  Ben 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCanraon,  Idaho.  His 
father  was  probably  a  wheat-far¬ 
mer  there. 

18,19,35 

Jolley,  Virgil 

Still  another  of  my  high  school 
students  at  McCammon.  His  fath¬ 
er  ran  a  small  garage.  Later, 
they  moved  to  Blackfoot,  Idaho, 
where  they  axe  probably  still  in 
the  garage  business. 

15 

Jones,  Hexmie 

Both  he  and  his  father,  the  lat¬ 
ter  now  dead,  were  diversified 
farmers  in  Malad  Valley.  The 
incident  of  the  joke  actually 
happened  to  Hennie  about  1910, 
when  he  was  a  small  boy  going  to 
the  pasture  after  the  cowsi 

73/64 

Josephs on,  Al 

Originally  from  Holbrook  and  TO/SZ 

Snowville,  Josephson,  known  as  a 
great  wit,  finally  settled  in 

Malad,  where  for  many  years  he 
was  Sheriff  of  Oneida  County.  He 
shot  himself  a  few  years  ago  in  a 
fit  of  despondency  due  to  his  hav- 
•  ing  become  an  incurable  invalid* 

He  was  a  fearless  sheriff  and  ran 
down  many  criminals. 

Larson,  Edna  M. 


Larson,  Leff 


Larson,  Mrs,  Leff 


Lish,  Terrell 


Madsen,  Leonard 


Martin,  Larry 


Monson,  Reuelie 


Falfreyman,  Dick 


My  wife  who,  in  Salt  Lake  City, 
operates  her  own  millinery*  We 
were  married  here  in  1940,  but 
afterwards  lived  in  Berkeley, 
California;  Eugene  and  Portland, 
Oregon;  Washington,  D.C.;  and 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  before  even¬ 
tually  settling  in  Salt  Lake 
City  permanently,  in  1959. 

My  father,  a  native  of  St.  John, 
Idaho,  and  a  farmer  there  all 
.his  life.  He  still  runs  his  own 
farms  there  at  73.  I  think  of 
him  al*va.ys  as  a  typical  pioneer 
jokester . and  yarn-spinner. 

I  remember  my  mother,  who  is 
still  living,  reciting  this  lit¬ 
tle  poem  when  I  was  a  small 
child.  Her  father,  Steve  Talbot, 
came  to  Kaysville,  Utah,  from 
South  Africa,  in  1861. 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho,  during 
1930-33.  I  think  he  was  an  or¬ 
phan  who  stayed  with  his  grand¬ 
mother. 

A  boy  from  Malad,  Idaho,  who  was 
my  room-mate  at  college,  in  Poca¬ 
tello,  in  the  fall  of  1927.  Be¬ 
ing  an  infantile  paralysis  crip¬ 
ple,  powerful  in  the  arms,  he 
was  so  sadistically  cruel  that  he 
finally  forced  me  to  move  out. 

He  is  now  a  book-keeper  at  the 
fiheel  Inn  north  of  Malad. 

A  young,  ambitions  bean-farmer 
at  Eden,  Idaho,  from  about  1930 
till  I  left  there  in  1936.  He 
was  very  wild  and  had  in  his 
repertoire  an  inexhaustible 
supply  of  dirty  songs  and  jokes. 
He  came  from  Missouri,  however. 

A  rebellious  youth  of  my  early 
days  in  St.  John.  He  finally 
ran  away  from  home.  His  father, 
who  went  deaf,  finally  hanged 
himself  from  a  tree,  because  the 
mother  was  unfaithful.  The  chil¬ 
dren  nearly  broke  the  old  man. 

Another  of  my  high  school  stu¬ 
dents  at  McCammon,  Idaho,  during 
1930-33.  He  is  now  a  salesman 
for  Raleigh  products  at  Pocatel¬ 
lo,  Idaho. 


?/45  13/47  68/60 
61,62/61 


26,27 

6,10/41  45/43 
6/45  19,21/49 
33,34/62  63/61 
71,74/64 


46/4# 


21,37 


12 

30/42 


1,8,12,13,18,24,29,39 
35,36,37/42 
8/45  10/46  22,23/49 
27,28/50  42/55  46/ 66 
60/57  54/59  65/62 


7/41  34/42 


3,5,6,30 


Peters on,  Ivan  A  sadistic  and  ruffianly  student  1 

at  the  St.  John  School,  somewhat 
older  than  I,  given  to  torturing 
"birds  and  animals.  Always  play¬ 
ing  truant.  Very  prnud  of  his 
summer  exploits  as  a  sheepherder. 

His  family  moved  to  New  Meadows, 

Idaho,  about  1926,  having  lost 
their  dry-farm  in  Malad  Valley, 

Peterson,  Vernon  About  my  age,  though  below  me  in  23 

class  standing,  at  the  St.  John 
School,  he  was  one  of  my  pals. 

Obviously,  he  was  a  brother  to 
Ivan.  He  is  now  married  and  liv¬ 
ing  at  New  Meadows,  Idaho, 

Rothstein,  Harold  A  Jewish  lad,  son  of  a  prominent  IS 

life  insurance  man  in  New  York 
City,  he  ms  stationed  at  the 
Army  Air  Field,  Fort  Tforth,  Texas, 
while  I  was  there  in  1945.  He 
was  bucking  for  a  discharge  as  a 
psyehoneurotio.  I  remember  him, 
in  the  classification  office,  for 
his  constant  singing  of  "Senti¬ 
mental  Journey"  and  "O'Reilly's 
.  Daughter. ” 

Sorenson,  Hye  My  uncle,  husband  of  my  mother's  17/48 

sister,  whom  we  visited  at  Leam¬ 
ington,  Utah,  where  he  was  a 
farmer,  in  the  fall  of  1917.  I 
learned  the  joke  at  that  time. 

Smith,  Percy  The  hired  man  of  my  father- in- 

law,  A.Cr.  Varnes,  at  Eden,  Idaho,  29,30/50  66/52 
about  1930-32.  I  imagine  he  is  * 

.  still-in  the  Twin  Falls  area.  I 
have  not  been  there,  myself, 
since  1936, 

Smith,  Tisanie  Another  pal  of  mine  at  the  St.  40 

John  School.  His  father  must  12/41  33/42  38/43 

have  been  a  farmer,  but  died 
early.  Timrnie  became  an  insur¬ 
ance  mail  at  Idaho  Falls  but  later 
moved  to  California,  His  brother, 
however,  is  now  a  bartender  at 
Malad,  "Idaho, 

Talbot,  Andie  My  uncle,  the  half-brother  of  my  2,3.4/41 

mother,  he  is  now  a  wealthy  diver-  56/53 
sified  farmer  at  St.  John,  Idaho. 

I  remember  from  ohildhood  his 
poems  and  jokes. 

Talbot,  Miriam  My  aunt,  the  wife  of  Andie  Tal-  l/41 

bot,  noteworthy  as  a  pianist. 

She  has  reared  a  large  family. 

Her  father,  Hyrum  Monson,  once  an 
Idaho  representative,  died  of 
epilepsy. 


Thomas,  David  S. 


Toponce,  Rufus 


Varnes,  Garrie  B* 


My  uncle,  the  husband  of  Martina  5?/59 

Larson,  my  father's  sister.  He 

was  a  droll  pioneer  character  of 

Malad  Valley,  very  popular  at 

country  dances  and  programs.  I 

have  heard  of  his  eating  boiled 

eggs  shell  and  all  just  as  a  jokei 


A  hired  man  on  the  farm  of  Andrew 
and  John  Blasdell,  neighbors  of 
ours,  at  St.  John,  Idaho.  He  was 
the  one  who  gave  me  my  sex  educa¬ 
tion,  very  perverted,  when  1  was 
a  boy  in  my  early  teens.*  His 
brother  owned  half  interest  in 
the  Jones  &  Toponce  Hardware , 
Malad,  Idaho.  Rufus  had  the  rep¬ 
utation  of  being  nasty  with  women 
but  a  %orking  fool.’  **  He  is  now 
located  at  Ogden,  Utah,  where  he 
owns  half  interest  in  Fuller  & 
Toponce  Transfer  Company,  a  truck¬ 
ing  and  freighting  outfit.  So, 
though  we  thought  he  had  no  brains 
ha  has  succeeded,  just  the  same, 
through  a  strong  back*  He  was  in .. 
St.  John  during  1917-19.  A  mere 
glance  at  his  references,  above, 
will  suggest  the  extent  of  his 
wide  knowledge  of  vulgar,  ballads, 
jingles,  and  jokes.  He  should 
have  been  a  collector l 


7,10,28,33,34 

3,5,8,11,13/41 

24,26,27/42 

41,45/43 

1,2,3/44  9,11/46 
12,14/47  14,16,18/48 
2o/49  25/50  35/52 
39,40/54  41,43/55 
44,45/56  47,48,49/57 
51,52,53/58  55,56/59 
69 ,60/ 60  64/61  67/62 
68,69/63  72/64 


) 


My  ex-mother-in-law,  wife  of  A.G.  18/41 
Varnes,  with  whom  I  lived  much 
of  my  time,  at  Ji'den,  Idaho,  dur¬ 
ing  the  .years  1928-36.  I  think 
she  died  about  1938.  She  was 
from  Peoria,  Illinois,  where  she 
learned  the  vulgar  rhyme  as  a 
young  girl. 


a  Guide  to  vulgar  ballads 


All  the  Beasts 
Alphabet  of  Life 

Barnacle  Bill 
Bombay 

Bonnie  Brown  Hare 
Buckaroo 

Bys-Bye,  Boyfriend 

Columbo 
Cousin  Nellie 

Damned  Little  Runt 
Daniel  Lion*s  Den 
Denver  Home 
Dickey  and  Murphy 
Down  Lehi  Valley 

Hi  Reo  Dandy  OJ 

Inch  Above  Knee 
Indian  Maid 

Jailer* s  Song 
Johnnie 
John  Taylor 
Jolly  Shepherd 
Just  Couldn*t 

Keyhole  in  Door 

Little  Ball  Yarn 
Little  Marine 
Littje  Tinker 
Lulu 

Mary  Jane 
Never 

Old  Apple  Tree 
Old  Aunt  Sallie 
Old  MaoLelland 
One-Eyed  Riley 

Pain  and  Sorrow 
Pretty  Fair  Maid 

Ring  Dang  Doo 
Koseberry 

Sally  in  Garden 
Sheepharder 
Stovepipe  Episode 

Tumble  Lynn 
Two  Tomcats 


33 

. 

St.  John,  1918? 

39 

Eden,  1932 

6 

McCammon,  1933 

32 

Pocatello,  1928 

22 

Sdeii;'  1932 

20 

McCammon,  1933 

2 

St.  John,  1932 

8 

Eden,  1932 

11 

A. 

McCammon,  1933 

12 

A. 

Pocatello,  1937 

36 

A. 

Pocatello,  1928 

21 

Malad,  1919? 

2 

McCammon,  1933 

17 

A. 

McCammon,  1933 

18 

A. 

Eden,  1932 

30 

A. 

Eden,  1932 

31 

McCammon,  1933 

5 

McCammon,  1933 

23 

St.  John,  1921 

3 

McCammon,  1933 

26 

Malad,  1900? 

25 

St.  John,  1933 

29 

Eden,  1932 

28 

McCammon,  1933 

7 

St.  John,  1919? 

5 

St.  John,  1938 

10 

St.  John,  1919 

40 

St.  John,  1916? 

34 

St.  John,  1919? 

1 

Eden,  1932 

14 

St.  John,  1915? 

24 

Eden,  1932 

15 

A. 

Pocatello,  1928 

3 

St.  John,'  1932 

35 

McCammon,  1933 

13 

A. 

Eden,  1932 

27 

St.  John,  1900? 

4 

St.  John,  1900? 

1 

A. 

St.  John,  1917? 

4  Mai ad,  1932 

9  Eden,  1932 

2  St.  John,  1915? 


B.  St.  John,  1933 

B.  aden,  1932 
B.  McCammon,  1933 
McCaxnmon,  1933 

B.  Malad,  1919? 

B.  McCammon,  1933 

B.  McCammon,  1933 
St.  John,  1933 


St.  John,  1919? 
Idaho , Falls,  1946 

McCammon,  1933 


B.  MeCamraon,  1933  C 

B.  McCammon,  1933  G 

B.  Eden,  1932 

Eden,  1932 
.  McCammon,  1933 


Fort  north,  1945 


St.  John,  1932 


Tipple  Yayi 


19  A.  St.  John,  1933 


B 


A  GUIDE  TO  VULGAR  JOKES 


All  that  Money 

Ask  Mother 

74/64 

63/61 

Baby 

Berth 

Bumgut 

8/45 

34/52 

39/54 

Candle 

Chicken  in  Coop 
Cigar 

Cinders 

Coded  Message 

CoW*s  Bag 

65/61 

10/46 

4b/56 

5/45 

20/49 

70/63 

Damned  Piccolo# 
Dimpled  Chin 
Discouraged 

Drink 

Drive  Cows  Home 

33/52 

64/61 

66/62 

28/50 

53/58 

PidoJ 

Fi  shmarket 

Foreskins 

Furlough 

16/48 

46/56 

58/60 

6/45 

Gaseous  Occasion 
Gates  of  Hell 

Goatee 

Golden  Wadding 

17/48 

71/64 

38/54 

24/50 

Halfwit 

Hand  Operated 
Hard-On 

Headstone 

Heaven  Feet  First 
Holy  Man 

Hysterics 

14/47 

25/50 

61/61 

13/47 

27/bO 

29/51 

32/52 

In  My  Face 

It  Just  Quivers  1 
■It ‘11  Stretch 

3l/bl 

30/51 

55/69 

Johnnie  Fuckerfast 
Just  Like  a  Prick 

51/58 

7/45 

Last  Gentleman 
Laziest  Man 

Little  Stiff  One 

35/52 

40/54 

56/59 

Maidenhead 

Making  People 
Mathematic ian 
McClanahan  Rides 
Miscarriage 
Mistaken  Identity 

43/55 

4l/bb 

36/53 

37/53 

69/63 

49/57 

Natural  Rose 
Newfangled  Toilet 
Nuns 

4/44 

72/64 

21/49 

1920?  Leff  Larson 

1920?  Leff  Larson 

1958?  Larry  Martin 

1918  Leff  Larsonn 

1917-19  Kufus  Toponee 

1932  Larry  Martin 

1932  Larry  Martin 

1917-19  Kufus  Toponee 
1946  Vernon  Fisher 
1917-19  Kufus  Toponee 
1920?  A1  Josephs on 

1920?  Leff  Larson 

1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1932  Percy  Smith 

1932?  Larry  Marti* 

1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 

1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1932  Larry  Martin 
1952  Edna  Larson 

1920?  Leff  Larson 

1917  Hye  Sorenson 

1920?  Leff  Larson 

1946  Vernon. Fisher 
1946  Vernon  Fisher 

1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1952  Edna  Larson 

1950-  Edna  Larson 

1932  Larry  Martin 

1932?  Percy  Smith 

1946  Vernon  Fisher 

1946  Vernon  Fisher 
1932?  Percy  Smith 
1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 

1917-19  Hufus  Toponee 
1952  Edna  Larson 

1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 

1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
,1916?  Andie  Talbot 
1946  Vernon  Fisher 
1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 

1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1917-19  Rufus  Toponee 
1920?  Leff  Larson 


St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Eden,  Idaho 
St,  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Eden,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Mai ad,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
Salt  Lake  City 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Leamington,  Utah 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Salt  Lake  City 
Salt  Lake  City 
Eden,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 

Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Salt  Lake  City 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 


Oliver  Twist 
Oughtta  Bel 

Pee  a  Little  I 
Perpetual  Hard-On 
Photographer 
Polluted  Spring 

Red  Thing 

Seventh  Relief 
Silk  Handkerchief 
Singer  Building 
So  Close! 
Soldier's  Goodbye 
Squared  Circle 
Storm 

Take  It  Away! 
There  Lies  Bli! 
Thing 

Three  Brothers 

Uncle  John 
Undertaker 

Vaccination 
V-Necked  Sweater 

Wahoo! 

Warmed-Up  Supper 
Wilted  Bouquet 

Yodeler 


59/60  1917-19 

22/49  193? 

52/58  1917-19 
42/b5  1932 

l/44  1917-19 

50/57  1932 

73/64  19107 

18/48  1917-19 

67/62  1917-19 

12/47  1917-19 

16/48  1917-19 

6  0/e0  1917-19 
57/59  19187 

26/50  1932/ 

9/46  1917-19 

68/63  1917-19 

47/57  1917-19 

44/56  1917-19 

62/61  1952 

11/46  1917-19 

19/49  19187 

23/49  1932 

48/57  1917-19 
54/59  1932 

2/44  1917-19 

3/44  1946 


Rufus  Toponoe 
Larry  Martin 

Rufus  Toponce 
Larry  Martin 
Rufus  Toponce 
Larry  Martin 

Hennie  Jones 

Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
David  S.  Thomas 
CSrrie  B.  Varna s 

Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 
Rufus  Toponce 

Edna  Larson 
Rufus  Toponce 

L»ff  Larson 
Larry  Mart in 

Rufus  Toponce 
Larry  Martin 
Rufus  Toponce 

Vernon  Fisher 


St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
SSt.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Salt  Lake  City 
St.  John,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 

St.  John,  Idaho 
Eden,  Idaho 
St.  John,  Idaho 

Idaho  Falls,  Idaho 


a  guide  to  vulgar  jingles 


Ask  Your  Mother  43/43 

Balaky  Karaky  27/42 

Bleeding  Piles  30/42 

Bold  Irishman  46/43 

Butter  and  Eggs  44/43 
By  the  Bar  28/42 

Charlie,  Barley  6/41 
Chicago  40/43 

Country  Girl  2b/42 

Dog's  Delight  39/43 

Father  A-Hunting  7/41 

Girl  in  Indiana  9/41 
Girl  of  South  Bend  17/41 
Go  oh  frm  Sheepshit  37/42 

Half  Past  One  38/43 

Ham  and  Eggs  18/41 

He -Cat  Sat  5/41 

In  My  Dreams  32/42 

John  Tayl or  4  b/4 3 

Li  sten,  Li  stan  54/ 4  2 

Little  Bird  4/41 

Little  Nigger  3l/42 

Load  of  Bricks  2l/42 

Man  from  Boston  15/41 
Man  from  Chinee  12/41 
Man  from  N&ntuckett  4l/43 
Man  from  St.  Chestr  36/42 
Man  from  St.  Claire  16/41 
Man  Grows  Old  1(/41 

Mrs.  Woodin  2/41 

Monkey  and  Babboon  3/41 


New-Cut  Road 
Old  Jo«»\*s  GirJ 
Robinson  Crusoe 
Shankers 

Shit  While  Eating 
Sit  and  Think 
Sleepy  Hollow 


46/43 

44/43 

28/42 

6/41 

40/43 

2b/42 

39/43 

7/41 

9/41 

17/41 

37/42 

38/43 

18/41 

5/41 

32/42 

4b/43 


10/41 

2/41 

3/41 


8/41 

20/42 

19/42 


What  Is  That?  l/41 

vfhen  I  Was  ioung  24/42 
Woman  by  Creek  42/43 

Woman  fm  Connecticut  33/42 
Woman  from  France  ll/41 
Woman  from  Wheeling  13/41 
Won't  You  Come  Over  23/43 


1915? 

Basil  Heward 

Mai ad,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Top once 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1927 

Leonard  Madsen 

Pocatello,  Idaho 

1915? 

Mrs.  Leff  Larson 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1915? 

Leff  Larson 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1932 

Roscoe  Colton 

Mai ad,  Idaho 

1915? 

Leff  Larson 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1932 

Roscoe  Colton 

Malad,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1932 

Johnnie  Des champs 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1912? 

Reuelie  Monson 

St.  John 

1932 

Roscoe  Colton 

Malad,  Idaho 

1939 

Altha  Cathey 

Boise,  Idaho 

1932 

Larry  Martin 

Eden,  Idaho 

1915-20 

Timmie  Smith 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1932 

Carrie  B.  Varnes 

Eden,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1939 

Altha  Cathey 

Boise,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1912? 

Re  ue  1  ie  -  Mons  on 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1919? 

Ethel  L.  Colton 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1932 

Roscoe  Colton 

Malad,  Idaho 

1919-20 

Wallace  Hill 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1938 

Toilet  Wall 

Burley,  Idaho 

19lb-20 

Timmie  Smith 

St .  J  ohn,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idgho 

1932 

Larry  Martin 

Eden,  Idaho  y 

1939 

Altha  Cathey 

Boise,  Idaho 

1915? 

Leff  Larson 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1915? 

Andie  Talbot 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1932 

Roscoe  Colton 

Malad,  Idaho 

1932 

Roscoe  Colton 

Malad,  Idaho 

1915? 

Andie  Talbot 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1919-20 

Wallace  Hill 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1915-20 

Toilet  Wall 

St.. John,  Idaho 

1932 

Larry  Martin 

Eden,  Idaho 

1932 

Miriam  Talbot 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1919-20 

Wallace  Hill 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1915-20 

Timmie  Smith 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1917-19 

Rufus  Toponce 

St.  John,  Idaho 

1919-20 

Wallace  Hill 

St.  John,  Idaho 

GLOSSARY  OF  STJLGAR  AND  RELATED  PSYCHOLOGICAL  TERMINOLOGY 

ABORTION  —  miscarriage,  untimely  birth. 

ADULTERY  fornication,  stepning  out,  marital  unfaithfulness. 

ANAL  NEUROSIS  —  1.  retentive:  constipation,  hoardifig,  collecting, 

certain  impotence  and  frigidity. 

2.  sadistic:  cruelty,  dirtying  (attacking  with 
fecal  matter),  malicious  gossip 

ANUS  (see  Buttock)  —  opening  of  alimentary  canal,  colon,  rectum;  buitg, 

pusher,  bung-hple,  ass-hole. 

BED-FAN  (see  Pot) 

BED  TifiTTKNG  (see  Ensures  is  ) 

BELLY  —  guts,  paunch,  stomach,  ’bishop,"  "corporation," 

’German  goitre." 

B3SHITTING  SELF  —  anal  neurosis,  senility,  loss  of  sphincter  don— 

trol,  regression  to  infantile  patterns,  intense 
fear  and  anxiety 

BESTIALITY  —  sexual  intercourse  between  man  and  animal* 

BIRTH  —  nativity,  parturation;  spawning,  "pappoosing, * 

popping  of  the  pod,  etc. 

BIRTH  CONTROL  (see  Contraception) 

BOLLS  (see  Testicles) 

BOY  (see  IPn)  —  boy-friend,  beaux,  fellow,  female  partner  in  homo¬ 

sexual  relations  (pederasty). 

BREAST  (see  Mamma) 

BROTHEL  —  whore  house,  bawdy  house,  red-light  district. 

BUTTOCK  (see  Anus)  --  rump,  bum,  butt,  bottom,  fanny,  hinder,  behind, 

backs i de ,  satchel 

CANNIBALISM  (see  Werewulf,  Vampire) 

CAPON  —  desexualized  male  bird. 

CASTRATE  ^  cut,  nut,  de-stone,  remove  testicles,  desexualize, 

emasculate,  make  effeminate  (psychic  castration;, 
sterilize. 

CASTRATION  COMPLEX  —  1.  female:  fantasy  of  the  lost  penis,  penis  envy, 

envy  of  masculine  prerogatives.  /' 

2.  males  fantasy  of  threat  to  sexuality,  fear' of 
envy  of  father,  voluntary  effeminacy  to  excape 
rivalry  with  father  or  penis  envy  of  mother. 

CHAMBER  (see  Pot)  —  v,  to  practice  ludeness,  to  shack  up,  to  go  under 

a  blanket. 

CHANGE  OF  LIFE  (see  Menopause) 

CIRCUMCISION  —  removal  of  the  prepuce  or  foreskin*  Jewish  purifi¬ 

cation  rite;  token  castration  to  appease  the  hos¬ 
tile  father. 

CLANDESTINE  —  stealthy,  surreptitious  actions,  usually  in  connec¬ 

tion  with  illicit  sexual  conduct. 

CLITORIS  —  the  "button, "  the  female  "penis." 

COITuS  or  COITION  (see  Copulation; 

CONDOM  —  artificial  membrane  to  prevent  conception:  merry  • 

widow,  diaphragm.,  fish-skin. 

COPULATE  —  v,  to  have  sexual  intercourse;  to  fuck;  to  frig, 

sere? r,  shag,  diddle,  grease  your  bolls,  soak  your 
pecker. 

COPULATION  —  n,  booty,  mogkan,  ass,  tail,  pussy,  nooky,  cheese¬ 

cake,  piece  of. ass  (or  tail). 

C0SD2S  (see  Venereal  Disease; 

CRIME  (see  Sin,  Vice)  a  vrrong  committed  against  society  or  the  State. 

CUNNILINGUS  (see  Perversion,  Homosexuality) 

—  v,  discharge,  excrete,  evacuate  the  bowels;  to 
shit,  stool,  take  a  crap;  to  ride  the  throne,  make 
chamber  music,  go  into  the  woods  (weeds,  bushes). 


DEFECATE 


DEFECATION 


body  waste,  product  of  an  evacuation;  feces,  shit, 
crap,  stool,  dung,  tirds,  manure,  "uckey, "  "nas- 
ty,  ”  "queedup"  (Indian  word). 

DEFLORATB  —  seduce,  ravish,  violate;  rape;  pick  her  cherry, 

crush  her  flower,  bust  her  maidenhead. 

DESHXUALIZE  (see  Castrate) 

D0USCHE  (see  Contraception) 

DYSENTERY  —  diarrhea;  summer  complaint,  running  off  at  the 

bowels;  trots,  skitters,  running-shits. 

EMASCULATION  (see  Castration) 

ENEURESIS  (see  Anal  Neurosis,  Sphinctbr  Control)  bed-wetting. 

ERECTION  —  distended  penis;  hard-on,  stiff  prick,  the  "old 

stiff,"  "bone." 

EUNUCH  —  an  emasculated  man,  one  who  has  been  castrated. 

EXCREMENT  —  sweat,  urine,  fecal  matter. 

EXCRETION  —  defecation,  urination  (which  see). 

EXHIBITIONISM  —  the  perversion  of  indecently  exposing  the  body 

or  the  sex  organs  for  sexual  gratification. 

FECES  (see  Defecation) 

FEMINIST  —  suffragette,  advocate  of  the  rights  of  women;  bat¬ 

tle  axe,  battle  wagon,  old  dragon,  man-hater;  mas¬ 
culine  woman;  woman  with  masculine  strivings*  or 
penis  envy,  or  a  castration,  complex. 

FETISHISM  —  a  perversion  involving  sexual  gratification  from 

a  symbol  or  representation,  such  as  picture,  hair, 
or  token,  of  the  normal  love-object,  rather  than 
from  the  love-object  itself;  a  displacement  of 
affect. 

FETUS  —  unborn  young. 

FLAGELLATION  —  whipping,  scourging,  punishing;  psychologically, 

the  punishing  of  the  sex  object,  or  the  self,  to 
reduce  the  tensions  of  guilt  feelings,;  one  type 
of  sadistic  behavior,  or  masbchistic. 

FLATuS  or  FLATULENCE  -  windiness,  gas  on  stomach,  or  the  relief  of  same:  , 

n,  zephyr,  ’beans, "  odoriferous  breeze.  f 

v,  to  fart,  to  blow  off,  to  break  wind,  or  to'  bust 
a  button. 

FORESKIN  — -  prepuce  of  the  ppnis. 

FORNICATION  —  adultery,  illicit  se-mal  interest  between  unmar¬ 

ried  persons,  harlotry,  incest. 

FREE  LOVE  —  the  practice,  or  cult,  of  cohabitation  as  husband 

and  wife  without  marriage,  with  freedom  to  change 
to  another  partner  at  will. 

GELDING  —  a  castrated  horse* 

GIGOLO  —  a  man  who  "entertains"  women  for  pay;  male  coun¬ 

terpart  of  a  mistress  or  prostitute. 

GIRL  (see  boman)  —  female  child,  young  woman;  girl-friend;  girl  or 

girlie  (a  prostitute;. 

GONADS  (see  Testicles) 

GONOREHeA  (see  Venereal  Disease) 

HARLOT  —  bawd,  whore,  or  lewd  woman;  prostitute;  chippie, 

tough,  "Madam,"  girlie,  flusie,  "woman, "  pick-up, 
push-over,  bar-fly;  loosre  woman,  street-walker, 
good-time  gal,  lady  of  the  red-light  district. 

HOMOSEXUAL  —  a  pervert  who  satisfies  emotional  needs  through 

his  own  sex;  Lesbian  (female;,  Sodomist  (male): 
queer,  fruit,  fairy,  "Frenchie, "  cock-sucker, 
corn-holer,  69  clubber. 

—  .Pederasty,  cunnilingus;  Lesbianism,  Sodomy. 


HOMOSEXUALITY 


—  enmity,  antagonism,  hatred;  psychologically,  the 
resentment  or  aggression  felt  tcrward  a  person  who 
is  thought  to  be  blocking,  hence  frustrating,  the 
satisfaction  or  fulfilment  of  a  strong  racial 
(Freudian  Id)  impulse,  egoistic  or  sexual,  xrr  -who 
offers  a  threat  to  the  defense  system  or  to  the 
safety  or  well-being  of  the  individual;  subcon¬ 
scious  hostility  is  a  generalized  and  usually  mis¬ 
directed  hatred  growing  out  of  the  maladjusted 
condition  of  existing  complexes  and  conflicts. 

—  vaginal  membrane  of  virginity;  cherry, .flower, 
glory,  maiden-head. 

—  the  old  man,  dad,  pop,  father,  the  provider,"  the 
head  of  the  house,  the  guy  who  pays  the  bills, 
the  "old  tyrant,”  etc.  Also  "honey  bunch,"  "lov¬ 
er  boy,”  "sugar-daddy,"  etc.,  though  the  latter 

.term  usually  applies  to  a  rich  "play-boy"  suppor¬ 
ting  a  gold-digging  mistress. 

—  sexuAl  incapacity,  mental  or  physical;  a  "flat 
tire,”  a  "wilted  bouquet,"  a  "prick  that  bends  in 
the  middle"  (that  0od  damned  middle  inch.');  psych¬ 
ic  castration;  1.  "Id  —  Super  Ego"  conflicts  in¬ 
volving  incest,  father  prerogative,  and  mother 
possessiveness  guilts;  and  2.  self -emasculation 
to  placate  the  castration  demands  of  the  father 
and  the  penis  envy  of  the  mother;  also  3.  subcon¬ 
scious  reluctance  to  yield  up  the  semen,  growing 
out  of  anal-retentive  neurosis;  and  4,  subcon¬ 
scious  fear  or  hostility  toward  the  sex  object, 
or  a  threat  to  defenses  or  to  ego  ideals. 

INCEST  —  sexual  intercourse  between  close  relatives,  par¬ 

ticularly  within  the  family  group. 

INFANTILITY  —  emotional  immaturity;  expectation  of  treatment 

from  the  world  at  large  of  a  type  shown  to  a  much 
loved  small  child  by  doting  parents  —  undue  cod¬ 
dling,  praise,  favoritism,  vdth  a  dearth  of  dis¬ 
cipline,  criticism,  or  demand  for  conformity 
social  standards;  unwillingness  to  face  reality 
as  an  adult  among  his  peers;  wilfulness,  self¬ 
ishness,  lack  of  consideration  for  others;  lack 
of  self-control  through  the  absence  of  Super  Ego 
or  the  introjected  correcting,  punishing  parent; 
the  basis,  perhaps,  for  psychopathic  personality, 
and  some  perversions  and  sex  criminality,  as  well 
ad  juvenile  delinquency  and  ordinary  criminality. 

INFERIORITY  COMPLEX  —  a  character  pattern  built  around  feelings  of  inad¬ 
equacy,  due  to  childhood  influences  such  as; 
glaring  underprivilege,  lack  of  opportunity  for 
growth  and  self-improvement,  parental  coddling 
and  over-protection  (as  a  reaction  formation  to 
subconscious  hostility),  arrested  emotional 
growth  (infantility;,  the  castration  complex  (grow¬ 
ing  out  of  parental  hostility,  belittlement,  and 
desire  to  destroy),  and  other  like  factors. 

INHIBITION  —  the  bottling  up  of  Id  impulses  (anti-social  atti¬ 

tudes,  dasires,  and  urges)  within  the  Freudian 
subconscious  mind;  perhaps  the  most  important  of 
all  defense  mechanisms,  or  sharing  place  with  in- 
trojection  (growth  of  Super  Ego;  and  reaction  for¬ 
mation;  very  nearly  synonymous  with  repression. 

INTERCOURSE  (sea  Copulation)  i.e. ,  sexual  intercourse. 

J-I3S&M  (see  Semen) 


HOSTILITY 


HYMEN 

HUSBAND 


IMPOTENCE 


KIDNAP  (s«e  Rape,  Sex  Criminal) 

KNOCKED  DP  (sea  Pregnancy) 

LAVATORY  (sea  Toilet) 

LESBIAN  (see  Homosexual) 

LEffiD  —  carnal,  lecherous,  licentious,  lustful,  lascivi- 

ous;  wicked,  sinful,  wanton;  nasty,  vulgar,  sexy, 
over-saxed,  excessively  sensual* 

LIBERTINE  —  a  seducer,  one  who  does  not  restrain  his  desired. 

LOVER  (see  Paramour)  -  love-bird,  turtle-dove,  sweet-heart;  "cookie," 

"sugar  candy,"  darling,  etc.;  friend,  mistress. 

LUKORRHEA  (see  Venereal  Disease) 

LUST  - —  inordinate  desire  for  carnal  pleasure. 

MAIDENHEAD  (see  Hymen) 

MAMMA  —  breast,  milk  secreting  organ;  tit,  dairy,  nipple, 

"grape-fruit, "  boopie,  milk-shake. 

MAN  —  guy,  jake,  fellow,  blade,  goon,  bounder;  prick, 

slink,  little  fucker,  lover-boy;  gay-blAde,  right 
guy,  hail  fellow  well  met,  good-time  Charlie;  lady- 
killer,  ladies*  man,  personality  kid,  package  of 
goodies,  cock-master;  drip,  droop,  sad-sack;  sat¬ 
chel  ass  or  cheese-ass  (fat  man);  old  fartj  old 
puke,  clod-hopper.  Rube,  hick,  old  gander;  boob, 
nut,  simp,  dumb-bell,  duMb-gong. 

MARRIAGE  —  a  legalized  and  socially  approved  union  between  man 

and  woman  for  the  purpose  of  forming  a  family  unit. 

MASOCHISM.  —  a  sexual  perversion  in  which  pleasure  is  derived 

from  domination  or  even  cruel  treatment;  psycholog¬ 
ically,  it  solves  a  conflict  situation  and  hence 
serves  as  a  defense  mechanism  by  combining  sexual 
excitation  with  a  mhch  needed  punishment  for  sex- 
guilt;  a  placation  of  God,  of  angry  and  accusing 
father,  and  of  the  Super  Ego,  and  thus  an  achiev¬ 
ing  of  forgiveness  and  acceptance,  by  the  deliber¬ 
ate  seeking  of  punishment  or  of  penance;  a  self- 
effacement  to  escape  wrath,  hostility,  or  env^f  by 
being  beneath  notice;  humility,  lack  of  conceit; 
"sack-cloth  snd  ashes ";  a  primitive  and  basic  atti¬ 
tude  in  many  religions. 

fj|ASTURBATS  --  v,  to  abuse  self  sexually,  jack  off,  pull  pud, 

flip  dick,  etc. 

MASTURBATION  —  n,  self -abuse,  auto-eroticism,  or  the  practice 

thereof;  jacking  off,  pulling  your  pud,  playing 
with  your  hound,  rolling  your  marbles,  rattling 
your  bottles,  shaking  your  thing,  jerking  your 
dingus  (string,  hose,  rope,  cord,  etc.),  reaching 
in  your  pocket,  petting  your  dog,  pounding  arour 
meat,  or  simply  playing  with  yourself,  etc. 

MENOPAUSE  —  change  of  life,  climacteric,  cessation  of  menses 

(monthlys,  periods  of  a  woman). 

MENS IR BAT ION  —  periodic  discharge  of  the  menses;  monthlys,  the 

period;  the  red  river,  the  red  flag,  pussy  in  full 
bloom,  also;  waring  a  rag,  riding  a  white  horse, 
having  the  red  flay  out,  etc. 

MIDDLE  SEX  (sea  Sissy,  Feminist,  Homosexual)  the  man  whose  self-concept 

(characteristics,  personality  structure,  and  ago 
identifications),  or,  in  Freudian  terminology.  Ego, 
is  more  1 i ka  that  usual  to  a  tyoioal  woman,  and 
vice  versa;-. ah  area  where,  mentally  and  emotional¬ 
ly,  the  two  sexes  become  almost  indistinguishable, 
consisting  of  man  who  would  nrefer  to  be  women  and 
of  women  who  would  prefer  to  be  men;  notably,  the 
creative  world  of  artists  and  writers. 


MISCARRIAGE  (aee  Abortion) 

MISTRESS  —  sweetheart;  a  "kept”  woman,  or  a  women  "lived 

with”;  a  woman  living  with  a  man,  though  unmar - 
•  ried,  for  purposes  of  sex,  companionship,  and  fi¬ 
nancial  support. 

NuDISM  (see  Exhibitionism)  theory  and  practice  of  nakedness  and  primitiv¬ 
ism,  or  the  cult  thereof,  aiming,  ostensibly,  at 
improvement  in  mental  and  physical  health  through 
a  return  to  the  conditions  of  the  Garden  of  Eden; 
symbolically,  an  attempted  return  to  that  infancy, 
innocence,  and  dependency  antedating  the  weaning 
period  and  the  Oedipus  situation  (Garden  of  Eden 
fantasy/,  and  the  final  ejection,  or  rejection, 
bringing  about  enforced  facing  of  reality  and  as¬ 
sumption  of  responsibility;  likely  also  a  movement 
partially  motivated  by  the  infantile  drives  of  the 
Voyeur  and  the  Exhibitionist;  In  addition,  a  kind 
of  physical  confessional,  satisfying  the  very  hum¬ 
an  urge  to  stand  before  one's  fellows  frankly  re¬ 
vealed,  without  subtrefuge,  and  to  achieve  a 
longed-for  closeness  and.  communion  with  people  and 
the  outside  world,  such  as  might  be  highly  grati¬ 
fying  to  the  lonely  or  shut-in  type  of  personal¬ 
ity  ;  the  kind  of  thing,  too,  perhaps,  which  takes 
place  on  an  emotional  and  intellectual  level  dur¬ 
ing  a  psychoanalysis  —  a  complete  disrobing  and 
revealing  of  the  repressed,  hidden,  uneonseious 
self  to  that  other  person,  who,  in  a  sense,  repre¬ 
sents  a  judging  and  evaluating  God,  and,  by  indi¬ 
rection,  helps  the  disrobing  person  better  to  see 
and  understand  himself;  and,  lastly,  even  a  perver¬ 
sion,  if  you  will,  of  sexual  expression  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  merely  seeing  and  being  seen,  instead 
of  having  actual  intercourse!  a  motivation,  too, 
in  some  individual  cases,  might  be  downright  lust 
and  the  hope  for  unusual  opportunity  to  satisfy* 
it  without  inhibition  and  to  the  full*  ? 

K3MPH0MANIA  —  a  morbid  and  insane  sexual  desire  in  women;  an  ego 

identification  with  sexual  prowess,  a  highly  ego¬ 
istic  satisfaction  with  the  sexual  act  itself  and 
with  insatiability;  a  subconscious  envy  of  the  male 
penis,  a  castration  fantasy,  and  a  hunger  to  regain 
the  lost  penis,  which  combine  to  produce  a  yearning 
which  can  only  be  .satisfied  so  long  as  a  penies 
actually  lies  within  the  vagina;  also,  perhaps,  a 
fantasy  of  triumph  in  conquest  of  the  father  fig¬ 
ure,  and  hence  of  God,  and  the  complete  defeat  of 
the  rivaling  mother,  involving  owning  the  father 
and  devouring  him,  via  the  vagina,  by  sucking  him 
dry  of  the  precious  fertile  seminal  fluid,  tin* 
life-giving  fluid  --  hence,  a  type  of  vampirism, 
only  with  semen  replacing  the  blood-fluid  on  which 
the  conventional  vampire  feeds;  in  a  sense,  symbol¬ 
ically,  the  male  becomes  God  bestowing  his  gifts, 
and  the  female,  the  earth  (earth -mother),  receiving 
the  gratifying  bounty  of  God,  and  being  fertilized, 
rejuvenated,  and  renewed* 

OEDIPUS  COMPLEX  —  a  Freudian  concept**  named  for  a  f?reek,myth>  invol¬ 
ving  the  rivalry  of  a  male  child  with  his  father 
for  the  love  of  the  mother,  with  the  ensuing  hate 
and  jealousy  between  the  two,  and  the  castration 
wishes  of  each  directed  toward  the  other;  the  dir** 


oot  cause,  too,  of*  normal  Super  Ego  formation, 
auch  as  the  incest  barrier,  the  conscience,  and 
the  ego  ideal,  and,  if  exaggerated,  of  such  abnor¬ 
mal  and  neurotic  formations  as  the  castration  com¬ 
plex  and  paranoid  projection?  the  basis  for  grow- 
*ng  UP>  for  abandoning  infancy,  and  facing  reality 
as  an  adult,  with  his  own  five  (consider  the  final 
ejection,  father  rejection,  in  the  Garden  of  Eden 
fantasy,  which  is  itself  wholly  Oedipus  in  nature, 
with  God  being  the  at  first  benevolent  father  of 
the  oral  and  anal  periods  and  later  the  outraged, 
vengeful,  and  castrating  father  of  the  pubic  per¬ 
iod,  and  with  the  whole  garden,  in  general,  and 
the  tree  of  life  or  of  knowledge  of  good  and.  evil, 
in  particular ,  being  but  lush  dream  symbolism  for 
the  mpther,  because  incest-guilt  has  made  hir  di¬ 
rect.  image  impossible  and  repressed,  and  wi-th  the 
fprbidden  fruit  being  the  weaning,  denying  breast, 
later  the  pubic  region,  of  the  mother,"  and  the  ser¬ 
pent  tempter  of  five  the  erotic  end  nossessiva  penis 
of  the  prerogative-exercising  father,  and,  lastly, 
the  flaming  sword  of  the  expelling  angel  being  the 
incest  enraged  sexuality  of* the  father  terminating 
the  situation  by  final  rejection),  for  only  by  es¬ 
tablishing  his  own  family  can  Adam  avoid  the  wrath 
of  the  father,  by  abandoning  his  mother  for  his 
sister  (sister-substitute),  and  thus,  in  his  own 
little  nest,  replacing  the  father  by  assuming  his 
role  fully  and  completely;*# 

—  sexual  climax;  ejaculation  of  semen;  discharge;  gun 
going  off,  shooting  your  wad  (or  your  load,  charge, 
cream,  juice,  etc,).  Symbolically,  the  orgasm  rep¬ 
resents  and  resembles  death,  for  it  brings  an  end 
(and  comes  in  the  end.')  and  a  culmination  (as  of 
life  itself),  even  though  it  actually  nlants  the 
seed  of  life*  and  since,  in  dream  symbolism,  a  .-body, 
iying  in  a  coffin  (or  Christ  in  the  tomb),  may/rep¬ 
resent  penetration  of  vagina  by  penis,  the  higjaly' 
repressed  religious  fanatic  seeking  martyrdom\ay, 
in  his  subconscious,  actually  be  combining  wish  for 
orgasm  with  need  for  punishment  for  that  wish 
through  death  (because  they  tasted  the  fruit.  Adam 
and  five  brought  death  upon  themselves).  Flood  and 
water. fantasies  (the  deluge)  gr owing  out  of  anal, 
or  urination,  memories  of  infancy,  and  lush  land¬ 
scape  fantasies  (Garden  of  Eden,}  growing  out  of 
breast-sucking  and  maternal  pubic-hair  memories, 
are  later  associated  with  sexuality,  and,  in  dream 
symbolism,  are  nrobably  equivalents  of  the  orgasm. 


^Problems  involving  culture  and  social  conformity  grow  out  of  the  relation 
ship  between. mother  and  child.  They  have  their" roots  in  the  oral  (suck¬ 
ing  and  weaning)  and  the  anal  (diaper  and  toilet-training;  periods.  Lat¬ 
er  person&lity  is  there  laid  down  a.s  a  pattern  for  further  development  as 
maturation  proceeds.  Problems  involving  authority,  however,  and  politi¬ 
cal  order  and  regimentation  in  a  State,  grow  out  of  the  relationship  be¬ 
tween  father  and  child,  and,  particularly,  out  of  the  Oedipus  or  Electra 
situation,  brought  to  a  head  in  the  pubic  oeriod.  The  real  culmination 
of  Super  Ego  growth,  begun  earlier,  takes  place  in  the  adolescent  con¬ 
flict  between  father  and  child.  Attitude  toward  sox,  God,  and  religion 
also  ripen.  ^  ihe  mother  figure  in  religion,  however,  precedes  that  of  the 
father,  for  ner  sensual  and  rewarding  figure  is  in  the  Garden  before  God, 


FANDER  or  FANDERER  —  pimp,  arranger;  procurer  of  sexual  partners  for 

others,  usually  with  an  eye  to  financial  pains  or 
other  advantage;  tho  male  business  partner  of  a 
prostitute. 

PARAMOUR  (see  Lover)  —  one  who  unlawfully  takes  the  place  of  husband  or 

wife;  moll,  mistress,  lover,  concubine,  quasi¬ 
wife,  common-law  wife. 

PASSION  •*-  amorous  feeling,  desire,  sexual  appetite. 

PASSIONATE  ~  horny,  hot,  worked  up,  sexually  aroused  (see  Tit¬ 

illated  ). 

PEDERASTY  (see  Homosexuality) 

—  copulating  or  seed-planting  organ  of  the  male  an¬ 
imal  5  prong,  dong,  baloney,  prick,  cock,  pecker, 
pud,  jock;  club,  knob-,  hose,  pencil;  old  stiff, 
sprinkler,  stud-horse,  Indian  root,  Adam*s  whip, 
tally-wh acker*  drip,  spigot,  faucet,  gun,  rod, 
staff,  joy-stick  (or  the  name  of  almost  any  ob¬ 
ject,  or  dream  symbol,  which  somewhat  resembles 
in  size,  shape,  or  use), 

PERVERSION  —  any  abnormal  or  unnatural  form  of  sexual  interest 

or  activity:  masturbation,  auto-eroticism;  besti¬ 
ality;  fetishism  (totem  pole);  homosexuality  -- 
pederasty,  curmilingus.  Lesbianism,  Sodomy;  rape, 
sex  criminality,  cleptomania,  pyromania;  masoch¬ 
ism,  sadism,  flagellation;  exhibitionism  (sexual, 
not  infantile  egoistic,  aspect);  nudism;  nympho¬ 
mania, 

ifENIS  ENVY  (see  Castration  Complex,  Feminist,  Oedipus  Complex) 

1*  Of  woman  (toward ■ father ,  brother,  son,  or  to¬ 
ward  men  in  general):  the  complex  of  emotions, 
involving  envy,  rage,  resentment,  anc!  sense  of 
loss  and  deprivation  because  he  has  what  she  so 
obviously  lacks,  a  penis,  and  growing  out  of  the 
childhood  fantasy  of  having  once  had  one  and  hav¬ 
ing  been  deprived  of  it  villainously;  also,  the 
envy  growing  out  of  masculine  strivings  and  a  feel 
ing  of  rivalry  with  men,  because  she  would  prefer 
being  one  herself  and  thus  enjoying  the  freedoms, 
privileges,  and  advantages  of  being  a  man,  includ¬ 
ing  that,  if  she  is  a  repressed  homosexual,  of 
having  intercourse  with  women.  (Such  a  woman  may 
be  expected  to  be  oither  frigid  or  oversexed  and 
perhaps  even  to  destroy,  or  emotionally  castrate, 
her  husband  and  sons./ 

2,  Of  men  (toward  father,  son,  or  men  in  general): 
the  complex  of  emotions,  involving  envy,  hostility 
fear,  and  desire  to  castrate  the  rival,  because  of 
the  latter 4s  recognized  or  suspected  sexual  super¬ 
iority,  or  ability  to  outrival,  and,  in  the  case 
of  the  son,  particularly,  the  sense  of  having  been 
cheated  out  of  his  just  dues  and  of  being  inferior 
to  his  father  in  sexual  capacity,  because  of  the 
latter *s  much  larger,  more  mature  organs,  and  his 
greater  skill  in  dealing  with  woman ;  this  envy  may 
furthermore,  be  aggravated  by  a  feeling  of  castra¬ 
tion  threat  from  the  other,  and  a  need  to  avoid 
that  threat  by  a  belittling,  depreciating,  or  de¬ 
nying  of  one's  own  penis,  or  sexuality,  in  order 
to  avoid  giving  offense  and  become  the  object  of 
hostile  attack  (or,  in  other  words,  castration  of 
self  to  avoid  castration  at  the  hands  of  the  other 
performing,  through  the  Super  Ego,  the  interjec¬ 
tion  of  the  castrating  father,  of  thy  latter's  ex¬ 
pected  function,  resulting  in  impotence )• 


PIMP  (see  Pander) 

PLAG ENYA  — ■  membrane  surrounding,  nourishing,  and  keeping  the 

fetus  bathed  in  fluid;  the  afterbirth. 

POT  —  chamber,,  bed-pan,  receptacle  for  urine  or  feces; 

piss-pot,  shit-pot;  can,  throne,  stool,  thunder- 
mug 

POTENCY  —  sexual  prowess  ,  capacity;  ability  to  fertilize 

the  female  and  produce  pregnancy;  prolific. 

PREGNANT  --  knocked  up,  carrying,  heavy  with  child,  fertile 

ized. 

PROFLIGATE  —  insensible  to  decency,  dissipated,  abandoned  to 

vice  or  evil-doing. 

rROSTITuTS  (see  Harlot) 

PYROMANIAO  —  a  "fire  bug,"  or  one  with  the  insane  propensity  of 

setting  fire  to  things;  a  sex  pervert  who  gains 
his  excitement  or  orgasm  only  at  the  moment  of  wit¬ 
nessing  a  building,  which  he  himself  has  fired,  in 
the  grip  of  raging  flames  (dream  symbolism  for  in¬ 
tercourse  and  the  orgasm,  just  as  is  levitation, 
flood-waters,  or  the  exhotic  landscape.'),  and  who 
is  thus,  in  psychotic  fashion,  substituting  the 
symbolism  of  fantasy  for  reality.  (Similar  pro¬ 
cesses  are  also  present  in  kleptomania,  illegal 
entry.  Voyeurism,  sex  murder,  and  like  perver¬ 
sions,  where,  at  the  moment  of  consummation  of  the 
crime,  the  individual  experiences  sexual  excitement 
and  sometimes  even  orgasm,  which  he  is  incapable  of 
achieving  in  any  other  way.  The  typical  sex  mur¬ 
derer,  like  jack  the  Ripper,  for  instance,  probably 
can  experience  orgasm  only  by  stabbing,  slicing, 
and  destroying  the  sex  object  with  a  knife,  which, 
by  symbolic  processes  and  a  transference  of  affect, 
has  become  a  substitute  for  the  penis  making  pene¬ 
tration,  and  which  satisfies  thereby  a  double  mot¬ 
ive,  that  of  gratifying  the  sexual  hunger  and  at 
the  same  time  destroying  the  sexual  object,  surro¬ 
gate  .of  the  hated  mother.)  % 

-  v,  to  seize,  overcome,  overpower  ,  force,  assault 
sexually;  or  to  take  by  violence,  as  a  theft,  what 
normally  is  given  as  an  act  of  love. 

-  end  of  alimentary  canal. 

-  a  Freudian  term  for  the  mental  process  of  forcing 
down  into  the  unconscious,  and  out  of  awareness, 
any  urge  or  impulse  of  animal  nature  (id  impulse), 
and  thereby  conforming  to  social  standards  by  pre¬ 
venting  the  consummation  of  an  anti-social  act  or 
criminal  behavior.  The  Id  (devil)  is  thought  of  as 
being,  thus,  in  a  state  of  constant  warfare  with 
the  $upeB  Ego  (God),  and  the  Ego  ^ enlightened  man) 
exercises  free-agency  in  the  choice  between  good 
and  evil.  The  modern  revolt  of  institutionalized 
convicts,  epitomizing  Id  i^oulses  repressed  into 
the  unconscious,  attempting  to  break  through  the 
barriers,  or  limen,  but  nevertheless  held  incarcer¬ 
ated  by  authority  of  the  police  and  the  courts,  the 
Super  5 go,  represents  but  an  objectifying,  in  Soci¬ 
ety  at  large,  of  these  forces  in  the  human  mind. 

<*  rake,  rotter;  one  lost  to  sense  uf  decency,  aban¬ 
doned  to  depravity. 

-  the  process  of  revert ing  in  behavior  and  emotional 
responses  to  a  level  in  development  antedating  the 
obstacles  which  initiated  the  neurosis. 


RAPE 

RECTUM  (see  Anus) 
REPRESSION 


RepROhATB 

REGRESSION 


SADISM 


— >  a  sexual  perversion  in  which  gratification  is  de¬ 
rived  from  inflicting  p?„in  on  the  loVa-ob ject, 
either  physical  or  mental j  thought  to  he  based  in 
the  infant  hostility  of  the  anal  period,  -when;, 
through  his  fecal  attacks,  he  combines  his  expres¬ 
sions  of  love  and  hate. 

SCAPE-GOAT  —  fall-guy,  victim;  that  person,  in  a  group,  who 

affords  peace  among  otherwise  hostile  elements,  by 
becoming  an  object  of  attack  and  thus  focalizing 
the  undirected  hostility  and  discharging  itj  also, 
the  out-group,  in  society,  as  against  the  in-group. 

SEDUCE  —  to  make,  to  lead  astray,  to  entice  into  surrender¬ 

ing  the  chastity. 

SELF-ABUSE  (see  Masturbation) 

SEMEN  —  the  impregnating  male  fluid;  cream,  juice,  sap, 

load,  charge,  jissem;  powder  (in  bag),  lead  (in 
gun)  or  ammunition,  also  lead  (in  pencil). 

SES-APPaAL  —  "oomph,”  "it,”  voluptuousness,  ability  to  arouse 

desire  in  the  opposite  sex. 

SSC  CRIME  (see  Sadism)  rape,  sax  murder,  homosexuality,  perversion. 

SEX  WAR  (see  Feminist,  Sissy,  Vampire,  Werewulf ). 

SHOPLIFTING  (see  Perversion,  Fyromaniac) 

SIN  (see  Crime,  Vice)  a  wrong  committed  against  God  or  the  tenets  of  re¬ 
ligion. 

SISSY  —  effeminate  man,  "queer,"  woman-hater;  tea-hound, 

cake-eater,  lounge  lizard;  psychologically,  a  man 
with  repressed  masculinity,  self-castrated,  psych¬ 
ically,  to  placate  the  hostility  of  the  jealous 
father  and  the  penis  envy  of  the  man-hating  mother# 
also  a  man  who,  because  of  over-identification  with 
women  and  absence  of  contact  with  men,  has  grown 
up  with  thoughts,  emotions,  attitudes,  and  behav¬ 
ior  patterns  resembling  those  of  a  woman,  and  has 
never  been  able  to  let  go  of  his  mother rs  apron 
strings  and  his  emotional  dependence  on  her. 

SODOMY  (see  Perversion,  Homosexuality) 

SPANISH  FLY  —  a  sexual  excitant,  the  powdered  body  of  a  beetle, 

sometimes  criminally  used  by  men  to  break  down.' the 
resistance  of  virtuous  women  to  seduction, 

SPHINCTER  CONTROL  —  ability  to  retain  excrement,  urine  and  feces,  and 

hence  conform  to  social  standards  of  decency  and 
cleanliness;  established  in  infancy  through  toilet 
training,  often  at  the  cost  of  great  conflict  be¬ 
tween  mother  and  child. 

STSER  —  castrated  bull. 

SYPHILIS  (see  Venereal  Disease) 


TESTICLES 

TITILLATE 

TOILET 

TOILET  TRAINING 

TRIAL  MARRIAGE 


—  male  gonads;  bolls,  eggs,  stones,  nuts,  bollicks, 
oysters  (mountain  oysters s  sheep  nuts  eaten  by 
sheepherders ) . 

—  to  excite  pleasurably,  to  arouse  sexually. 

—  privy,  can,  backhouse,  outhouse;  shithouss;  piss- 
ery,  urinal,  lavatory,  dispensary  (beer  dispensary) 
latrine ,  slit-trench  ( army ) . 

(see  Sphincter  Control)  the  process,  or  the  fact,  of 

housebreaking  an  infant,  the  basis  for  anal  period 
neurosis  (which  see). 

—  cohabitation  on  a  temporary  basis,  pending  the  de¬ 
cision  of  the  participants  as  to  whether  they  are, 
or  are  not,  sufficiently  satisfied  with  eadh  other 
to  make  it  permanent,  sanctifying  it  with  marriage 


UMBILICAL  CORD 


URINATE 

URINE 

VAGINA 

VAMPIRE 

V12JERBAL  DISEASE 

VICE  (see  Crime , 

VIRGIN 

VOYEUR 

VOMIT 

Vulgar 

MNTQN 

mmswoLP 

AETHER 

WHITE  slavery 

vaCRSDNESS 

V»IFE  (see  Woman } 

WOMAN 


—  the  rope-like  structure  connecting  the  fetus  with 
the  placenta. 

~  void  or  pass  urine;  piss,  make  water,  pass  water, 
spring  a  leak,  drain  your  tank,  squeeze  your  lem¬ 
on,  shake  your  sprinkler,  water  your  stud-horse, 
pick  daisies  (or  flowers). 

—  .fluid  secreted  by  the  kidneys;  piss,  water,  kid¬ 
ney  wash. 

~  female  sex  organ,  receptacle  for  the  penis;  cunt; 
twat,  twitch,  twidgat,  snatch,  thatch;  hole,  crack, 
slough,  split-,  pussy,  mound;  hair  poultice,  f,ball 
of  yarn,  n  tlrir!g  dang  doo.”  (These  names,  instead 
of  following  lines  of  resemblance,  seem  to  lean  to¬ 
ward  an  unusual  and  suggestive  sound*) 

—  one  who  preys  on  persons  of  the  opposite  sex;  a 
ghostly  blood-sucking  creature;  a  man-hating,  can¬ 
nibalistic  woman,  who  castrates  men  psychically, 
by  destroying  their  confidence  in  themselves;  a 
ruthless  gold-digger  preying  on  the  affections  of 
men  to  enrich  herself* 

—  !♦  Gonorrhea:  dose,  clapp,  blue  balls. 

2.  Syphilis:  syph,  pox,  "shankers w. 

3*  Also:  lukorrhea  (whites),  chordee  (an  erection 
cramp),  Chinese  rot,  etc* 

Sin)  an  act  committed  against  and  to  the  detriment  of 

the  self,  such  as  masturbation  (self-abuse)  or  the 
use  of  narcotics,  alcohol,  or  barbituates. 

—  a  woman  undufiled,  unused,  and  still  a  maiden  (us¬ 
ually  possessing  her  maiden-head )• 

—  one  vjho  obtains  gratification  from  seeing  sexual 
objects,  acts,  or  scenes;  a  peeping-Tom. 

—  throw  up,  puke,  retch,  spew,  gag,  belch  forth;  em¬ 
esis,  puke,  regurgia&ion. 

—  coarse  and  common,  nasty,  dirt;r-tongued,  obscene 
in  speech. 

—  unrestrained,  running  to  excess;  lewd,  lascivious, 
lustful;  horny,  hot,  loose,  adulterous,  on  the 
make . 

—  a  person  who,  at  will,  changes  into  a  wolf  In  or¬ 
der  to  practice  cannibalism;  a  man  who  is  a  woman- 
hater;  one  who,  fixated  at  the  oral  level  (with 
the  breast-eating  fa.nt.asy),  continued  in  an  infan¬ 
tile  dependency  on  the  mother,  miked  with  help¬ 
lessness  and  hate. 

—  castrated  sheep. 

—  enforced  prostitution. 

—  sinfulness,  moral  depravity. 

--  frau,  missus,  old  woman,  ball  and  chain,  etc* 

—  broad,  bag,  dame,  package,  skirt,  petticoat;  gal, 
miss,  missia,  girl,  maiden;  moll,  jane,  frill, 
frail,  damsel;  bunny,  quail  ,  doll,  slick-chick; 
baby,  chicken,  cunt,  pussy,  split-tail,  cock-teas¬ 
er,  pecker-bait,  whistle-bait,  jail-bait,  love- 
flesh,  noose-meat;  cat,  witch,  hag,  bitch,  she- 
devil,  shr«w,  tcrmagent,  battle-axe,  battle-wagon* 

—  a.  man  whose  eero  feeds  on  his  conquests  over  women* 
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typical  specimens  of  vulgar  folklore 


Prom  the 
Collection 
of 

Gershon  Legman 
858  Hornaday  Place 
Hew  York  60,  N.Y. 


Gershon  L©gman,  by  his  own  account,  is  Hun¬ 
garian.  He  is  56,  and  describes  himself, 
perhaps  exaggeratedly,  as  "notably  awful 
looking."  He  has  been  interested  in  the 
collecting  of  vulgar  folklore  since  around 
1936.  He  has  published,  araong  other 
things,  a  book  titled  LOVE  AND  D&A.TH  (A 
Study  in  Csnsorlship),  1949,  and  a  magazine, 
NEUROTICA,  1950-52,  banned  by  the  courts 
as  obscene  since  the  ninth  issue.  Legman 
hopes  to  fight  on  against  prejudice  an^  op¬ 
position  until  he  can  publish  his  articles, 
if  not  his  full  collection,  without  fear  of 
persecution  by  the  'blue  laws." 


TVoed  bv 


Kenneth  Lars  on 
168  L  Street 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 
November  28,1952 


TABLE  OF  CONTENTS 


1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

to. 

6. 

7. 

8. 
9. 

10. 

11. 

12. 

13. 

14. 
lb. 
16. 

17. 

18. 

19. 

20. 
21. 
22. 

23. 

24. 

25. 

26. 

27. 

28. 

29. 

30. 

31. 

32. 

33. 

34. 

t^5  . 

36. 

37. 

38. 

39. 

40. 

41. 

42. 

43. 

44. 

45. 

46. 

47. 

48. 

49. 

50. 

51. 

52. 

53. 

54. 
53, 
56. 
»7. 

58. 

59. 


"My  God,  How  the  Money  Bolls  in.' "  (1943,1952)  .  .  .  . . 

"A  Letter.' "  (1952)  . . .  • . 

"Snappool"  (1950)  . . . 

"No  More  A-Rovin1 "  (?) . .  .  .  . 

"The  Bugle  Call"  (?) . . 

"The  Whore v  Crew"  (1052) . 

"The  Maid  that  Was  Not  Satis? ie'’  "  (1952) . 

"Little  Lamb"  (1946) . .  .  . . 

"I  Used  to  Work  in  Chicago"  (1950)  . . . 

"One  Night  in  May"  (1943) . 

’Goodman"  (1949)  . . . 

"Ring  Dang  Doo"  (1950; . . 

"No  Balls' at  All"  (1952) . 

"Sven  as  You  and  I"  (1923:  Poems,  Ballads,  &  Parodies)  ,  .  .  . 

"In  Derby  Town"  (1952)  . . 

"The  Gay  Caballero"  (1944:  Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Me)  .  . 

"The  Pioneers"  (?) . 

"Red  Wing"  (1941)  . . . . 

"One  Bali  Riley"  (1943:  Eisinger  &  Brown,  Bi^et  Press)  .  .  .  , 
"Conserve  the  Ammunition"  (1923:  Poems,  Ballads,  &  Parodies) 

"Another  Piece"  (?) . . 

"A  Seventv  Year  Old  Follower"  (?).....  . 

"Lulu"  (1946,1952)  ...  . 

"Bell  Bottom  Trousers"  (1923:  P.B.  &P.j  1943,1952)  . 

"The  Rifleman"  (1944:  Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Me)  .  .  .  . 
"The  Same  the  Whole  World  Over"  (1944:  Songs  My  Mother,  etc.) 
"Poor  but  Honest"  (1947:  Oscar  Williams,  Treasury  Great;  Poetry) 
"She  Cams  Rollin'  Down  the  Mountain"  (1943)  .......... 

"Lady  Lil"  (?  :  Eugene  Field)  . . . 

"Lil,  Poor  Lil"  (1951) . 

'Her  Name  Was  Lil"  (1951)  . . 

"Lydia  Pinkham"  (?  ;  ’Compound",  1952)  ............ 

"The  Lover's  Alphabet"  (1928) . . . .  .  .  . 

"Annie  Cooper  Hewitt"  (1947:  Gene  Fowler) . . 

"How  I've  Suffered"  (1944) . . 

"The  Street  Cleaner's  Dream"  (1900?,  New  York)  . 

"The  Patient  with  the  Silent  P"  (1944,  Canada)  ........ 

"Ain't  It  the  Truth?"  (1929|  Bibl.  Erot.)1 . 


"Shove  It  Home"  (1946)  . . . 

"Kind  Betty"  (1951:  Combs)  ...  . 

"Virgin  Sturgeon"  (1944:  Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taufeht  Me)  .  .  . 

"The  Jolly  Tinker"  (1928:  Sea  Songs,  Dave  E.  Jones;  . 

'Gam  McCall's  Song"  (?)  (Jim.Tully)  . . . 

"Kafoozalum"  (1944:  Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Me)  . 

"Christopher  Columbus"  (?;  . . . 

"Our  Goodman"  (1924:  Carey  Woof  ter,  W.  Va.  ) . .  . 

"The  Ball  of  Ball  wore "  (1944:  Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Mo) 

"The  Ram  of  Derbyshire"  (1910:  Hendmnn,  Kentucky) . . 

"De  Skonk  I  Hunt"  (1927:  Immortal  ia)  . . . 

"The  Cat-Ass-Trophy "  (1928:  Poems,  Ballads,  and  Pa.rodies)  .  .  . 

’The  Chisholm  Trail"  (?) . 

"Frankie  and  Johnnie"  (1943:  Michigan)  ............ 

"Nevermore"  (1951:  Combs) .  , 

"The  Sculptor  from  Tennessee"  (1910:  Weatherford,  Oklahoma)  .  . 

"Suzanne  Was  a  Lady"  (1952:  Petrus )...  .  .. 

"The  Bastard  King  of  England"  (1944:  Kipling?)  . 

"The  Ballad  of  King  Faruk"  (1946:  Hamish  Hamilton,  Glasgow)  .  . 

"Socratic  Love "  (1888:  Eugene  Field) . . 

"The  French  Stenographer"  (1952)  .  . 


.  1 
.  1 

.  2 

.  2 

.  2 


*  Ks 

.  4 
.  4 
.  5 
.  6 
.  6 
.  6 
.  7 
.  8 
.  8 
.  9 
.10 
10 
11 
12 
12 
13 
15 

17 

18 

19 

20 
21 
21 
22 

23 

24 

25 

26 
?27 

27 

28 

29 

30 

31 

32 

33 

34 

35 

36 

38 

39 

40 

41 

42 

43 

44 

45 

46 

47 
49 
51 
53 


MY  GOD,  HOW  THE  MONEY  ROLLS  IN.' 
(Tuna;  ”My  Bonny  Lies  Over  the  Ocean”) 

My  father  sails  snow  to  the  snowbirds; 
My  mother  makes  synthetic  gin; 

My  sister  makes  love  for  a  living; 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

My  brother's  a  young  missionary; 

He  saves  little  girlies  from  sin; 

Ha'll  save  you  a  blonde  for  ten  dollars; 
My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  inj 

My  uncle’s  an  artist  and  painter; 

He  turns  out  a  beautiful  f in;. 

He  sells  them  ten  cents  on  a  dollar; 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  in.1 

My  aunt  is  a  boarding-house  keeper; 

She  takes  little  working  girls  in; 

They  put  a  red  light  in  the  window; 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  in.' 

My  aunt  runs  a  girl's  seminary, 

'To  give  girls  a  cult\iral  in; 

Her  callers  address  her  as  'Madam;  " 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  ini 

I  tried  selling  snow  to  the  smnabirds; 

1  tried  making  synthetic  gin; 

I  tried  making  love  for  a  living 
My  God,  what  a  mess  1  am  ini 


A  LETTER* 

Was  it  you  who,  with  your  penis. 

Screwed  my  darling  daughter,  Vernas, 

Who  put  footprints  on  the  dashboard  upside  down' 

Was  it  you  who  did  the  pushing, 

Who  put  stains  upon  the  cusnion? 

if  it  was,  you'd  better  leave  this  towni 

It  was  I  who  did  the  pushing, 

Tiho  put  stains  upon  the  cushion. 

Who  put  footprints  on  the  dashboard  upside  down, 

Siver  since  I  met  your  daughter, 

I  *  vs  had  trouble  passing  water. 

Gee,  I  wish  I'd  never  seen  this  town. 


aver  since  I  laid  your  Venus, 

I’ve  had  pimples  on  my  penis. 

And  now  it’s  slowly  turning  brovm.' 


SHAPOO.' 


Oh,  madam;  oh,  madam;  your  daughter's  too  finei 
Snapoo.* 

Oh,  madam;  oh,  madam;  your  daughter's  too  Tina 
To  sleep  with  a  sailor  from  over  the  Shine.' 
Chorus* 

Tap  o  tap  pater  and  van  d«  go  tater 
And  shaker  snap  peter  snapooi 

Oh,  mother;  oh,  mother;  I'm  not  too  fine 
To  sleet)  with  a  sailor  from  over  the  Rhine J 

Oh,  mother;  oh,  mother;  he’s  teasing  me 
He's  tickling  the  hole  I  use  to  peel 

Oh,  mother;  oh,  mother;  he's  on  me  yet. 

And  if  he  don't  stop,  I  will  certainly  shit.' 

Eight  months  rolled  by  and  the  ninth  did  pass , 

And  a  little  Dutch  soldier  marched  out  of  her  ass 

The  little  Dutch  soldier  grew  and  grew. 

And  now  he's  chasing  the  chippies  tooi 


NO  MORS  JUROVIN' 


And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  knee.' 

Mark  well  what  I  do  sayjf 
And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  knee; 

Says  she;  "Young  man,  you’re  rather  free  A" 

Chorus  t 

A-rovin,  a-rovin,  since  rovin's  been  my  ru-aye-in 
I'll  go  no  more  a-rovin  with  you  fair  maid.* 

And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  thigh.' 

Mark  well  what  I  do  sayi 
And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  thigji; 

Says  she;  "Young  man,  you're  rather  high.*” 

And  then  I  touched  her  on  the  thatch i 

Says  she;  "Young  man,  that's  ny  main  hatch.'” 

And  then  I  slipped  it  to  the  blocks; 

Says  she;  "Young  man,  I've  got  the  pox;” 


THE  BUGLE  CALL; ' 

Ass  hole,  ass  hole,  a  soldier  I  would  be. 
And  piss,  ana  piss,  and  -pistols  on  my  knee; 
Fuck  you,  fuck  you,  for  curiosity. 

To  fight  for  cunt,  for  cunt,  for  countries 


THE  MOREY  CREW 


There  were  thr->e  whores  in  Canada 
Sipping  sherry  yyina; 

The  object  of  the  conversation  was, 

"Is  yours  as  bis;  as  mine?" 

Oh.  roly-poly,  tickle  mv  holey. 

Slip  in  wy  slimy  slew. 

Ann  dray  your  nut s  across  my  outs . 
For  we  're  part  of  the  whore v  crew.1 

Oh,  the  first  whore  got  up  and  said, 
’My  cunt's  as  big  as  the  sea. 

The  ships  sail  in,  the  ships  sail  out. 
And  never  bother  me . " 

The  second  whore  got  up  and  said, 

"My.  cunt's  as  big  as  the  air. 

The  planes  fly  in,  the  planes  fly  out. 
And  never  touch  the  hair." 

The  third  whore  spoke  up  and  said, 

"My  cunt's  as  big  as  the  moon; 

Three  men  went  up  in  January, 

And  didn't  come  back  ‘till  June. " 


TEE  MAID  THAT  WAS  EOT  SATISFIED 
(The  Great  ?*heel ) 

A  man  told  me  just  before  he  died  — 
i'll  never  know  if  the  bastard  lied  — 

About  his  wife  who  cried  and  cried 
That  she  was  never  satisfied. 

So  he  built  a  fucking  great  wheel. 

Driven  by  steam,  with  a  prick  of  steel. 

Two  brass  balls  all  filled  with  cream. 

And  the  whole  f riggin'  riggin'  was  driven  by  steam. 

Round  and  round  went  the  fucking  great  wheel; 

In  and  out  went  the  prick  or'  steel; 

Till  at  last  the  maiden  cried: 

"Enough,  enougn;  I'm  satisfied J  " 

Row  we  come  to  the  bitter  bits 
There  was  no  wav  of  stopping  it; 

She  was  split  from  ass  to  tit; 

And  the  whole  friggin'  riggin  ms  covered  with  shit 


LITTLE  LAMB 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb,  . 

A  cunning  little  runt. 

And  every  time  it  wagged  its  tail 
It  showed  its  little  cunt. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb  — 

It  fed  noon  the  grass  — 

And  every  ti-ie  it  wagged  its  tail 
It  showed  its  little  ass. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb  — 

Its  fleece  was  whits  as  snow  -- 
And  every  where  that  Mary  went, 

The  lamb  was  sure  to  go. 

It  followed  her  to  the  barn  one  day; 
For  eggs  she  ms  to  hunt; 

It  stuck  its  nose  beneath  her  clothe 
And  got  a  whiff  of  cunt* 

Now,  Mary  was  a  naughty  girl 
And  didn't  give  a  damn; 

She  let  him  have  another  whiff. 

And  killed  the  God  damned  Iambi 


Mary  had  a  little  watch; 

She  swallowed  it  one  day; 

And  now  she's  taking  cascarets 
To  pass  the  time  away. 

But  as  the  time  went  on  and  on. 
The  watch  refused  to  pass; 

So  if  you  want  to  know  th9  time, 
JUst  look  up  Mary’s  ass l 


I  USED  TO  Y/OEX  IN  CHICAGO 

I  used  to  work  in  Chicago, 

In  a  department  store; 

I  worked  in  the  candy  department. 

I  did,  but  I  don't  any  more. 

A  lady  came  in  for  some  candy; 

I  asked,  'h.^at  kind?"  at  the  door. 
■"Sucker,"  she  said.  Ehxck  her  I  did. 
I  did,  but  I  don't  any  morei 

2.  Hat  department  —  hat  felt. 

3.  Cake  department  —  cake  —  layer. 

4.  Hardware  department  —  hardware  - 


screw, 


ONE  NIGHT  IN  MAY 


One  night  in  May,  as  Mary  lay  a-sleaping; 

One  night  in  May,  as  Mary  lay  a-sleeping. 

Along  came  a  corporal  on  his  hands  and  knees  a-creeping, 
f^ith  his  funny  dingle-dongle  my  down,  to  his  knees 2 

One  month  went  by,  and  Mary  was  in  clever; 

One  month  went  by,  and  Mary  was  in  clover; 

She  wished  that  the  corporal  would  como  and  do  it  over, 

Fith  his  funny  dingle-dangle  way  down  to  his  knees i 

Three  months  went  by,  and  Mary  lay  a  -weeding; 

Three  months  went  by,  and  Mary  lay  a— Yveeping; 

She  wished  that  the  corporal  had  never  come  a- creeping, 

^ith  his  fumy  dingle-dangle  way  down  to  his  knees* 

Six  months  went  by,  and  Mary  grew  much  bigger; 

Six  months  went  by,  and  Mary  grew  much  bigger; 

The  neighbors  all  wondered  just  who  the  hell  had  frigged  her 
Yd th  his  fumy  dingle-dongle  way  down  to  his  knees* 

Nine  months  went  by,  and  Mary  burst  asunder; 

Nine  months  went  by,  and  Mary  burst  asunder; 

And  out  jumped  a  corporal  with  a  regimental  number. 

And  a  funny  dingle-dangle  way  down  to  his  knees } 


GOODMAN 


Now,  I  cams  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

I  saw  a  hat  upon  the  rack 
fftieru  my  hat  ougrht  to  be* 

I  asked  my  wife,  my  darling  wife, 
”i?Vhose  hat  is  th&t  I  see? 

Y? hose  hat  is  that  uoon  the  rack 
Inhere  my  hat  ought  to  be?” 

nfou  damned  fool,  you  drunken  fool. 
Any  son-of-a-bitch  can  see 
it ‘ s  nothing  but  a  pisspot 
That  you  have  given  to  me;.1” 

Now,  I  have  traveled  round  this  world 
Some  forty  years  or  more. 

But  a  pisspot  with  a  swe&tband 
I’ve  never  seen  before*1 

2.  Pants  —  chair 

Curt  9.in- sash  —  pecker- tracks 


3 


Pole 

Rolling-pin 


hole 

circumcised 


RING  DANG  DOO 


I  went  to  town,  and  on  the  street 
1  met  a  girl  so  very  sweet; 

She  said,  ’Helloi  ”  1  said,  ’Hear  doi 

Will  you  let  me  play  with  your  Ring  Dang  Boo?  ” 

"A  Ring  Dang  Doo,  pray  what  is  that?” 

’’it's  soft  and  sweet  like  a  pussy  cat. 

Covered  with  hair  and  cracked  in  two; 

That's  what  is  called  a  Ring-  Dang  Doo*" 

She  took  me  down  her  old  man's  cellar. 

Said  I  was  a  darned  nice  feller; 

She  fed  me  wine  and  whiskey  too 

And  let  me  play  with  her  Ring  Dang  Doo. 

She  laid  me  in  her  pappy's  bed. 

Put  two  pillows  beneath  my  head. 

Took  my  Johnny  in  her  hand. 

And  shoved  it  up  her  Promised  Land. 

^sau^hty  girl!”  her  mother  said, 

’’For  lotting  him  crack  your  maidenhead.' 

Pack  iip  your  trunk  and  suitcase  too. 

And  go  to  hell  with  your  Ring  Dang  Doo.'n 

The  men  they  came,  the  men  they  went; 

The  price  went  down  to  fifty  cents; 

From  sweet  sixteen  to  sixty-two 

She  let  them  play  with  her  Ring  Dang  Doo.' 


NO  BALLS  AT  ALL! 

£>h,  come,  all  ye  laddies  and  listen  to  me. 

And  I'll  tell  you  a  tale  that  will  fill  you  with  glee 
Of  a  pretty  young  maiden  so  fair  and  so  till 
mo  married  a  man  with  no  balls  at  all  j 

No  balls  at  all;  no  balls  at  all; 

She  married  a  man  who  had  no  balls  at  alii 

The  night  of  the  wedding  she  crept  into  bed 
(Her  cheeks  were  so  rosy,  her  ass  was  so  red,*); 

She  reached  for  his  penis,  his  penis  was  small. 

She  reached  for  his  balls,  he  had  no  balls  at  alii 

”0h,  mother,  oh,  mother,  oh  what  shall  i  do? 

I’ve  married  a  man  who's  unable  to  screw. 

My  troubles  are  many,  my  pleasures  are  small. 

For  I !ve  married  a  man  who  has  no  balls  at  alii” 

”0h,  daughter,  oh,  daughter,  do  not  be  so  sad; 

The  same  thing  happened  to  your  dear  old  dad. 

There's  always  an  iceman  awaiting  the  call 
Of  the  wife  of  the  man  who  has  no  ballls  at  alii” 


This  daring  young  daughter  took  mother  ls  advice 
And  laid  with  the  man  that  delivers  the  ice; 

A  bouncing  . tough  bastard,  was- born  in  the  fall 
To  the  wife  of  the  man  who  had  no  balls  at  alii 

Nina  months  have  elapsed  since  that  memorable.  night; 
The  boy  that  was  born  was  a  terrible  sight* 

His  head  was  too  large,  and  his  body  too  small. 

But  the  worst  thing  of  all  —  he  had  no  balls  at.  all J 


wm  AS  YOU  AND  I 

A  fool  there  was,  and  he  met  a  belle, 

Sven  as  you  and  21 
He  took  her  to  a  swrell  hotel, 
men  as  you  and  IJ 

He  thought  himself  a  smart  young  gink 

As  he  wrote,  ?!And  Wife,  with  his  pen  and  ink 

(And  gave  the  desk  clerk  a  nudge  and  wink) 

Even  as  you  and  211 

He  called  her  ^ear”  and  she  called  him  .Vet”*' 

He  smiled  as  he  thought  what  he  was  to  get; 

The  jane  was  Frisco*s  most  beautiful  belle. 

And  Julius  was  set  to  give  Jane  hell. 

But  when  you*re  past  fifty  you  never  can  telli 

They  went  up  the  hallway  and  into  the  room. 

Trying  to  look  like  a  brine  and  groom; 

He  gaged  on  her  beautiful  form  divine. 

He  put  out  the  light  and  pulled  down  the  blind. 

And  thought  he  ms  in  for  a  wonderful  time.1 

She  took  off  her  waist  and  showed  her  white  breast; 
He  stripped  right  down  to  the  hair  on  his  chest; 

He  jumped  into  bed  with  a  yearning  desire. 

His  body  was  feverish,  his  brain  was  on  fire. 

And  then  he  discovered  he  had  a  flat  tirei 
Oy,  yoyi  Oy,  yoyi  Oy,  yoyJ 

The  fool  sat  down,  and  he  made  a  prayer. 

To  a  rag  and  a  bone  and  a  hank  of  hair; 

For  once  in  his  life  he  prayed  on  the  square; 

But  the  beautiful  Jane  gave  up  in  despair. 

She  called  in  a  bellhop  and  gave  Julius  the  air* 
This  is  between  you  and  3J 


in  derby  mm 


In  Derby  Town,  in  Derbjr  Tovm 
The  streets  are  made  of  glads; 

And  every  tima  you  take  a  step. 

You  fall  right  on  your  ass. 

Inky- di nicy  bob-o-linky. 

Ilever  tell  a.  lie . 

Come  to  Darby  Tovm 
And  say  the  sarne  as  _I l  i 

In  Darby  Town,  in  Derby  Town, 

A  teaoher  was  teaching  a  class. 

And  every  time  she  ;d  turn  her  back 
They'd  kick  her  in  the  ass. 

In  Derby  Town,  in  Derby  Town 
There  were  two  men  who  were  rich; 
One  was  the  son  of  a  millionaire. 
The  other  a  s  on-  of  -  a-b  itch.’ 

In  Derby  Town,  in  Derby  Town, 

A  lady  was  climbing  a  pole. 

And  every  time  a  man  walked  by 
He'd  look  right  up  her  hole.' 

In  Darby  Tovm,  in  Derby  Town 
Two  men  were  digging  a  ditch; 

One  of  them  said  to  the  other  one, 
’You're  a  dirty  s on-of -a-b itch i  " 

In  Derby  Town,  in  Derby  Town 
A  man  was  driving  a  truck. 

And  every  time  a  girl  walked  by 
H§  *d  ask  her  for  a  fucki 


THIS  GAY  CABALLERO 


I  once  was  a  gay  Caballero 
Coming  from  Rio  Janeiro, 

Bringing  with  me  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros. 

I  met  a  gay  senorita. 

An  exceedingly  gay  senorita, 

I  asked  her  to  see  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros. 

She  said  she  hadn’t  oughter. 

For  she  was  a  minister’s  daughter. 

But  she  wanted  to  see  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros i 

1  laid  her  on  the  sofita. 

An  exceedingly  soft  sofita. 

And  inserted  the  tip  of  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros. 


That  son- of-a-b itch  senorita. 

She  gave  me  a  case  of  clapita, 

Right  on  the  tip  of  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros* 

I  ’went  to  see  my  medico. 

An  exceedingly  msa  medico, 

lie  cut  of  the  tip  of  my  lachambolee 

And  both  of  my  lachamboleros* 

I  now  am  a  sad  caballero 
Returning  to  Rio  uaneiro, 
without  the  tip  of  my  lachambolee 
And  both  of  my  lachamboleros*1 


TS.£  PIONEERS 

The  pioneers  have  hairy  ears; 

Ihey  piss  through  leather  britches; 

They  wipe  their  ass  on  broken  glass, 

Ihose  hardy  sons- of -bitches/ 

"When  cunt  is  rare  they  fuck  a  bear 
(They  knife  him  if  he  snitches); 

They  knock  their  cocks  against  the  rocks. 
Those  h&rdy  sons-of-bitches/ 

They  take  their  ass  upon  the  grass 
From  fairies  or  from  witches; 

Their  two-pound  dinks  are  full  of  kinks. 
Those  hardy  sons-of-bitches/ 

Without  remorse  they  fuck  a  horse 
And  beat  him  if  he  twitches; 

Their  mighty  dicks  are  full  of  nicks. 
Those  hardy  sons -of -bite has.* 


To  make  a  mule  stand  for  the  tool 
Hels  beat  with  hickory  switches; 

They  use  their  pricks  for  walking  sticks, 
ihose  hardy  sons-of -bitches  I 

Great  joy  they  reap  from  buggering  sheep 
In  sundry  bogs  and  ditches; 

Nor  give  a  damn  if  he  be  a  ram  — 

Those  hardy  sons -of -b itches i 

When  booze  is  rare,  they  do  not  care. 

They  take  a  shot  of  Fitches1; 

They  fuck  their  wives  with  butcher  knives 
Those  hardy  sons -of -bitches/ 


RED  WING 


There  once  was  an  Indian  Maid 
Mio  was  very  much  afraid 
That  some  buckaroo 
Would  slip  it  up  her  slough 
As  she  lay  sleeping  in  the  shade,; 

Now  she  had  an  idea  grands 
She  filled  her  slit  with  sand. 

So  no  buckaroo 
Would  slip  it  up  her  slough 
As  she  lay  sleeping  In  the  shade. 

Oh  the  moon  shines  down  on  pretty  Redwing , 
As  she  lies  sleeping. 

There  comes  a-c reaping, 

A  nair  of  cowboy  eves  ja  nne aking 
In  search  of  the  promised  land , 

Now  this  buckaroo  was  wise. 

He  crept  between  her  thighs. 

And  with  a  gum-boot 
On  the  end  of  his  root 
He  started  for  the  promised  land. 

Little  Redwing  came  to  life 
And  drew  her  bowie  knife; 

With  one  pa as 

She  out  his  balls  from  his  ass. 

And  his  sporting  days  were  o*er. 

Oh  the  sun  shines  down  on  pretty  Redwing, 
As  she  lies  snoring. 

There  hangs  a.  warning, 

A  pair  of  cowboy  rocks  adorning 
Tha  flap  of  her  wigwam  door. 


ONE  BALL  RILEY 

As  I  was  sittin1  in  O'Riley^s  ban 
Listening  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

Came  a  thought  into  my  head, 

"Gonna  go  shag  u*SIley4*s  daughter.” 

Tiddle-i-e.g %  tiddle-i-ay, 

Give  three  cheers  for  the  One  Ball  ffileyi 
Rub-a-dub-dub .  balls  and  all . 

AjfL^SMZrfiliZ.9  onl 

First  I  threw  her  on  the  floor; 

Then  I  threw  my  left  leg  over; 

Shagged  and  shagged  till  she  yelled  for  more. 
Shagged  until  the  fun  was  over. 

Came  a  knocking  at  her  door; 

Who  should  it  be  but  her  God-damned  father, 
xwo  horse-pistols  in  his  hands, 

Lookin *  for  the  guy  rAv-t  shagged  his  daughter 


First  I  grabbed  him  by  the  neck. 

Shoved  his  head  in  a  pail  of  water. 

Shoved  those  pistols  up  his  ass 
Farther  than  I  shagged  His  daughter. 

when  I  go  walking  down  the  street. 

The  people  stand  on  every  corner j 
"There 's  that  God-damned  son-of-a-bitch. 
The  'guy  that  shagged  O’Riley’s  daughter/" 


COHSERViS  THIS  AMMUNITION 


Save  your  ammunition,  boys,  don’t  waste  a  single  shot. 

For  some  day  you  may  need  a  little,  just  as  like  as  not; 

Don‘t  be  a’  fool  and  blaze  away  at  everything  you  see; 

Select  the  best,  pass  up  the  rest,  and,  take  a  tip  from  me. 

The  game  is  fine  and  plentiful,  the  supply  exceeds  the  demand. 

So  use  a  little  judgment  —  keep  a  fair  supply  on  hand; 

For  when  you  run  out  of  lead  you  might  just  as  well  be  dead. 

And  what  good * s  the  inclination  when  it’s  only  in  your  head? 

I'm  told  each  man  starts  out  with  three  thousand  rounds,  about. 
And  that  he  can  neither  borrow,  beg,  nor  steal  when  he  runs  out; 
So  itvs  up  to  you,  old  Top,  and  you’ll  find  it  cut  at  last, 

That  the  mill  can  never  grind  with  water  that  is  passed; 

So  conserve  your  ammunition  while  you  are  young  and  strong; 
Remember  you  are  ageing,  getting  pretty  well  along. 

And  should  you  meet  a  worthy  foe,  that  foe  would  jeer  and  scoff 
If  twere  found  you  had  an  old  gun  that  you  couldn’t  fire  off; 

1  find  then  men  grow  old,  with  ammunition  meagre. 

They  lose  enthusiasm,  and  are  never  quite  so  eager 
As  when  young  and  full  of  vigor,  and  it's  tough  to  hear  them  say 
"Had  a  good  supply  of  lead,  I  did,  but  I  shot  it  all  away Z  " 

Don’t  boast  of  what  you  used  to  do,  way  back  long  years  ago. 

For  that  makes  people  tired,  and  what  they  want  to  know  f" 

Is  —  can  you  turn  the  trick  today?  If  not,  you*re  in  the  panics 
With  those  who  do  no  damage  and  fire  only  harmless  blanks. 

The  successful  athlete  depends  upon  his  strength  and  skill; 

The  pugilist  must  have  a  punch  that  he  can  land  at  will; 

’Tis  so  in  every  walk  of  life.  If  you  don't  possess  the  stuff. 
You'll  have  to  take  a  gambler's  chance  of  winning  out  through, 
bluff 

To  be  entirely  put  of  lead,  you  mi  edit  as  well  be  dovm  in  hades; 
rou  can  fool,  a  bunch  of  men,  but  you  cannot  fool  the  ladies, 

Who  are  keen  and  quite  observing  —  'tis  instinct  makes  them  so 
They're  cool,  calculating  Missourians,  whom  you  have  pot  to  show 


MOTHER  PIECE 


Now,  Bill,  she  said.  No  more  tonight. 

For  three  you've  had  already; 

She  wa s  indeed  quite  liberal. 

But  then  he  was  her  steady. 

But,  Bill  replied  with  great  emotion. 
Can't  you  see,  dear,  that  I  crave  it? 
And  furthermore  dust  what's  the  use 
Of  endeavoring  to  save  it? 

Learn  to  control  yourself,  she  said. 

For  soon  we  will  be  married* 

Accomplish  this,  and  we’ll  be  happy. 

This  was  how  she  parried. 

But  it’s  ripe,  my  angel  girl. 

And  it  will  not  last  forever. 

She  just  smiled  and  taunted,  laughing. 
Don't  you  think  youi're  awfully  clever? 

Oh,  dear,  he  said,  just  one  more  piece; 

1*11  soon  have  it  stripped,  my  dear; 
One  more  will  not  hurt,  my  darling; 
Banish  your  unfounded  fear. 

Well,  she  said.  Here,  you  can  have  it; 

But  you  must  strip  it  by  yourself. 

He  slowly  stripped  the  herbacious  fruit 
And  ate  the  whole  banana  himself. 

A  SEVENTY  YEAR  OLD  FOLLOWER 


An  old.  sport  lounged  in  a  grandstand  chair. 

Shit  in  his  whiskers  and  hay  in  his  hair. 

And  his  voice  rang  hoarse  in  the  salty  a.ir: 

"He  *11  win  in  a  walk,  b'Jesusi" 

Just  wait  till  you  see  them  turn  him  loose; 

He'll  go  through  th&t  field  like  shit  through  a  goose; 

He'll  do  it  as  easy  as  ace  takes  a  deuce  —  etc. 

His  breeding  is  right;  he  can't  run  slow: 

He's  out  of  Black  Bitch,  by  Bollicky  Joe- 
That  bunch  of  crowbait  won't  even  show  —  eth. 

I  ain’t  got  no  money,  but  if  I  was  rich, 

I'd  go  dead  broke  on  that  son- of-a-b itch; 

When  he  gets  a-going  he'll  make  'em  all  itch  —  etc. 

The  barrier's  up,  he  got  the  worst  kind,  of  start; 

It  don't-  make  no  difference  —  he  don’t  give  a  fart; 

The  suckers  are  yellow  —  he’s  game;  what  a  heart  --  etc. 

From  the  nineteenth  position  way  out  in  the  grass, 

Where  the  weeds  are  so  tall  they  tickle  his  ass, 

He's  nosed  into  fourth  place  past  Scotch  Highland  Lass  —  etc. 

They‘ve  swung  down  the  stretch  and  the  bastard,  is  third; 

He's  worked  up  to  second  —  he's  slipped  on  a  turd; 

He'S  down  in  the  ditch,  sweet  son- of -a -bitch.' 

He  He  wasn't  in  it,  b'Jesus.* 


LULU 


Now,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  called  him  Sunny  Jim; 

She  put  him  in  a  pis spot 
3?o  teach  him  how  to  swim. 

He  swam  to  the  "bottom; 

He  swam  to  the  top; 

Lulu  got  excited 

And  grabbed  him  by  the  cock. 

Nov/,  bang  away  at  Lulu; 

Bang  it  good  and  strong; 
nil  at 1 11  ws  do  for  banging 
Mien  banging  Lulu's  gone? 

I  wish  I  were  a  diamond 
upon  fair  Lulu's  hand. 

And  every  tine  she1 d  wipe  her  ass 
I'd  see  the  promised  land. 

I  vrish  I  were  a  necklace 
Upon  fair  Lulu's  breast. 

And  every  time  she  heaved  a  sigh 
I*d  see  the  old  crow's  nest. 

2. 

I  wish  X  was  a  diamond  - 
Upon  my  Lulu's  hand. 

And  every  tine  she  wiped  her  ass, 

I'd  see  the  promised  land. 

Bang  away,  my  Lulu: 

Bang  away  good  and  strong: 

Oh.  what,  will  we  do  for  a,  damned  good  screw 
«fhgn  Lulu ■  s  de ad  and  gone? 

I  wish  I  was  a  pee -pot 
Beneath  my  Lulu's  bedj. 

For  every  time  she  took  a  piss 
I‘d  see  her  maidenhead. 

My  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  named  it  Sunny  Jim; 

She  dropped  it  in  the  pis spot 
To  see  if  it  could  swim. 

First  it  went  to  the  bottom. 

And  then  it  came  to  the  top; 

When  my  Lulu  got  excited 
And  grabbed  it  by  the  cock. 

I  vrish  I  was  the  candle 
i.’ithin  my  Lulu's  room; 

And  every  night  at  nine  o'clock 
I'd  penetrate  her  vromb. 


My  Lulu's  tall  and  sprightly; 

My  Lulu's  tall  and  thin; 

I  caught  hsr  by  the  railroad  track. 
Jacking  off  with  a  coupling  pin. 

I  took  her  to  the  Foodie  Dog, 

Up  on  the  seventh  floor; 

And  there  I  gave  her  seventeen  raps, 
A£d  still  she  called  for  more. 

My  Lulu  was  arrested; 

Ton  dollars  was  the  fine; 

She  said  to  the  judge* 

’’Take  it  out  of  this  ass  of  minej" 

3. 

How,  Lulu  was  a  pretty  gal; 

Her  eyes  were  snake  shit  brown; 

Her  cheeks  were  like  a  billygoat’s  ass 
Her  tits  were  big  and  round. 

Bang;  my  Lulu. 

Bang  her  good  and  strong: 

•Aho  th9  hell  am  _x  gonna  bang 
Tth en  Lu lu  1  s  dead  and  gone? 

How,  Lulu  had  a  little  boy. 

She  called  him  Sunny  Jim, 

She  put  him  in  a  pisspot 
Just  to  see  th9  bastard  swim. 

i  wish  I  were  a  cake  of  soap 
Right  in  my  Lulu’s  tub. 

And  every  time  she  took  a  bath 
Just  think  -what  I  would  rub.’ 

I  wish  I  were  a  little  flea 
Right  in  my  Lulu's  thigh. 

And  every  time  she  spread  her  legs 
I*d  bang  her  to  the  sky.' 


BELL  BOTTOM  TROUSERS 
(The  Servant  Maid's  Lament.*) 

TOien  I  was  but  a  serving  girl 
Way  dovm  in  New  Orleans, 

X  had  a  mysterious  happening 
That  brought  me  to  mv  shame* 

I  met  up  with  a  sailor 

lhord  just  cone  back  from  sea, 

And  that  ms  the  beginning 
Of  all  my  misery* 

He  asked  me  for  a  candle 
To  light  his  way  to  bed; 

He  asked  me  for  a  handkerchief 
To  tie  around  his  head* 

And  like  a  foolish  maiden, 

Hot  thinking  it  no  harm, 

1  jumped  into  that  sailor's  bed 
To  keep  him  nice  and  warm. 

He  put  his  arm  around  me 

And  kissed  me  there  in  bed; 

Than  with  his  nine -inch  Johnson  bar 
He  broke  my  maidenhead. 

Harly  in  the  morning, 

When  that  sailer  boy  awoke. 

He  reached  into  his  pocket 
And  handed  me  a  note. 

"You  take  this,  my  darling. 

For  the  wrong  that  X  have  done; 

For  in  nine  months  youi*re  going 
To  have,  a  daughter  or  a  son.* 

"And  if  it  is  a  little  girl 
Just  rock  her  on  your  knee; 

But  if  it  is  a  little  boy, 

Hhy,  send  him  out  to  sea, 

"With  his  be 11 -bottom  trousers. 

And  his  jumpers  made  of  blue. 

And  let  him  climb  the  masthead 
Like  his  daddy  used  to  do/ " 

Now,  all  you  pretty  maidens, 

A  warning  take  from  me: 

Never  let  h  sailbr  put 

Hds  hand  above’"  your -knee# 

For  I  did  it  once. 

And  you  can  plainly  see. 

He  went  away  and  left  me 
V?ith  a  baby  on  my  knee/ 


2. 


Oh,  I  T?as  but  a  serving  maid, 

I  lived  in  Drury  Lane. 

My  master  ho  -was  kind  to  me, 

Mv  mistress  was  the  same. 

Oh,  along  came  a  sailor  lad 
Ifith  heart  so  bold  and  free. 

And  he  caused  all  the  trouble 
That  ever  came  to.  me.1 

Fearing  bell-bottom  trousers 
And  coat  of  navy  blue . 

He  'll  climb  un  the  rigging 
Like  his  daddy  used  to  do. 

He  asked  me  for  a  candle 
To  light  him  to  his  bed; 

He  asked  me  for  a  kerchief 
To  wat>  around  his  head. 

Oh,  I  was  but  a  foolish  maid. 

And  thinking  it  no  harm, 

I  hopped  into  that  sailor 4 s  bed 
To  keep  the  sailor  ’warm* 

Oh,  early  in  the  morning. 

He  was  gone  when  I  awoke; 

A  letter  on  the  mantel 

Mth  a  soggy  five-pound  note* 

"Oh,  this  will  help  to  pay  for 
Th©  mishhief  X  have  done. 

For  you  may  have  a  daughter. 

And  you  may  have  a  son/ 

,TX£  you  have  a  daughter, 

i  ou  may  bounce  her  on  your  knee; 
But  if  you  have  a  son. 

Send  the  bastard  off  to  sea.1  ” 

( As  ab  ove  exc apt : ) 

Jsarlv  in  the  morning. 

At  the  break  of  day. 

He  handed  me  a  fiver. 

And  he  ms  on  his  way* 

His  hand  had  wandered  idly. 

In  the  course  of  which. 

His  finger  crushed  my  glory  -- 
Ihe  lousy  son-of-a-bitchi 

He  said,  nIf  you  have  a  little  girl, 
Bounce  her  on  your  knee. 

And  when  the  bitch  is  seventeen, 

S^nd  her  here  to  me. 

A^d  if  you  have  a  little  boy. 

Bounce  him  on  your  knee. 

And  when  ho  is  seventeen. 

Send  the  bastard  out  to  sea.*  n 


4, 

The  Rifleman 


*Twa.s  at  a  ball  I  met  her, 

I  asked  her  for  a  dance j 

She  could  tell  I  was  a  rifleman 
By  the  way  1  wore  my  pants. 

My  shoes  were  neatly  polished. 

My  hair  was  neatly  combed. 

And  after  the  ball  was  over, 

I  asked  to  take  her  home. 

*Twas  in  her  father ‘s  hallway 
That  she  was  led  astray. 

! Twas  in  her  mother  1 s  bedroom 
That  she  first  got  her  lay. 

I  promised  her  silks  and  satins, 

1  promised  her  diamond  rings. 

i  promised  her  a  golden  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

She  never  ^ot  silks  or  satins. 

She  never  got  diamond  rings. 

All  she  got  was  a  wooden  cradle 
To  rock  her  bastard  in. 

Oh  girls,  oh  girls,  take  warning. 
And  listen  to  my  plea. 

Don’t  ever  trust  a  rifleman 
An  inch  above  your  knee. 

He'll  love  you  and  caress  you. 

And  sav  that  he'll  be  true. 

But  when  your  oheryy's  busted. 
He'll  say  to  hell  with  you.5 


m3  SAME  TEE  WHOLE  WORLD  OVER 


It's  the  same  the  whole  world  over, 
It-s  the  poor  that  grots  the  blame, 

V’ihile  the  rich  have  all  the  pleasures; 
Now,  ain't  that  a  blinking  shame? 

She  was  just  a  parson's  daughter, 
ir'ure,  unstained  was  her  fame, 

Till  a.  country  squire  came  courting. 
And  the  poor  girl  lost  her  name. 

So  she  went  away  to  London, 

Just  to  hide  her  guilty  shame; 

Ihero  she  met  an  army  chaplain. 

Once  again  she  lost  her  name. 

Hear  him  as  he  jaws  his  tommies. 
Warning  of  Hell's  bright  flame; 

With  all  her  heart  she  had  trusted. 

But  still  she  lost  her  name. 

Now,  he*s  in  his  riding  britches, 
Hunting  foxes  in  the  chase, 

Tdiile  the  victim  of  his  folly 
Makes  her  living  in  disgrace. 

So  she  settled  down  in  London, 

Sinking  deeper  in  her  shame; 

Then  she  met  a  labor  leader  — 

Once  again  she  lost  her  name. 

Now,  hefs  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
Making  laws  and  gaining  fame, 

While  the  victim  of  his  pleasures 

Walks  the  street  each  night  in  shame 

Then  there  came  a  bleated  bishop. 
Marriage  was  the  tale  he  told; 

There  was  no  one  else  to  take  her. 

So  she  sold  her  soul  for  gold. 

See  her  in  her  horse  and  carriage 
Hiding  daily  through  the  park; 

Though  she  1 s  made  a  wealthy  marriage. 
Still  she  hides  a  breaking  heart. 

In  a  cottage  down  in  Sussex 
Live  her  narants  old  and  lame. 

And  they  drink  the  wine  she  sends  them 
But  they  never  speak  her  name. 

It's  the  sama  the  whole  world  over, 
lt*s  the  poor  what  gets  the  blame, 

Mhile  the  rich  have  all  the  pleasures. 
Now,  ainTt  that  a  blinking  shame? 


POOR  BUT  HONEST 


She  was  poor,  but  she  was  honest. 

Victim  of  the  squired  whim: 

First  he  loved  her,  then  he  left  her. 
And  she  lost  her  honest  name. 

Then  she  ran  away  to  London, 

For  to  hide  her  grief  and  shame; 

There  she  met  another  souire. 

And  she  lost  her  neme  again. 

See  her  riding  in  her  carriage. 

In  the  park  and  all  so  gay; 

All  the  nibs  and  nobby  oersons 
Gome  to  pass  the  time  of  day# 

See  the  little  old-world  village 
Where  her  aged  parents  live. 

Drinking  the  champagne  she  sends  them; 
But  they  never  can  forgive. 

In  the  rich  man*s  arms  she  flutters. 
Like  a  bird  with  broken  wing: 

First  he  loved  her,  then  he  left  her. 
And  she  hasn*t  got  a  ring. 

See  him  in  the  splendid  mansion, 
Entertaining  with  the  best. 

While  the  girl  that  he  has  ruined, 
Entertains  a  sordid  guest. 

See  him  In  the  House  of  Commons, 

Making  laws  to  put  down  crime, 

While  the  victim  of  his  passions 

Trails  her  way  through  mud  and  slime. 


Standing  on  the  bridge  at  midnight, 

She  says:  "Farewell,  blighted  love.  n 
There's  &  scream,  a  splash  —  Good  Heavens i 
What  is  she  a-doing  of? 

Then  they  drag  her  from  the  river, 

Water  from  her  clothes  they  wrang, 

For  they  thought  that  she  was  droamdedj 
But  the  corpse  got  up  and  sang: 

"It'g  the  same  the  whole  world  over; 

It 1 s  the  poor  that  gets  the  blame, 
it-s  the  rich  that  gets  the  pleasure.4 
±sn  t  it  a  blooming  shame?" 


SHE  CAME  ROLLIN'  DOWN  THE  MOUNTAIN 


In  the  hills  of  West  Virginny 
Lived  a  galxnamed  Nancy  Brown; 

She  was  the  fairest  maiden 
In  city  or  in  town. 

One  day  there  came  a  deacon, 

A*seekin  for  a  thrill; 

He  took  our  little  Nancy  Brown 
Away  up  in  the  hills.* 

She  came  rollin'  down  the  mountain, 

Roll in'  down  the  mountain, 

Rollin'  down  the  mountain  mighty  wise; 

For  she  didn't  give  the  deacon 
The  thrill  that  ne  was  seekin*; 

She's  as  pure  as  West  Virginia's  bluest  skies.* 

3hen  there  came  a  western  cowboy 
With  all  his  chaps  and  frills; 

He  also  took  our  Nancy  Brown 
A-way  up  in  the  hills. 

She  came  rollin'  down  the  mountain, 

RolliA*  down  the  mountain. 

Rollin'  down  the  mountain  like  a  lamb; 

For  in  spite  of  all  his  urgin' 

She  still  remained  a  virgin; 

She's  as  pure  as  West  Virginia's  home -smoked  ham 

Then  there  came  a  city  slicker 
With  his  hundred  dollar  bills; 

And  he  took  our  little  Nancy  Brovm 
Away  up  in  the  hills. 

Oh,  she  stayed  up  in  the  mountains. 

She  stayed  up  in  the  mountains , 

She  stayed  up  in  the  mountains  all  that  night; 
She  came  dorm  next  mornin'  early. 

More  a  woman  than  a  girlie. 

And  her  pappy  kicked  the  hussy  out  of  sight; 

Now  she's  livin'  in  the  city. 

Livin'  in  the  city. 

Livin'  in  the  city  mighty  swell; 

For  shs*s  through  with  cookin'  vittles 
And  with  washin*  pots  and  kettles. 

And  the  West  Virginia  hills  can  go  to  hell;' 


LADY  LIL 

(By*  Butene  Field ) 

Lil  was  the  best  our  camp  produced. 

And  of  all  the  cents  what  Lilian  goosed. 
None  had  such  goosin',  nor  never  will. 
Since  the  Lord  raked  in  poor  Lady  Lil* 

We  had  a  hot  in  our  town 
There  warn't  no  geezer  that  could  brown 
Lil  to  a  finish,  any  style- - 
And  no  bloke  ever  made  the  trial 
*Cept  Short;  Fete,  the  halfbreed  galoot, 
Who  wandered  in  from  Scruggins *  Chute. 
His  t akin*  it  surprised  us  all. 

For  Pete,  he  warn't  so  big  nor  tall. 

But  when  he  yanked  his  tool  out  far 
And  laid  it  out  across  the  bar, 
fte  * 1 owed  our  Lil  had  met  her  fate. 

But  thar  warn't  no  baokin*  out  that  late- 
And  so  v to  *  ranged  to  have  the  mill 
Behind  the  whorehouse  on  the  hill, 

Lhere  all  the  boys  could  get  a  seat 
And  watch  that  half  breed  brown  his  meat* 
Li 1* s  start  was  like  a  gentle  breeze 
That  swayed  the  noddin'  cypress  trees. 

But  when  het  up,  she  scr ewe d  for  keeps 
And  laid  her  victims  out  in  heaps. 

She  tiied  her  twists  and  double  biffs 
And  all  such  maneuvers  known  to  quiffs. 
But  Fete  war  thar  with  every  tack 
And  kept  a- let  tin1  out  more  jack, 

H%  madd  us  cockvsmen  fairly  sick. 

To  see  that  halfbreed  shove  his  prick. 

She  gave  Short  Pete  a  lively  mill 
And  wore  the  grass  half  off  the  hill. 

Till  finally  she  missed  her  shot, 

And  Short  Fete  had  her  on  the  pot; 

But  she  died  game,  just  let  me  tell. 

And  had  her  boots  on  when  she  fell. 

So  what. the  hell.  Bill,  what  the  hell; 


Lil ,  Poor  Lil_ 

She  was  the  best  our  camp  produced. 

And  them  that  ain't  been"  screwed  by  Lil 
Ain't  had  no  goose  or  never  will. 

For  Lil?s  been  took  away. 

•Twas  a  standing  bet  around  our  town 

That  no  one  could  screw  her  and  clamp  her  dorm. 

For  wh  en  Lil  scr  ewe  d ,  s  he  s  c  re  we  d  for  keeps, 

And  piled  her  victims  up  in' heaps. 


But  down  from,  the  north  came  Yukon  Pete, 
Do-n  from  the  land  where  the  winters  meet. 
When  he  laid  his  cock  out  on  the  bar. 

The  damn  thing  reached  from  here  to  thar. 

We  all  knew  Lil  had  met  her  fate, 

But  we  couldn/t  back  dorm  that  thar  late. 
So  it  was  arranged  down  by  the  mill 
Back  of  the  schoojhouse  on  the  hill. 


Ihen  all  the  boys  could  rret  a  seat 
And  watch  that  half-breed  bury  his  meat, 

Lil  started  out  like  an  autumn  breeze 
•whistling  through  the  hemlock  trees* 

She  tried  the  twist  and  double  bunt 
And  all  the  tricks  what’s  known  to  cunt* 

But  Bote  ms  with  her  every  lick 
And  Just  kept  reeling  out  more  prick. 

At  last  poor  Lil  just  had  to  stop 
For  Pete  had  nailed  her  on  the  snot* 

Her  clothes  were  tattered  and  torn  to  shreds 
And  scattered  all  over  the  cactus  beds. 

The  sod  was  rioped.  for  miles  around 
there  poor  Lilfs  ass  had  hit  the  ground $ 

But  she  died  game,  I'm  here  to  toil. 

Died  with  her  boots  on  where  she  fell.4 
So  what  the  hell,  boys,  what  the  hell.* 

Her  lame  Was  Lil 

Oh,  her  name  was  Lil,  and  she  was  a  beauty. 

She  lived  in  a  house  of  ill  repute©. 

The  men  all  came  from  far  to  see 
Lilian  in  her  deshabille. 

Oho,  Lily  in  her  deshabille/ 

She  was  comely,  she  was  fair, 

She  had  lovely  yellow  hair. 

But  she  drank  too  much  of  the  demon  rum,. 

And  she  smoked  hashish  and  opium* 

Oho,  she  smoked  hashish  and  opium/ 

Now  day  by  day  her  cheeks  grew  thinner 
Because  of  the  lack  of  protein  in  her. 

She  grew  two  hollows  in  her  chest 

Till  she  had  to  go  around  completely  dressed. 

Oho,  she  had  to  go  around  completely  dressed/ 

She  went  to  see  the  house  physician 
To  prescribe  for  her  condition. 
nt ou  have  got,11  the  doctor  say, 

TIPe r-ni sh-i-us  anem-i-a . 

Oho,  per-nish-i-us  anem-i-ai  tf 

She  took  treatments  in  the  sun, 

Bhe  even  tried  Scott's  emul-si-on. 

Three  times  daily  she  took  yeast. 

But  still  her  clientele  decreased. 

Oho,  still  her  clientele  decreased/ 

Now  it  may  be  said  of  her  cli-en- telly. 

That  it  rested  mainly  on  her  belly. 

And  when  she  covered  her  belly  with  cloth, 

Her  clientele  grew  exceedingly  wroth. 

Oho,  her  clientele  grew  exceedingly  wroth/ 


How  clothes  may  make  a  girl  go  far. 

But  they  have  no  plac«  on  a  fille  de  joiej 
And  Lily’s  troubles  they  began 
Mien  she  concealed  her  abdomen, 

uho,  when  she  concealed  her  abdomen^ 

As  she  JLay  there  in  her  dishonor 

She  felt  the  hand  of  the  Lord  uron  her. 

She  said,  u0h,  Lord,  1  do  re rent. 

But  that 1  s  gonna  cost  you  thirty-five  cent. 
Oho,  that 1 s  gonna  cost  you  thrity-five  co 


LYDIA  PINKHAM 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  Lydia  Pinkham 
And  her  compound  so  refined, 
it  turned  cricks  to  flowering  fountains 
And  made  cunts  grow  on  behind? 

Then,  we  ♦  11  s ing «  we  1 11  sing. 

We  1 1 1  sing  of  Lyd  ja  Pinkham, 

Savior  of  the  human,  race » 

How  she  make s » she  bottles , 

She  sells  her  vegetable  compound « 

And  the  papers  publish  her  face i 

Widow  Brown  she  had  no  children 
Though  she  loved  them  very  dear. 

So  she  took,  she  swallowed,  she  gargled 
S  ome  ve  get  able  c  orro  ound , 

And  now  she  has  them  twice  a  year; 

Willie  Smith  had  peritonitis. 

And  he  couldn't  piss  at  all. 

So  he  took,  he  swallowed,  he  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  he's  a  human  water-fall; 

Mrs*  Jones  had  rotten  kidneys; 

Poor  old  lady  couldn't  x>ee; 

So  she  took,  she  swallowed,  she  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  they  pipe  her  to  the  seai 

Geraldine  she  had  no  breastworks. 

And  she  couldn’t  fill  her  blouse* 

So  she  took,  she  swallowed,  she  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  they  milk  her  with  the  cows £ 

Arthur  TSIhite  had  been  castrated. 

And  had  not  a  single  nut. 

So  he  took,  he  swallowed,  he  gargled. 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  they  hang  all  round  his  butti 


Walts r  Black  was  a  bearded  lady. 

And  his  pecker  wouldn't  neck. 

So  he  took,  he- swallowed,  he  gargled 
Some  vegetable  compound. 

And  now  it‘s  as  long  as  a  gy-raffe's  nock/. 

Lyd  i  a  Pi  nkham. 1  s  G omn  ound 

Oh,  Mrs,  Jones  had  a.  pregnant  daughter. 

And  oh,  the  pain  was  hard  to  bear. 

So  she  gave  her  a  bottle  of  Sompound, 

And  she  drooped  her  cargo  right’ under  the  stair 

So  we  ; 11  drink  a  dri nk  a.  drink 
To  Lydia  r-jnka  Pinka  rink. 

The  sayior  of  the  human  race. 

She  invented  a.  legitimate  compound. 

And  now  all  the  papers  pub? ish  her  face/ 

Oh,  little  Johnny,  the  little  bastard. 

Through  masturbation  had  lost  his  vimj 
So  we  gave  him  two  bottles  of  Compound, 

A^d  now  the  rabbits  all  envy  him/ 

Oh,  little  Willy,  the  little  fuck-up. 

Could  paws  no  water  —  oh,  none  at  all. 

So  we  gave  him  three  bottles  of  Compound, 

And  now  he  clears  a  ten-foot  wall. 


THIS  LOVER'S  ALPHABET 

A  for  the  Artful  word  he  uses. 

B  for  the  Blush  as  she  gently  refuses. 

C  for  the  Creep  of  his  hand  up  her  legs. 

D  for  the  KDon't"  as  she  quietly  begs. 

L  for  the  Excitement  when  his  hand  gets  higher. 
P  for  the  Feeling  of  ticklish  desire. 

G?  for  the  Gasp  as  her  sweet  spot  he  touches, 
h  for  her  Helplessness  fast  in  his  clutches. 

I  for  the  Itching  which  makes  her  feel  hot. 

J  for  the  Jumps  as  he  touches  her  spot. 

K  for  the  Kiss  with  which  he  rewards  her. 

L  for  the  Love  he  now  has  towards  her. 

M  for  the  Move  they  make  into  bed. 
k  for  the  Heat  way  her  legs  are  outspread. 

U  for  the  Opening  thereby  revealed. 

P  for  the  Pencil  already' peeled. 

Q  for  the  Queer  feeling  she  uas  when  it's  in. 
it  for  the  Rapture  even  though  it  is  sin. 

5  for  the  Strokes  which  rax  stronger  and  stropcm 
1  for  the  throbs  which  she  wants  to  last  longer, 
u  for  the  Unction  which  comes  with  a  rush. 
y  Tor  the  Vim  which  attends  a  last  push, 

Vt  for  the  'Wishes  to  do  it  again. 

X  for  the  ifflsstasy  girls  find  in  men, 

I  for  the  Yearning  which  comes  from  desire. 

Z  .for  the  Zeal  which  the  pleasure  inspires. 


AHN3  0 OOP SR  HEWITT 


I'm  only  a  sterilized  heiress, 

A  butt  for  the  laughter  of  rubes, 

I*m  comely  and  rich 
But  a  venomous  bitch  — 

My  mother  —  ran  off  with  my  tubes# 

Oh,  fie  on  you.,  mother ,  you,  dastard l 
Come  back  with  my  feminine  toys . 
Restore  my  abdomen 
And  make  me  _a  woman  — 

Jl  want,  to  go  out  with  the  boys  ! 

imagine  my  stark  consternation 
At  feeling  a  surgeon's  rude  hands 
exploring  my  person 
(page  Aimee  McPherson) 

And  then  rudely  snatching  my  glands# 

Oh ,  fie  on  you,  medical  monsters j 
How  c pul d  you  so  handle  my  charms? 

My  bos om  is  sinking. 

My  clitoris  shrinking  — 
i  need  a,  strong  man  in  my  arms i 

The  butler  and  second -man  snub  mo, 

Ho  more  will  they  use  my  door  key; 

The  cook  from  Samoa 
Has  spermatozoa  — 

For  others,  but  never  for  me# 

Oh ,  fie  on  you,  fickle  me n- s r v ants  1 
With  your,  strong  predilection  to  whore 
ffiio  cares  for,  paternity? 

Forgive  my  infirmity  — 

Can2t_  _a  girl  just  be  fun  any  more? 

What  ruling  in  court  can  repay  me 
For  losing  my  peas-in-the-pod? 

My  j  oy ou s  fee un^ i ty 
Turned  to  morbun^ity 
Like  Pickford,  Ullihave  to  try  God. 

Oh,  fie  on  you ,  courth ouse  and  rulings, 
JC  want  my  tin  bubbles  p_f  .j^st # 

Take  away  ray  hot  flashes 
And  menopause  rashes 
And  let  me  feel  we i ght  on  my  chest! 


HOW  r*VE  SUFFERED 


For  forty  years  I've  been  buggared 
With  all  sorts  of  horrible  pains j 

I've  had  every  ailment,  I  reckon. 

From  rupture  to  varicose  veins* 

Neuritis  with  ms's  nuite  a  hobby. 

And  l<ve  bunions  and  corns  on  my  feet, 

While  1  seem  to  breed  stones  in  my  bladder 
Like  bloody  great  lumps  of  concrete* 

I'Ve  spent  a  small  fortune  at  chemists 
And  lain  monthly  in  hospital  beds. 

But  the  stuff  I  have  taken  to  shift  me 
Has  torn  my  poor  arsehole  to  shreds* 

I've  a  sciatic  nervo  that's  a  torture. 

And  I'm  told.  I've  a  valvular  heart, 

While  I  strain  like  a  bloody  buck  navvy 
Before  I  can  spueeza  out  a  fartJ 

The  rheumatic  gout  in  my  fingers 

Has  made  them  all  sizes  and  shapes, 

Whilst  the  piles  that  1‘va  got  up  my  dirt -box, 
Just  hang  like  a  big  bunch  of  grapes  1 

My  digestion  at  times  is  nuite  stupid; 

If  I  have  a  Square  meal  I  feel  sick; 

And  I  get  an  unpleasant  sensation 

Like  gnats  gnawing  holes  in  my  prick] 


uric  acid,  they  say,  is  the  trouble. 

And  I  don't  mind  telling  you  this : 

I've  £ot  to  vhistle  the  Last  Rose  of  Summer 
To  get  my  old  doodle  to  piss. 

And  as  far  as  a  ff°d  damn  erection. 

The  idea  is  simply  absurd; 

For  my  prick's  like  an  undersized  maggot 
And  as  soft  as  a  young  baby's  tird# 

Despite  the  advice  I  keep  taking. 

There  isn't  si  day  I  feel  fit; 

And  it  takes  half  a  pound  of  gunpowder 
Before  I  can  possibly  shit* 

So  you  see,  I  spend  hours  in  the  crap-house. 
Or  groaning  and  moaning  in  bed, 

And  my  pals  simply  mutter  when  passing, 

"Ain't  it  tine  the  old  bastard  was  dead?*1 


Bis  STREET  CLEANER 1 S  DReM 


You  can  see  mo  wid  mo  little  cart  upon  the  street  each  day. 

Cleanin'  after  horses,  for  which  01  gets  good  pay; 

Oi  likes  to  clean  an*  sweep  an*  dodge  around  the  teams. 

But  at  night,  whin  Oi  gits  in  me  bed,  Ui  have  such  terrible  dreams i 

Oi  sees  horseshit  on  the  eeilin*  an?  horseshit  on  the  floor, 

Horseshit  on  the  tete-a-tete  anT  horseshit  by  the  door, 

Horseshit  in  the  sugar-bowl ,  horseshit  in  the  chair, 

Horseshit  in  me  whiskers,  an4  horseshit  every  where*1 

The  best  friends  sweepers  have  is  the  little  English  sparrer; 

Sure,  they'd  eat  more  horseshit  in  one  day  than  could  go  in  a  wheelbarrer 
But  in  soito  of  all  the  sparrers  at,  an4  Oi  cleans  wid  me  broom. 

In  me  dreams  there  1 s  loads  of  horseshit  piled  all  around  the  roomi 

There’S  horseshit  in  the  water-pail,  an1  horseshit  in  the  sink, 
Horseshit  in  every  bite  I  eat,  an*  every  drop  Oi  drink; 

Horseshit  on  the  pilly-shams  an*  horseshit  in  the  bed; 

Sometimes  Oi  think  there  *s  nothin7  but  horseshit  in  me  headi 


Me  woifa  says  it*s  the  noite -mare  that  makes  me  act  so  bad. 

For  Oi  tears  up  all  the  bed-clothes,  an4  screams  anf  vails  like  mad; 

This  mornin*  about  half  past  thray,  Oi  nearly  lost  me  head. 

For  Qi  thought  the  no  it  e-mare  *  d  been  there  an4  shit  all  round  me  bedi 

01  saw/  horseshit  on  the  dure -mat,  an4  horseshit  in  the  hall, 
Horseshit  in  the  kitchen  stove  an*  horseshit  on  the  mil , 

Horseshit  in  me  poonkin  pie  an*  bn  the  windy-pano. 

An1  the  doctor  told  me  woifa  that  Oi  have  horseshit  on  the  braini 

Nov/  they’re  buildin  •  wagons  to  be  run  by  steam,  that  never  shits,  be  gob. 
An7  bye  an*  bye  when  they  gets  plinty,  Oi  suppose  Oi  'll  lose  me  job. 

But  all  things  happen  for  the  best,  and  praps  1  twill  save  me  loife. 

Far  Oi  fm  crazy  now  from  horseshit,  and  it*s  nearly  kilt  me  woife.* 


THE  PATIENT  WITH  THE  SILENT  P 

The  staff  of  the  hospital  was  getting  nuite  vexed; 

The  antics  of  a  patient  there  had  got  them  all  perplexed; 

He*d  had  his  operation  now  for  pretty  near  a  week. 

But  hadn7t  shown  an  inclination  yet  to  take  a  leak. 

They  filled  him  full  of  lemon  juice  and  orange  juice  and  tea. 
And  yet  he.  didn't  seem  to  have  the  least  desire  to  pee; 

They  took  him  to  the  bathroom  and  turned  the  faucets  on, 
•'Cause  running  water's  8 'posed  to  bring  the  urine  on* 

The  patient  simply  s&ood  there  like  a  person  r analyzed; 

So  they  decided  they  would  have  to  have  him  psycho-analyzed. 
They  made  him  say  the  alphabet  beginning  ABC, 

But  though  he  got  to  M  N  0,  he  couldn’t  got  to  F. 

They  tried  to  hypnotize  him,  and  they  got  him  in  a  trance. 

But  the  only  thinrr  that  happened  was  a  doctor  wet  his  pants; 
They  fourr1  that  kindness,  sympathy,  and  tact  were  no  avail. 
And  thought  that .sterner  measures  now  might  possibly  prevail* 


They  raged  and  stormed  and  threatened  him,  each  doctor  getting  madder. 
But  the  patient  turned  to  each  of  them  with  unresponsive  bladder? 

Ihen  someone  on  the  staff  had  a  bright  idee  and  said, 

"Suppose  we  try  him  with  a  glass  of  beer  instead?  " 

The  patient  pricked  his  ears  up  and  before  he'd  had  a  drop. 

He  started  urinating,  and  they  couldn-t  make  him  stop; 

And  that's  the  story,  gentlemen,  though  it  may  sound  rather  queer, 
uf  how  a  common  fellow  in  a  flash  became  a  peer. 


AIN'T  XT  THK  TnuSi? 

There's  a  homely  old  adage 
Among  maidens  forlonn. 

That  the  older  the  buck 
The  staffer  the  horn; 

But  I've  been  around 
And  I  know,  which  is  why 
I  say  it 1 s  a  che stnut 
And  all  a  damn  lie. 

From  twenty  to  thirty. 

If  a  man  lives  right. 

It's  once  in  the  morning 
And  twice  every  night; 

From  thirty  to  forty. 

Without  any  warning. 

He  masses  a  morning 
Or  cuts  out  the  night; 

From  forty  to  fifty 
It's  now  and  then* 

From  fifty  to  sixty 
God  knows  when; 

From  sixty  on  up. 

If  he 1 s  still  inclined.  •  . 
Don't  let  him  kid  you  — 

It 4 s  all  in  his  mind. 

’Kith  women  itds  different; 

ItTs  morning;  and  night 
Regardless  of  whether 
They  live  wrong  or  iritght; 

Age  makes  no  difference. 

They’re  always  inclined: 

They  have  nothing  to  get  ready. 
Except  maybe  their  mind. 

So  after  all 
Is  said  and  done, 

A  nan  of  sixty  has 
Finished  his  run; 

But  a  woman  of  sixty 
(And  figures  don't  lie j 
Can  take  the  old  man 
Till  her  time  comes  to  dio. 


SHOVE  IT  HOME 
(The  inches  Song) 


Main  Speaker  Echoing  Veice 

I  gave  her  inches  one. 

Shove  it  home,  shove  it  home; 

I  gave  her  inches  one. 

Shove  it  home; 

I  gave  her  inches  one: 

She  said,  "Johnny^,  ain't  it  fun]  f 
Fut  your  belly  close  to  mine 
And  shove  it  home]” 

So  1  gave  her  inches  two. 

Shove  it  home,  shove  it  hume; 

So  I  gave  her  inches  two. 

Shove  it  homey 
So  I  gave  her  inches  two: 

She  said,  ”  Johnny,  I  love  you  .‘I* 

Fut  your  belly  close  to  mine 
And  shove  it  home.1" 

3.  She  says,  ’’Johnny,  got  to  pee... 

4.  She  says,  "Johnny,  I  want  more... 

5.  She  says,  "Johnny,  look  alive.1... 

6.  She  says,  "I've  seen  bigger  pricks.'... 

7.  She  says,  "trolly,  ain‘t  it  heaven.'... 

8.  She  says,  "Johnny,  this  is  great.5... 

9.  She  says,  "Johnny,  ain't  it  fine:... 

10.  She  says,  "Can;t  you  come  again?... 

(Or:  "i‘ve  seen  better  men;...}  (inches  ten,  inches'  ten) 

IS©  1  gave  her  inches  twenty. 

Shove  it  horns,  shove  it  homey  (Inches  twenty,  inches  twenty) 

So  I  gave  her  inches  twenty, 

Shove  it  homey 

So  I  gave  her  inches  twenty s 
She  said,  "Johnny,  that's  a-plentyi 
put  your  pecker  in  your  pants 
And  shove  off  home]" 


(inches  two,  inches  two) 
(Inches  two) 


(inches  one,  inches  one) 
(inches  one) 


KIND  BETTY 


I  laid  my  hand  on  her  toe; 

"if hat  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?” 

"Toe,  tickle-toe  —  come  tickle  up  my  toe  once  more " 

I  laid  my  hand_  down  on  her  shin; 

"What  is  this,  kIM  Betty,  my  dear?" 

"Shin,  shickle-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe,  come  tickle  up 
my  toe  once  more.'  " 

A.  laid  my  hand  down  on  her  knee; 

"Yihat  is  this,  kind  Batty,  my  dear?” 

"Knee,  thickle-knee,  shin,  shickle- shank,  toe,  tickle- 
toe,  come  tickle  up  my  toe  once  morel  " 

I  laid  my  hand  dovm  on  her  thigh  ; 

"What  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?” 

"Thigh,  thickle-thigh,  knee,  thickle-knee,  shin,  shick¬ 
le-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe,  come  tickle  up  my  toe 
once  more.*" 

I  laid  my  hand  down  on  her  Cock* 

"What  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?" 

"Coal  black  cock,  thigh,  thickle-thigh,  knee,  thickl*? 
knee,  shin,  shickle-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe,  come 
tickle  up  my  toe  once  morel" 

I  laid  my  hand  down  on  her  belly; 

"that  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?" 

"Belly  for  to  fuck,  coal  black  cock,  thigh,  thickle- 
thigh,  knee,  thickle-knee,  shin,  shickle-shack, 
toe,  tickle-toe,  come  tickle  up  my  toe'  once  morel" 

I  laid  mv  hand  down  on  her  breast; 

"’/That  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?" 

"Breast  for  t  o  suck,  belly  for  to  fuck,  coal  black  cock 
thigh,  thickle-thigh,  knee,  thiokle-kneS,  shin, 
shickle-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe,  come  tickle  up  my 
toe  once  morel" 

I  laid  my  hand  down  on  her  mouth; 

"What  is  this,  kind  Betty,  my  dear?" 

"Mouth  for  to  kiss,  breast  for  to  suck,  belly  for  to 

fuck,  coal  black  cock,  thigh,  thickle-thigh,  knee, 
thickle-knee,  shin,  shickle-shack,  toe,  tickle-toe 
come  tickle  up  my  toe  once  morel" 


VIRGIN  STURGEON 


Caviar  comes  from  virgin  sturgeon. 

Virgin  sturgeon  is  a  fish. 

Virgin  sturgeon  needs  no  urgin’. 

That's  why  caviar's  a  very  rare  dish. 

Uompah .  oomnah .  o  omn ah -pah-pah , 

Oomn ah .  pomp ah.  oomnah -nah -pah ! 

I  fed  caviar  to  my  girl-friend. 

She  was  a  virgin  tried  and  true . 

Now  my  girl-friend  needs  no  urgin'; 

There  ain't  anything  she  won  t  doi 

X  fed  caviar  to  my  grandpa; 

He  was  a  man  of  ninety-four  ^ three ) . 

Screens  and  cries  were  heard  from  grandma. 
Grandpa  had  her  on  the  floor  (up  a  tree). 

Class  in  astronomy,  learning  about  stars. 
Teacher  asked  ?/illie,  'Nave  you  seen  Mars?” 
Willie  answered  nice  and  cute, 

”1  ain't  seen  ma's,  but  pa's  got  a  beaut.'” 

Postman  called  the  first  of  May. 

Policeman  came  the  very  next  day. 

Nine  months  later  out  came  Jimmy; 

Who  fired  first  the  blue  or  the  gray? 

Three  little  girls,  all  powdered  and  painted. 
Met  three  little  boys  behind  the  school. 

Two  of  thera  laid  and  the  other  one  fainted; 
Wasn't  she  a  #od~damned  fool? 

I  put  caviar  in  the  soda. 

That  livened  up  the  party,  sure. 

What  am  I  doing,  stripped  down  naked? 

Thought  these  girls  were  sweet  and  pure. 

i  fed  caviar  to  my  mistress; 

She  always  did  ilt  cheerfully. 

Now  she  does  it  with  a  vengeance  — 

Oh,  my  God,  it*s  killing  me  I 


THE  JOLLY  TINKER 


1* 

Now,  there  was  a  jolly  tinker 
l^ho  came  over  from  France, 

Came  over  especially 
To  learn  to  fuck  and  dance. 

Sin?*  a,  buzza«-buzza  buzza-buzza 
Buzza-buzza  boo , 

Sin?:  a.  buzz?.-»buzza  buzza-buzza  booj 


IVell,  the  ship  ■which  he  came  over  on 
The  women  were  so  few. 

First  he  fucked  the  captain. 

Then  he  fucked  the  crew. 

Weil,  the  ship  which  he  came  back  in 
The  women  had  the  pox  ; 

So  he  shinnied  up  the  mast. 

And  he  fucked  the  double  blocks. 

And  he  went  in  the  cabin 
To  get  a  glass  of  cider. 

And  there  he  found  a  bed-bug 
A- jerkin*  off  a  spider. 

Now  my  song  is  ended; 

X  c an 1 1  sing  any  more;  _ 

The  apple’s  up  ny  ass  hole. 

And  you  can  have  the  corei 

2. 

There  was  a  jolly  tinker. 

And  he  came  from  Bu&garee, 

With  a  half  a  yard  of  fungus 
Hanging  down  below  his  knee, 

With  his  long.  Ion?  dillv-whacker , 
Over  - pt own  kid ne v  cracker . 

Looking  for  ja  scrimmage 
Around  the  belly  whang. 

The  landlady ?s  daughter. 

Coming  from  the  ball, 

Saw  the  jolly  tinker 
Lashing  piss  against  the  wall. 

r?0h,  tinker,  oh,  tinker, 
i?m  in  love  with  vouJ 
Oh,  tinker,  oh,  tinker, 
kill  half  a  dollar  do?" 


Oh,  he  screwed  her  in  the  parlor, 
He  fucked  her  in  the  hall. 

And  the  servants  said,  "By  Jesus, 
He'll  be  jumping  on  us  alii” 


"Oh ,  daughter,  oh,  daughter, 

5ToU  ware  a  silly  fool 
To  got  to  fucking  with  a  man 
Those  tool  is  like  a  mule  I" 

"Oh,  mother,  oh,  mother, 

I  thought  that  I  was  able; 

But  he’  split  me  up  the  belly"* 
From  the  cunt  up  to  the  navel.' 11 


SM  MCCALL'S  SONG 
(Bys  Jim  Tully) 

My  name  is  Sam.  McCall, 

And  I  come  from  Donegal, 

And  I  have  no  balls  at  all,  balls  at  all. 

Oh,  my  name  is  Sam  McCall,  Sam  McCall, 

And  I'm  the  greatest  stud  that  ever  had  a  stall. 

Had  a  stall. 

Oh,  I  kicked  the  boards  all  out 
Then  the  women  came  about; 

Now  I  have  no  balls  at  all,  balls  at  all. 

There  can  be  no  room  for  balls 
Then  your  penis  fills  the  stalls. 

Pills  the  stalls. 

Oh,  the  girlies  laugh  and.  sing 
At  the  joy  I  always  bring; 

Damn  it  all. 

Damn  it  all. 

Damn  it  all.' 

Oh,  when  I  vas  just  a  lad. 

My  mother  and  my  dad 

Had  to  put  me  in  a  tent  to  hide  it. all,  hide  it  all. 


For  they  knew  when  girls  discover 
A  big  oenis  in  a  lover. 

It  would  be  the  last,  of  any  lad  from  Donegal, 
Donegal,. 

And  when  Barnum  came  to  Dublin, 

He  my  father  kept  a-hroublin*, 

To  make  a  circus  freak  of  Sam  McCall,  Sam  McCall. 

For  he  knew  that  all  the  women 
With  passion  would  be  swimmin* 

To  get  a  private  look  at  Sam  McCall,  Sam  McCall. 


KAFOOZALUM 


In  olden  days  there  lived  a  maid 
Who  plied  a  very  ancient  trade; 

It  was  a  trade  of  ill  repute; 

In  fact  she  was  a  prostitute* 

Heigh  ho  Kaf oozalum. 

The  Harlot  of  Jerusalem, 

Ha i nth  ho  Kaf oozaluiru 
The  daughter  of  a.  rabbi  J 

She  had  a  bush*  *twas  very  black. 

In  fact  the  thing  could  quite  contract 
To  fit  the  tool  of  any  fool 
That  fucked  in  all  Jerusalem* 

Hear by  there  lived  a  bastard  tall 
With  prick  so  hard  could  break  a  wall; 
1  Tiva s  rumored  he  had  ridden  all 
The  harlots  of  Jerusalem* 

One  day  returning  from  a  spree 
His  customary  hard  had  he. 

He  spied  beneath  a  nearby  tree 
The  harlot  called  Kafoozalum. 

With  many  a  nod  and  glancing  look 
She  led  him  to  a.  nearby  brook 
And  from  his  bulging  pants  she  took 
The  pride  of  all  Jerusalem. 

She  took  his  pride  with  aim  to  please. 
And  rubbed  it  gently  *twixfc  her  knees. 
The  bastard  showered  all  the  trees 
And  drowned  out  half  Jerusalem. 

The  bastard  he  was  under slung; 

He  missed  the  cunt,  and  hit  the  bung; 
And  didn;t  stop  till  he  hit  the  dung 
In  the  asshole  of  Kafoozalum* 

Kafoozalum  she  knew  her  art. 

She  arched  her  back  and  blew  a  fart 
And  sent  the  bastard  like  a  dart 
Over  all  Jerusalem. 


CHRISTO!®®  COLUMBUS 


In  fourteen  hundred  and  ninety  two 
A  Dago  from  it ally 
Walked  the  streets  of  sunny  Spain 
A~shouting,  ”Hot  tamalein 

He  knew  the  world  v,as  round-o; 

His  ballsi  hung  to  the  ground- o; 

That  Dago  ba stare1  wi th  s even ~^rear- itch , 
That  syphilitic  s on- of- a- b i to h , 

Was  Christopher  Colombo, 

Columbo  went  unto  the  queen 
And  asked  for  ships  and  cargo* 

And  said,  *I:m  a  dirty  son-of-a~bitch 
If  I  don't  bring  back  Chicago;  M 

Columbo  paced  upon  the  deck; 

He  knew  it  was  his  duty; 

He  laid  his  whang  into  his  hand 
And  said,  wAin*t  that  a  beauty?” 

A  little  girl  walked  up  the  deck 
And  peeked  in  through  the  keyhole; 

He  knocked  her  down  uoon  her  brown 
And  shoved  it  in  her  pee -hole. 

She  sprang  aloft;  her  pants  foil  off; 
The  villain  still  pursued  her; 

The  white  of  an  egg  rolled  down  her  leg 
The  son-of -a-bitch  had  screwed  her; 

mch  sailor  on  Columbo fs  ship 
Had  each  his  private  knothole; 

But  Columbo  was  a  superman. 

And  he  usOd  a  padded  porthole# 


Columbo  had  a  cabin  boy; 

He  loved  him  like  a  brother; 

And  every  night  they  went  to  bed 
And  laid  upon  each  other. 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights 
They  sailed  in  search  of  booty; 

They  spied  a  whore  upon  the  shore  — 

My  God,  she  was  a  beauty# 

All  the  men  jumped  overboard, 

A-shending  coats  and  collars; 

In  fifteen  minutes  by  the  clock 
She  made  ten  thousand  dollars; 

Tho  ss  were  the  days  of  no  clap  cure; 

The  doctors  ire  re  not  many; 

The  only  doc*  that  he  could  find 
Was  a  son-of -a-bitch  named  Benny. 

Columbo  strode  ut>  to  the  doc’; 

His  smile  serene  and  nlacid; 

The  God-damned  doc1  burned  off  his  cock 
’With  hydrochloric  acid. 


OUR  G003MAN 
(Childs  274} 


The  old  man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  ho  could  be; 

Ho  saw  a  horse  stand  in  the  stable, 
Where. his  horse  ought  to  be. 

"My  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife. 

My  own  dear  wife,"  said  he ; 

’Vfliose  horse  is  that  there  in  the  stall, 
T7horo  my  horse  ought  to  be?” 

’You  blind  fool,  you  damned  fool, 

Ca.n*t  you  plainly  see? 

That 1 s  the  heifer  calf 
Your  mother  sent  to  me." 

"It's  a  long  road  I  rve  traveled. 

And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be ; 

But  harness  on  a  heifer  calf 
I  never  before  did  see." 

The  old  man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  be; 

He  saw  a  hat  upon  the  rack. 

Where  his  hat  ought  to  be  . 

"My  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife. 

My  cam  dear  wife,"  said  he; 

Whose  hat  is  that  upon  the  rack, 

"  -h e r e  my  h at  o u eht  to  be?" 

"You  damned  fool,  you  blind  fool. 

Can't  you  plainly  see? 

That's  nothing  but  the  chamber-pot 
Your  mother  sent  to  me." 

"It's  a  long  road  I've  traveled, 

And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 

But  ear-flaps  on  a  chamber-pot 
I  never  before  did  see." 


The  old  man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  be; 

He  saw  a  coat  upon  the  -'all, 

Where  his  coat  ought  to  be. 

"My  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife, 

Mv  own  dear  wife,"  said,  he; 

"Those  coat  is  that  upon  the  wall , 
Where  my  coat  ought  to  be? " 

’You  damned  fool,  you  blind  fool. 
Can’t  you  plainly  see? 

That's  the  new  petticoat 
Your  mother  sent  to  me." 


"lt*s  a  long  roacLlfve  traveled, 
And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 
But  sleeves  unon  a  petticoat 
1  never  before  did  See." 


The  old -man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  be; 

Ha  saw  a  head  upon  the  bed, 

-here  his  head  ought  to  be, 

"My  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife. 

My  own  dear  wife,"  said  he; 

nMiose  head  is  that  upon  the  bed, 
inhere  my  head  ought  to  be?" 

$You  damned  fool  ,  you  blind  fool. 

Can !t  you  plainly  see? 

Tha  t  *  s  t  he  c  abb  ago -h e  ad 
Tour  mother  sent  to  me, " 

"it's  a  long  road  I* vs  traveled. 

And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 

But  hair  unon  a  cabbage-head 
I  never  before  did  see." 

The  old  man  came  home  the  other  night 
As  drunk  as  he  could  be; 

Ha  saw  a  thing  up  in  her  thing, 

"there  his  thing  ought  to  be. 

"My  dearest  wife,  my  darling  wife. 

My  own  dear  wife,  "  said  he; 

*Whose  thing  is  that  up  in  your  thing, 
YHere  my  thing  ought  to  be?" 

"Tou  damned  fool,  you  blind  fool. 

Can  t  you  plainly  see? 

Elites  the  rolling  pin 
Your  mother  sent  to  me. " 

nIt*s  a  long  road.  I‘Ve  traveled. 

And  many  a  mile  it  used  to  be; 

But  a  rolling-pin  with  bal locks  on 
I  never  before  did  see." 


THE  BALL  OF  BALLYMORS 

'Tv/as  the  'gathering  of  the  clansmen. 
And  all  the  lads  were  there , 

A-lyin1  xvith  the  lassies 
An*  stroking  silky  hair. 

The  king  was  in  his  counting-house 
A~count5.ng  out  his  money; 

The  queen  was  in  the  parlor 
A-plavin*  with  her  bunny. 

There  was  fuck in1  in  the  parlor; 

There  was  fuckin'  in  the  sticks. 

Ye  kinna  hear  the  music 

For  the  swishin*  o'  tha  pricks. 

The  farmer's  daughter  she  was  there, 
A-standin'  out  in  front; 

A  wreath  o*  roses  in  her  hair 
An'  a  carrot  in  her  cunt. 

There  are  cunts  wi *  the  syphilis. 

An'  cunts  wis  the  piles. 

An’  cunts  wi '  their  assholes 
All  wreathed  up  in  smiles. 

under  the  spreading  Chesthut  tree 
Ihe  village  idiot  stands. 

Amusin'  himself  bv  abusin'  himself 
An'  cat  chin'  the  dribps  in  his  hands. 

The  preacher's  wife  she  was  there. 

Her  back  against  the  wall, 

A-oallin'  to  the  laddies, 

"Come  ye  one  an1  all.'” 

Ihe  bride  was  in  the  bridal  suite 

Explainin'  to  the  groom 

That  the  vagina,  not  the  rectum. 

Is  the  entrance  to  the  womb. 

Old  MacTavish,  the  rector,  -.ms  there. 
And  so  surprised  to  see 
Four  and  twenty  maidenheads 
A-hanging  from  a  tree. 

The  doctor  was  in  the  parlor 
Admonishing  the  maid, 

"lou'd  better  stop  your  twitching 
If  you're  itching  to  be  laidj” 

And  when  the  ball  was  over. 

They  all  lay  down  to  rest. 

Saying  the  music  was  delightful 
But  the  fucking  was  the  best,' 


THE  RAM  OF  DERBYSHIRE 


Oh,  I  went  dorm  to  Darby  Town, 

All  on  a  rainy  day. 

And  there  I  saw  the  finest  sheep 
That  ever  was  fed  on  hay I 

Oh,  ram-dq-doodle-de-Barbyg 
Oh,  r  am-  do  -  d  o  o  d  1  e  -  d  e  -  da  y  ; 

How,  wasn’t  that  the  f inosjb  sheep 
That  ever  was  fed  on  havi 


Every  tooth  it  had.  Sir, 

?«as  hollow  to  the  horn; 

Every  tooth  it  had,  boys. 

Held  forty  barrels  of  corn. 

The  wool  on  that  ram’s  neck,  boys. 

It  grew  most  neat  and  fine. 

And  spun  two  thousand  bolts  of  cloth 
As  fine  as  any  twine. 

The  wool  on  that  ram-s  belly  grew 
Until  it  reached  the  ground; 

The  owner  trying  to  weigh  the  wool 
Broke  his  weigher  down* 

The  wool  on  that  ram's  back  grew 
until  it  reached  the  sky; 

And  ravens  built  their  nests  in  it, 

For  I  heard  their  young  *’uns  cry. 

Yes ,  the  wool  on  that- ram’s  back,  boys. 
Actually  grew  up  to  the  moon; 

The  Devil  went,  up  in  January, 

And  never  got  back  till  June. 

Such  a  sheep  as  this  I*ve  never  seen 
Since  the  day  that  I  was  boi’n; 

It  took  a  buzzard  forty  years 
To  fly  from  horn  to  horn. 

The  mutton  this  ram,  when  killed, 

Fed  a  million  men  and  more; 

The  blood  it  turned  a  water-mill 
That  was  never  turned  before. 

It  took  all  the  boys  in  Darby  Town 
To  haul  away  his  bones;' 

It  took  all  the  girls  In  Darby  Sov/n 
To  roll  away  his  stones. 

How,  the  man  that  owned  this  mighty  ram 
has  counted  very  rich; 

But  the  one  the t  made  this  silly  song 
Was  a  dirty  s on- of-a-blteh.* 


DE  SKONK  I  HUNT 


Ifm  hunt  de  bear,  Pm  hunt  bull  moose. 
Inn  sometimes  hunt  de  rat; 

Las*  week  1  take  ma  hax  an'  go 
For  hunt  a  skonk  polecat. 

Ms.  fr*?n7  Beal  say  ho  ‘ s  very  fine  fur 
An*  sametam  good  to  heat 5 
I  tell  ma  wife  I  get  fur  coat. 

Same  tain  I  get  some  neat. 

I  walk  *bout  two,  three,  five,  seex  mile 
I  feel  one  dapm  strong  smell; 

Tink  mebbe  dat  damn  skonk  she  die, 

Par  coat  she!s  gone  to  hell. 

jPorsoon  bimebv  I  see  dat  skonk 
Close  up  one  beeg  tree; 

I  sneak  up  ver '  ver*  close  behin*, 

I  teenk  she  no  see  me. 

Bimoby  Ilm  up  there  ver1  ver*  close; 

1  raise  my  hax  up  high; 

Dat  Goddam  skonk  she  up  an*  plunk, 

Trow  something  in  ma  he  ye. 

Oh  sacre  bleu.'  I  teenk  I*m  blin* 

Jees  Chris i  I  no  can  see; 

I  pun  all  round  an1  roun*  an1  roun1 
And  bunk  in  God- am  tree. 

I  drop  my  gun;  by  Gar,  I  run; 

I  light  out  for  de  shack; 

I  teenk  'bout  hand red  million  skonk 
She  clim*  up  on  ma  back. 

Ma  wife  she  meet  me  hat  de  door; 

She  sick  on  me  de  dog; 

She  -say,  7*You  no  sleep  here  tonight; 

Go  out  an1  sleep  wit'  hog.  ff 

I  try  to  climb  in  dat  pig-pen; 

Jees  Chris/  no  what  you  teenk? 

Dat  Goddam  hog  ha  un  and  goes 
On  v count  of  awful  3 teenk* 

So  Ilm  no  more  go  hunt  de  skonk 
For  get  his  fur  an*  meat; 

Say  if  he  pees  he  smell  so  bad, 

Jees  Chris;  ™hat  if  he  sheet.' 


IHK  CAT-ASS-TROPHY 

(As  told  by  the  Fre-nch-Canadian  Trapner) 

I  hunt  ze  boar,  I  hunt  ze  rat; 

Sometimes,  by  Gar,  I  hunt  ze  cat. 

Last  wik  I  take  my  hax  in  hand; 

1  go  to  hunt  ze  skunk  pole -cat. 

My  franv  Bill  he  say 

¥sr 5  <?ood  fur,  same  time  good  meat; 

So  I  t«ll  my  wife  she  get  fur  coat. 

Same  time  get  good  eat. 

So  I  walk  one,  two,  three,  four,  f i *  mile, 
.An*  1  feel  one,  awful  smell. 

An*  X  tink  dat  skunk  she  erone  an1  die. 

An*  fur  coat  gone  to  hell* 

nyme~by  1  get  up  pretty  close; 

I  raise  my  hax  up  high; 

An1  God  dam  skunk,  she  up  an*  trow 
Something  —  pli;nk!  —  right  in  my  eye. 

Sacre  bleu!  I  tink  I  blind! 

Jees  Chrises  I  no  can  see! 
l  run  ar o an 1  an*  roun*  an*  roun* 

An’’  bump  in  God  dem  tree! 

I  curse,  I  swear,  I  tear  out  hair! 

Byrne -by  1  light  out  for  ze  shack; 
x  tink'  one  million  pole -cat  skunks 
Clime  right  up  on  my  back! 

My  wife  she  meet  me  at  ze  door; 

She  sic  on  me  ze  dog; 

She  say,  nYou  no  sleep  here  wi 1  me; 

You  go  sleep  wiz  ze  hog! n 

So  I  go  out  by  pig-pen. 

An*  say!  TThat  do  you  sink? 

Eat  God  dam  hog  get  up  an:  leave 
On  'count  of  awful  stink. 

So  I  no  hunt  ze  skunk  no  more 
For  to  get  his  fur  an*  meat. 

For  if  his  pee  she  smell  so  bad, 

Jees  Chrisei  what  if  he  sheet! 


THE  OLD  CHISHOLM  TRAIL 


Oh,  lm  tired  picking  cotton 
And  I'm  poor  as  a  snail; 

So  I’m  going  punching  cattle 
On  the  old  Chisholm  Trail. 

Come  a  ti  yi  yip_p_y.? 

Come  ja  ti  ii  ya yi 

Como,  a.  ti  vi  yiooy,  vioov  vayl 

I  hit  Butts,  Montana, 

On  July  tho  third* 

By  the  Fourth  of  July 

1  couldnlt  shit  a  dry  tirdj 

I  -was  there  six  we eks 
Before  I  set  sail 
A-pulling  for  Texas 

On  the  old  Chisholm  Trail* 

They  fed  us  on  sow  belly 

And  the  work  was  mighty  hard. 
And  for  sixteen  weeks 
I  shit  pure  lard* 

They  called  me  one  morning 
To  go  on  guard* 
it  was  cold  as  hell 

And  raining  mighty  hard. 

it  was  cold  as  hell 

And  coming  on  to  rain. 

And  my  damned  old  slicker  *s 
In  the  wagon  again** 

With  my  feet  in  the  stirrups 
Ana  my  ass  in  the  saddle, 
i  swore  and  I  wrastled 

With  them  long  horned  cattle. 

Says  I,  "Old  boss, 

I  may  look  like  a  fool, 

But  really  this  weather 
is  too  damn  cooli" 

Heifer  went  loco. 

And  the  boss  said,  "Kill  it  i  * 
Shot  him  in  the  arse 

with  a  long-handled  skillet. 

i  went  to  the  foreman 

To  figure  out  my  roll; 

He  figured  me  out 

Twenty  dollars  in  the  hole. 

i  jumped  on  my  pony, 

And  I  let  out  a  yell; 

Says  i,  "Old  boss. 

You  can  go  to  belli" 

nxou  can  go  to  hellJ v 
Says  I  to  the  boss; 

"1  m  the  best  damn  cowboy 
That  ever  rode  a  hossi" 


I  \m  going  to  town 
.To  see  my  honey; 

I5m  going  to  town 
To  spend  my  money. 

irm  on  my  pony. 

And  a-coming  on  the  run: 

The  best  damn  cowboy 

That  ever  pulled  a  gun.' 

1  hit  Fort  Worth,  Texas, 
tfith  t ' o  hundred  clunks. 

And  I  went  on  a  bunt 

With  a  damn  swell  cunt  I 

Now,  Miss  Sal  Johnson 

is  a  mighty  nice  squaw. 

And  she  lives  on  the  banks 
Of  the  gr«at  Mushat&w. 

The  hair  on  her  head 

7fas  a  piss -burnt  color. 

And  the  crabs  on  her  ass 

Kept  a -fucking  one  another l 

She  had  bubbles  on  her  breast 
Like  a  four-leaf  table. 

And  her  cunt  it  was  stretched 
Pr on  her  ass  to  her  navel. 

Asked  her  to  fuck  her. 

And  I  offered  her  a  quarter 
Says  she,  "Mister  Man, 

I'm  a  decent  man  s  daughter 

Wien  Sal  Johnson  died, 

I  shed  no  tears; 

±  said,  "Bartender, 

Hive  me  forty-nine  beers;" 

It  was  damn  fine  doings. 

But  I  ran  it  too  close; 

And  I  wound  up 

kith  a  hell  of  a  dose.7 

I  went  to  tine  doctor; 

Ho  said  I  had  the  clapp; 
Gave  me  a  little  bag 

So  my  dingus  wouldn't  flap; 

1  went  to  a  surgeon; 

He  said  I  had  the  siph: 

A  hell  of  a  dose 

For  a  damned  old  stiff* 

i  wa s  there  six  weeks 

Before  they  turned  me  loose 
And  I  had  to  soak  my  cock 
In  tobacco  juice. 

Math  my  feat  in  the  saddle, 

And  my  ass  in  the  sky. 

I’ll  quit  punching  cattle 
In  the  sweet  by.  and  by; 


FRANKIE  AND  JCHNNIB 


Frankie  and  Johnnie  were  lovers; 

Oh,  my  God i  how  they  could  lovei 
They  swore  to  be  true  to  each  other. 

True  as  the  stars  up  above. 

He  is  her  man-  he  wouldn ‘ t  do  her  no  wrong £ 

Franlcie  goes  down  to  the  bar-room, 

Just  to  get  a  bucket  of  boar; 

She  says  to  the  big  fat  bartender, 

11  Is  ray  lover,  Johnny,  been  here?  " 

"He  is  my  man;  he  wouldn't  do  me  no  wrong  I  ” 

"I  wouldn't  tell  you  no  story, 

I  wouldn't  tell  you  no  lie; 

I  saw  your  man  about  an  hour  ago 
With  a  whore  named  Kellie  Bly; 

He  is  your  man,  but  he  1  s  doing  you  wrong*  " 

Frankie  goes  down  to  'the  whorehouse, 

Feekk  in  at  the  window  so  high; 

There  she  sees  her  lover,  Johnnie, 
Finger-fuckin'  Nellie  Bly; 

He  is  her  man,  but  he  r s  doing  her  wrong J 

Frankie  went  down  to  the  pawnshop. 

She  didn‘t  go  there  for  fun; 

She  pawned  her  blue-silk  kimono 
For  a  shiny  blue-steel  gun. 

He  is  her  man,  but  he's  doing  her  wrong i 

Frankie  went  back  to  the  whorehouse; 

She  rang  the  old  whorehouse  bell; 

"Stand  back,  y  ou  whores  and  bitches. 

Or  1*11  blow  you  all  to  hell.*  " 

"He  is  my  man, *  but  he  !  s  doing  me  wrong l  ” 

Frankie  shot  Johnnie  once, 

Franlcie  shot  Johnnie  twice; 

The  third  time  Frankie  shot  Johnnie, 

He  hollered,  "Jesus  Christ*1  11 
nI  was  your  man,  but  1  done  you  wrong i " 

"Roll  me  over  so  slowly; 

Hold  me  tight,  little  Nell; 

Roll  me  over  very  gently. 

For  these  bullets  hurt  like  hell* 

I  was  her  man,  but  1  done  her  wrong i  " 

Bring  out  the  rubber-tired  carriages. 

Bring  out  the  rubber-tired  hacks; 

Tan  men  going  to  the  graveyard. 

Nine  men  coming  back; 

He  was  her  man,  but  he  dona  her  wrong I 

Last  time  I  saw  Frankie, 

She  was  riding  on  an  east-bound  train, 
wearing  diamonds  big  as  hoss-tirds. 

And  going  under  a  different  name* 

She  shot  her  man,  ;  cause  he  doiit?  her  wrong i 


NSVi^MOR^ 

(Parody  on  Foevs  The,  Raven ) 

Once  upon  a  midnight  dreary,  when  of  smoking  X  was  weary. 

And  had  drunk  ray  pint  of  whiskey  and  was  wishing  there  was  more. 
Suddenly  there  came  a  tapping,  sounded  like  some  female  rapping. 
Rapping  like  the  very  devil,  just  outside  my  chamber  door ; 
t2'is  some  chippy  seeking  entrance,  just  as  they  have  done  before  — 
Only  this  and  nothing  more ! 

And  the  smoke*-rings  now  more  certain  drifting  up  above  the  curtain 
"darned  me,  told  me  with  fantastic  curling,  words  l r d  heard  before* 
As  I  sat  there,  still  delaying,  in  my  heart  I  kept  on  saying? 
."Naughty  female,  thus  assaying  entrance  at  my  chamber  door; 

I?il  arouse  and  lot  her  enter,  even  though  she  be  a  whore  -- 
Let  her  enter,  nothing  more, n 

Open  wide  X  threw  the  portal,  and  before  me  stood  a  mortal 
That  in  wildest  dreams  of  fancy  I  had  never  seen  before; 

While  each  palpitating  bubhy  seemed  so  fine  and  smooth  and  chubby 
That  ray  spirits  rose  within  me,  just  my  spirits,  nothing  more; 

Then  X  suddenly  grew  bolder  just  inside  my  chamber  door. 

Bolder,  yes,  but  nothing  more l 

Oh,  how  well  X  do  remember,  on  that  fourteenth  of  December! 

And  the  fifteenth  that  she  left  me,  then  our  little  dream  was  o?er; 

1  Twas  a  dream  without  a  sleeping,  and  with  sad,  reproachful  weeping 
For  she  showed  me  red  spots  —  red  spots  caused,  she  said,  by  hymen 
gore  ~ 

Told  me  this  all  as  she  stood  there  just  inside  my  chamber  door. 
Told  me  this  and  nothing  more. 

Ah,  distinctly  X  remember,  twas  the  f if the nth  of  December; 

Better  still  do  i  remember,  s equal  of  nine  days  before! 

Now  ray  penis,  never  skipping,  still  is  dripping,  over  dripping, 
iwery  morning,  every  evening,  dripping  on  the  bath-room  floor; 

For  my  painful,  dripping  penis  certain  surcease  I  implore  ~ 
Penitent  and  very  sore! 

Deep  into  the  darkness  peering,  every  nisrht  I  lie  here  hearing 
Words  so  softly  spoken  In  the  silence  by  that  winsome  whore; 

But  with  vows  not  soon  forgotten,  every  time  I  change  the  cotton. 
Loud  I  cuss  that  gentle  tapping  once  outside  my  chamber  door: 

Damn  the  chippy,  damn  the  dripping,  painful,  on  my  bath-room  floor! 
For  your  uncle  • —  Nevermore! 


SHK  SCULPTOR  FROM  TKNNiSSSJSB 


0  say,  my  friends,  and  have  you  heard 
The  tale  that  is  told  in  Weatherford, 

Of  the  deed  that  was  done  in  an  art  musee 
By  a  modern  sculptor  from  Tennessee? 

There  aru  other  tales  th&t  are  somewhat  gory. 

And  celebrated  in  song  and  story; 

But  the  three  blind,  mice  and  the  farmer’s  wife 
vVho  cut  their  tails  with  a  carving  knife. 

Could  not  compare  with  statues  threw, 

V-;ho  met  with  the  self  some  cruelty. 

This  modern  sculptor  was  fresh  and  green. 

And  he  evidently  had  never  .seen. 

Since  he  left  the  scenes  of  his  native  heather, 

A  statue  posed  in  the  altogether. 

So  he  called  for  a  chisel  and  hammer  and  tong. 

To  handle  the  thing  that  didn't  belong 
In  the  realm  of  art;  and  with  one  swift  blow 
He  removed  the  cause  of  old  Adam’s  woe. 

And  loft  the  poor  statues  standing  there. 

The  pictures  of  impotent,  wild  despair. 

That  night  as  he  slept  in  his  trundle-bed 
The  spooks  come  floating  around  his  head. 

They  pointed  their  fingers  at  him  in  scorn. 

And  made  him  wish  he  had  never  been  born; 

There  wcrj  doctors  there,  and  sculptors,  too. 

And  they  raised  a  regular  hullabaloo; 

The  doctors  shrieked,  "You  measly  skate J 
T/ho  gave  you  license  to  amputate ?  ” 

And. the  sculptors  screamed,  "You  infernal  quack! 

You’d  batter  get  busy  and  put  them  back; 

For  if  you  don*t,  we*  11  cut  — -  ahem! 

Tfe’il  do  unto  you  as  you  did  unto  them!” 

They  flourished  their  knives  in  fiendish  glee. 

While  the  old  man  begged  on  his  bended  knee. 

And  told  them  they  nustnlt  emasculate 
A  man  so  essential  to  church  and  state; 

"This  world,”  said  he,  \rill  go  straight  to  perdition, 
unless  I  can  issue  a  second  edition,” 

At  this  his  inquisitors  formed  a  ring. 

And.  danced  a  regular  Highland  fling; 

They  rode  him  around  from  Bcersheba  to  Dan, 

Till  he  woke ,  a  sadder  and  wiser  man. 

That  day  the  illustrious  president 
Bought  him  a  bottle  of  good  cement. 

And  returned  to  the  school  with  a  single  thought; 

To  repair  the  damage  that  he  had  wrought. 

But  there  *s  many  a  slip  *twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip  -- 
And  the  boys  hadn*t  left  him  a  single  chip; 

Those  innocent  cherubs  of  tender  yaars 
Had  carried  them  off  for  souvenirs. 

Thera  was  naught  remaining  for  him  to  do 
But  to  manufacture  a  thing  or  two. 

So  he  worked  with  a  chisel,  with  night  and  main. 

Till  his  mind  gave  way  with  the  horrible  strain; 

For  the  only  model  he  had,  el  as! 

Was  the  one  he  saw  in  the  looking-glass. 

Imagine  the  stalwart  Hercules 

With  pygmy  attachments,  if  you  please, 


And  I  think  you  will  then  be  prepared  to  sav. 

No  wonder  the  old  man*s  mind  gave  way. 

Now  the  modern  sculptor  is  running  rife, 

With  pincers  and  saw  and  carving  knife; 

And  if  you  linger  around  the  gate. 

You'll  be  a,  eunuch,  as  sura  as  fate* 

Ho  never  stops  for  bone  or  gristle. 

But  whittles  them  off  as  slick  as  a  whistle; 

For  he  hones  to  find,  when  be  looks  them  over, 

.An  apnend.age  to  fit  on  the  Disdus  Thrower , 

A  matdh  for  Apollo  (the  Belvedere), 

And  another  for  Hercules,  too,  I  hear. 

But  you  never  can  find  in  a  little  town 
A  very  good  fit  in  a  hand -me -down; 

Good  models  are  scarce  in  these  latter  days  — 
For  average  men  look  more  like  jays; 

And  that  is  the  reason,  I  apprehend. 

That  no  one  can  tell  where  the  trouble  will  end. 

The  moral  to  this  isn't  hard  to  find; 

The  nastiness  is  all  in  your  mind; 

So,  unless  for  sculpture  you  have  a  knack. 

Don't  take  things  off  that  you  can’t  put  back. 

.—Mrs.  Nell  A.  Snider,  1910. 


SUZANNE  WAS  A  LADY 

Suzanne  was  a  girl  with  plenty  of  class 

Who  knocked  them  all  d«ad  when  she  wiggled  her 

Eyes  at  the  fellows,  as  girls  sometimes  do, 

To  make  suite  plain  she  wanted  to 
Take  in  a  movie,  or  go  for  a  sail. 

And  then  hurry  home  for  a  niece  of 

Cake  or  ice  cream  or  a  slice  of  roast  duck. 

And  after  each  meal  she  was  ready  to 
Go  for  a  ride  or  a  stroll  on  the  dock 
With  any  young  man  with  a  sizeable 
Roll  of  big  bills  and  a  pretty  good,  front, 

And  if  he  talked  fast,  she  would  shew  him  her 
Little  pet  dog  whd  was  subject  to  fits. 

And  maybe  she  ‘d  let  him  take  hold  of  her 

Little  white  hands,  then  with  a  movement  so  quick, 

khy,  she'd  reach  right  over  and  tickle  his 

Chin  while  she  showed  a  trick  she  learned  in  France, 

Ar-cl  ask  the  poor  fellow  to  take  off  his 

Coat  while  she  sang  of  the  Mandalay  Shore, 

For  whatever  she  was,  Suzanne  was  no  BOREj 


fflS  BASTARD  KING  OF  ENGLAND 
(By:  Rudyard  Kipling) 

Oh,  the  bards  they  sing  of  an  English  king 
v*ho  lived  long  years  ago; 

And  he  ruled  his  land  with  an  iron  hand. 

But  his  mind  was  weak  and  low. 
lie  ms  used  to  hunt  the  royal  stag 
Within  his  royal  wood. 

But  Vbwas  none  but  knew  his  greatest  sport 
Was  pulling  his  royal  pud. 

And  his  nether  garb  was  a  woolen  shirt 
?&iich  used  to  hide  his  hide; 

But  this  undershirt  couldn't  hide  the  dirt 
That  no  one  could  abide. 

He  was  wild  and  woo ly  and  full  of  fleas 
That  humans  ne'er  could  stand; 

And  his  terrible  dong  to  his  knees  hung  down  ~ 
The  Bastard  King  of  England.1 

Now,  the  queen  of  Spain  was  an  amorous  dame, 

A  sprightly  dame  was  she. 

And  she  longed  to  fool  with  his  Majesty's  tool 
So  far  across  the  sea. 

So  she  sent  a  note  to  the  dirty  king 
By  her  royal  messenger. 

And  requested  his  Majesty's  sailing  to  Spain 
To  spend  a  month  with  her. 

But  when  Philip  of  France  got  the  news  one  day. 
He  turned  to  all  his  court. 

And  he  said:  ,?My  fair  oueen  prefers  this  clown 
Because  my  tool  is  short.  t? 

So  he  sent  abroad  Marquis  Siphylissap, 

~Qio  smacked  of  fairyland , 

To  supply  the  queen  with  a  dose  of  clap 
To  trap  our  Dear  Old  England. 

Then  the  news  of  this  filthy  deed  was  heard 
In  'Windsor's  merry  halls. 

And  the  king  did  swear  he  would  have  anon 
The  Frenchman's  greasy  balls. 

o  he  offered  the  half  of  all  his  lands. 

And  the  whole  of  Queen  Hortense, 
lo  the  trusty  lord  of  his  English  court 
V’tho'd  nut  the  King  of  France. 

So  the  loyal  Duke  of  &'ssexshirt* 

Betook  himself  to  France; 

'then  he  swore  he  was  a  fruitier  the  king 
Took  down  his  royal  pants: 

Then  around  his  prong  he  tied  a  thong 
And  gaily  galloped  along. 

Till  at.  last  in  Windsor's  merry  halls. 

Was  the  Frenchman  and  his  dong. 

And  the  king  threw  up  and  he  shit  his  rants ; 

For  in  the  lengthy  ride 

The  thfang  had  stretched  by  a  yard  or  more 
The  fucking  Frenchman  *  s  pr id  e * 

And  then  all  the  ladies  of  London  town 
Who  saw  the  mighty  stand 

*  Criod  aloud,  nTo  hell  with  the  English  crown  4 ?1 
And  made  Philip  King  of  England. 


THE  BASTARD  KING  OF  EKOLAHD 


The  minstrels  sing  of  an  English  king  wh o  many  long  years  ago 
Kuled  his  land  with  an  iron  h and ,  and  his  mind  was  weak  and  low. 

He  loved  to  hunt  the  royal  stag  within  the  royal  wood; 

But  his  favorite  occupation  was  to  pull  the  royal  pud,' 

Hail  to  the  baatord  Kin?;  of  England.1 

His  only  undergarment  was  a  dirty  undershirt 

Tdiich  half  concealed  the  royal  hide  but  failed  to  hide  the  dirt* 

He  was  wild  and  wooly  and  full  of  fleas 
And  his  terrible  tool  hung  down  to  his  knees. 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King  of  England,1 

The  Queen  of  Spain  was  a  sprightly '  dame,  a  sprightly  dame  was  she. 

Sho  loved  to  fool  with  the  royal  tool  of  the  king  across  the  sea. 

She  sent  a  special  message  by  a  royal  messenger 

To  ask  the  ling  of  England  if  he  wouldn  ft  sleep  with  her, 

Hs.il  to  the  Bastard.  King  of  England! 

The  King  of  France  heard  the  news  and  summoned  the  royal  court. 

He  told  them  how  he  had  lost  because  his  tool  was  short* 

He  summoned  the  Count  of  Ziggidysap,  to  give  the  queen  a  dose  of  clap 
By  which  to  bitch  the  bastard  King  of  England.  11 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King,  of  England! 

The  King  of  England  heard  the  news  outside  the  castle  walls. 

He  swore  upon  his  testicles  he*d  have  the  Pr enable i s  balls* 

He  offered  half  his  kingdom  and  a  piece  of  Queen  Hortense 
To  any  loyal  subject  who  would  down  the  King  of  France, 

Hail  to  the  bastard  King  of  England  • 

The  Earl  of  Sussex  mounted  his  horse  and  betook  himself  to  France. 

He  swore  he  was  a  fairy,  and  the  King  took  down  his  rants , 

He  knotted  a  thong  around  his  dong,  and  mounted  his  horse  and  rodtj 
along. 

And  brought  him  to  the  bastard  King  of  England* 

Hail  to  the  Bastard  King  of  England! 

The  King  of  England  shot  his  load  and  fainted  on  the  floor. 

For  during  the  ride  his  rival’s  pride  had  stretched  three  yards  or 
more ; 

The  merry  maids  of  England  came  down  to  London  town 
And  shouted  round  the  castle’s  wallls s 

^To  hell  with  the  English  crown!  ” 

The  king  usurped  the  royal  throne; 

His  sceptre  was  the  royal  bone 

By  which  he  bitched  the  bastard  King  of  England* 

Hail  to  the  bastard  Kine  of  England! 


THE  BALLAD  OP  KING  FAR  UK  AND  QUEEN  FARIDA 


0  7re  all  black  bastards  ,  but  we  do  love  our  king. 

Every  night  at  the  flicks  you  can  hear  us  fuclcin*  sing: 

Quais  ketir,  king  Faruk, 

Quais  ketir,  King  Faruk, 

Oh,  you  canrt  fuck  Farinda  if  you  donft  pay  Faruk. 

0  vs  *re  just  fuckin'  wags,  but  we  do  love  him  so. 

And  we  all  do  without  just  to  keep  him  on  the  £o; 

From  Solium  to  Folluch, 

Tel  el  Kebir  to  Tobruk, 

Oh,  you  can’t  fuck  Farida  if  you  don't  pay  Faruk. 

0  we’re  just  dantnad  niggers  that  .a  bugger  brouth  to  birth. 

But  when  we  have  a  bint,  then  we  want  our  money's  worth. 

You  ma^r  have  a  tarboosh, 

A  game! ,  a  gamoos. 

But  you  can't  fuck  Farida  if  you  ain’t  got  filoos. 

0  it*s  no  use  to  say,  if  you  want  to  have  it  in, 

TtBe  a  sport.  King  Farukfw  He  would  only  fuckin’  grin. 

You  may  beg  on  your  knees. 

He  would  just  say  "Mafsesh.  n 
Oh, you  won't  get  Farida  if  you  don't  give  baksheesh* 

0  his  subjects  all  tell  of  the  fame  of  King  Faruk 
From  Gezira  to  Turf,  from  Helwan  to  Bab-el-Louk. 

They  can  tell^whai  a  sell. 

Hang  their  bails  on  a  .hook. 

For  they  can't  fuck  Farida  if  they  don’t  fuck  Faruk.’ 

If  her  boudoir  you  pass  'tween  the  hours  of  ten  and  two. 

You  will  see  all  the  Wafd  standing  waiting  in  a  queue. 

Though  Nahas  ain’t  an  ass. 

Though  Yah as  is  a  crook. 

Still  he  can*t  fuck  Farida  if  he  don't  pay  Faruk. 

U  it's  not  hard  to  see  poor  Delilah's  up  a  tree, 

For  the  "She  M  wears  the  horns  in  the  Lamps  on  f  ami  lee* 

Uld  Sir  Miles  with  his  wiles 
-  in  advance  tries  to  book 
Still  he  can‘t  fuck  Farida  if  he  don  t  pay  Faruk. 

If  you  feel  like  a  grind  when  you’ve  had  a  pint  of  beer. 

To  the  berka  wend  your  way,  where  it  ain't  too  fuckin’  dear. 
Quais  ketir,  mangariyeh, 

Quas  ketir  gonorrhoea, 

Shuf tv  kus »  Got  filoos?  Shove  it  up  --  from  the  rear  I 

Queen  Farida’s  very  gay  when  Faruk  has  got  his  pay, 

but  she  ain  it  so  bleed  in1  glad  when  she’s  in  the  family  wav. 

S tanna  s hwaya i  0  do s ire i 
Stanna  shwaya*  Full  your  wire. 

rull  your  pud.  Does  it  good.  Send  it  higher i  Send  it  higher 

King  Faruk i  King  Faruk;  Hang  your  ballooks  on  a  hook; 

King  Faruk 2  Kirur  Famik.  Let  the  swaddles  hove  a  look. 

Quais  ketir  AbassiaJ 
Bags  o!  beer.  Shit  and  fear l 
up  your  pibei  Take  a  swipoi  Quais  ketir 2  Quais  ketir.1 


0  this  song  that  you've  heard  is  the  song  the  GAppos  sing. 
And  they'd  sine  just  the  sane  if  we  made  old  Naha 3  king, 
Quais  ketir,  Nahas  Pash, 

Quais  kotir,  Nahas  Pash, 

Oh,  we  won't  mind  your  morals  if  you  hand  out  the  cash. 

And  this  song  that  you've  heard  is  the  son?  the  Gipo os  sing. 
And  they'd  sing  just  the  same  if  they'd  Rommel  for  a  king. 
Quais  ketir,  Rommel  dear, 

Quais  ketir,  Rommel  dear. 

Oh,  we're  glad  you've  won  the  battle  and  we're  so  bucked 
you're  here.' 

Then  sing  Sieg  Heil  for  Egypt's  King 
And  to  his  feet  your  tributes  bring. 

Quais  ketir,  Ring  Faruk, 

Quais  ketir,  King  Faruk, 

Oh,  you  can't  fuck  Farida  if  you  don't  pay  Faruk. 


Tunes  Sa.lam  el  Malik  ( Egyptian  National  Anthem). 

The  version  as  sung  (1942)  in  the  First  South  African  Division* 
Seventh  Armored  Division*  Ninth  Australian  Division*  Second  New 
Zealand  Division*  and  Fifty  First  Highland  Division. 

Glossary  (Arabic) 

Quais  ketir  —  plenty  good;  bint  —  woman;  tarboosh  —  fas;  gamel 
camel;  game  os  —  water  buffalo;  filoos  —  money;  mafeesh  -- 
’’there  ain't  none”*  Bab-el-Louk  Cairene  railway  terminus;  stan- 
na  shwava  ~  take  it  easy  (Lit.  stay  a  little). 

*’Sung  by  the  troops  in  all  the  civilian  cinemas*  when  the  Egyptian 
national  anthem  was  played.  11  —  Cecil  Woolf,  London*  19bl. 

Add  it  i one,!  Glossary 

Abaasia  —  a  suburb  of  Cairo;  lfog  —  an  Arab;  Nahas  Pasha  --  lead¬ 
er  of  the  Tafdist  Party;  up  a  tree  —  pregnant;  Berka  —  Arab 
quarter;  mangariyeh  —  food;  cus  —  female  pudendum;  Swaddies  — - 
British  troops;  Gippos  --  Egyptians* 

Last  versa*  p.  21  (actually  the  8th  verse)*  refers  to  Faruk1  s  pro- 
Ajsis  sympathy. 


SOCRATIC  LOTS 
( By:  Hu gene  Field ) 

The  story  goes  that  Socrates,  that  wise  Athenian  codger. 

Carried  concealed  about  his  clothes  a  rara  avis  dodder. 

Wherewith  he  used,  whenas  he  felt  particularly  niopy 
To  ransack  holes  that  did  not  appertain  to  his  Xantipre. 

Young  Aleibiades,  they  say,  was  such  a  pink  of  fashion 
As  to  excite  old  Socrates  into  a  flame  of  passion, 

Xhich  spurred  him  not  Xant ippewar ds  to  coddle  and  to  hug  her. 

But  filled  him  with  a  violent  and  lewd  desire  to  bugger. 

Now  wit  ye  well  that  in  those  parts  *twas  not  considered  nasty 
For  sage  philosophers  to  turn  their  tools  to  pederasty. 

The  sapient  Plato,  whom  they  called  in  those  old  times,  the  Master, 
Did  know  a  ter  go,  as  they  say,  a  pretty  boy,  high  Aster* 

The  old  Diogenes  who  thrived  by  raising  of  the  Dickens 
Was  wront  to  occupy  all  bums  from  pupils  down  to  chickens; 

7*hile  that  revered  and  austere  man,  the  great  and  pious  Solon, 

Did  penetrate  a  Thracian  youth  unto  his  transverse  colon* 

In  short  it  was  the  usual  thing  for  horny  Greeks  to  diddle 
This  gummy  vent  instead  of  that  with  which  the  ladies  piddle* 

Now  Aleibiades  was  tall,  and  straight  as  any  arrow; 

His  buttox  thrilled  old  Socrates  unto  his  very  marrow* 

Ho  hairs  as  yet  profaned  the  vale  that  cleft  those  globes  asunder. 

No  hairs  to  stay  the  fetid,  breath  of  bogorygmal  thunder. 

No  hairs  t®  interrupt  the  course  of  his  diurnal  ordure 
And  gather  from  that  excrement  a  rank  dilharric  bordure. 

His  sphincter  was  as  fair  a  band,  so  Socrates  protevsted. 

As  ever  kept  one’s  victuals  in  or  passed  them  undigested* 

No  hemmorhoids-  had  ever  marred  its  soft  and  sensuous  beauty. 

And  on  its  virgin  fords  no  prick  had  spent  its  pleasing  duty;. 

Like  some  sweet  bud  it  nested  there;  the  winds  blew  gently  through  it 
Scenting  the  broezej  Old  Socrates  more  madly  longed  to  do  it* 

But  Aleibiades  was  wont  to  make  absurd  objection 

"/?hen  Socrates  proposed  the  scheme  of  forming  a  connection. 

The  youth  conceived  the  childish  whim  that  buggery  was  nasty. 

That  his  prodex  was  for  voiding  dung,  and  not  for  pederasty. 

And  kept  the  horny  old  philosopher  from  being  hasty. 

And  so  he  grew  from  day  to  day;  his  bum  waxed  hourly  fatter. 

And  Socrates  was  nearly  dead  to  get  at  that  fecal  matter. 


It  so  befell  that  on  a  day  in  sweaty  summer  weather 
They  walked  into  the  Acropolis  quite  casually  together; 

And  as  they  walked  the  youth  bent  down  to  tie  his  sandal  laces  ~~ 

They  always  come  unlaced,  you  know,  at  meanest  times  and  places  -- 
And  as  he  stooped  he  lifted  high  and  left  without  protection 
The  lower  tract  of  his  virgin  gut  from  pod  to  sigmoid  flexion. 

For  weeks  and  months  old  Socrates  had  had  a  priapism; 

His  ponderous  ods,  a  sight  for  Gods,  were  both  surcharged  with  gism. 
Seeing  that  bum,  and  his  first  chance,  he  made  up  his  mind  to  spot 5em} 
So  he  hit  ’em  a  lick  with  his  attic  prick  and  occupied  Aley*s  bottom* 

In  vain  the  poor  Athenian  boy  begged,  bellowed,  pissed,  and  farted; 
Full  twenty  minutes  passed  before  his  friend  and  he  had  parted. 

And  while  old  Socrates  explored  the  tantalizing  glories 
Of  rugae  and  plicae  and  quivering  lavatories. 

The  victim  of  his  lust  cried  outs  H&hue,  that  all  in  vain  I 
Should  to  this  hour  have  kep  t  intact  my  rosy  sphincter  anii 
Fool  that  I  was  to  keep  it  sweet  and  clean  for  this  old  odger, 
kith  his  three-cornered  velper  and  his  greasy  balls  to  roger • 


uhy  did  i  not  yield  up  my  charms  to  Xenophon  *s  embraces? 

As  1  have  had  the  chance  to  do  at  divers  times  and  places? 

“Why  not  have  given  up  my  wealth  of  callipyggous  treasure 
To  handsome  Cimon^  burning  lust  or  pious  rluto^  pleasure? 

How  would  the  men  have  gloried  in  my  coy  and  virgin  rectum, 

With  nary  a  thought  of  vagrant  dung,  or  cundoms  to  protect  'em; 

But  now,  ye  gods,  this-  lecherous  goat  with  sardonic  sculduggory 
Doth  rive  my  arse  in  twain  with  his  incarnate  erod  of  buggery. 

And  vixen  he  nulls  the  pintle  out,  with  which  iust  now  he  shuts  in 
The  sigh  my  liver  loners  to  vent,  how  shall  1  keep  my  guts  in?  tT 
Thus  railed  the  youth  against  the  fate  that  threatened  to  undo  him; 
But  Soc,  all  heedless  of  his  cries,  right  briskly  socked  it  to  him* 
He  packed  his  sperm  so  firmly  in  that  colon  soft  and  callow 
That  when  thereafter  Alcy  pooped,  the  poop  was  mostly  tallow. 

('Written  by  Field  for  the  Papyrus  Club  of  Boston  in  1888*) 


THE  FRENCH  STENOGRAPHER 


I  am  a  young  stenographer. 

My  age  is  just  sixteen. 

And  I  will  frankly  toll  you 
The  things  I*ve  done  and  seen 

The  men  have  always  called  me. 

A  very  pretty  girl; 

They  sav  my  forai  is  perfect; 

And  my  mother  named  me  Pearl* 

My  first  job  was  in  a  garden. 
And  I  was  greatly  pleased; 

I  left  it  on  the  second  day 
Because  my  tits  were  aqueezed 

1  then  worked  for  a  lawyer. 

And  this  job  was  a  cinch; 

I  liked  it  very  well  until 
He  gave  my  ass  a  pinch* 

I  flapped  a  fresh  old  geezer 
Ino  dealt  in  eggs  and  cheese. 

Because  his  hands  were  working 
Too  far  above  my  knees* 

A  doctor  then  employed  me, 

Tfho  had  not  much  to  do, 

But  spent  his  time  in  flirting 
And  asking  me  to  .screw. 

A  boy,  working  in  his  office, 
Teaaad  mo  till  X  cried. 

And  boldly  took  his  prick  out 
And  jerked  off  by  my  side* 

A  smart  professor  told,  me 
I  was  a  share ly  lass; 

X  nuit  because  he  wanted 
To  goose  me  in  the  ns s. 

I  tried  a  certain  doctor 
lino  came  up  from  the  South, 

Vho  always  tried  to  coax  me 
To  take  it  in  my  mouth* 

X  felt,  the  insult  greatly. 

It  gave  me  such  a  shock;. 

I  had  to  quit  again  because 
X  would^t  suck  his  cock. 

1  next  worked  for  a  preacher, 

A  hairy  little  runt; 

X  left  because  he  begged  me 
To  let  him  lick  my  cunt* 

At  last,  X  decided 

To  take  things  as  they  came. 

And  if  I  lost  another  job 
1  *d  have  myself  to  blame* 


I  saw  an  advertisement 

For  a  confidential  clerk;  * 

1  found  a  handsome  bachelor 
Tiho  offered  pleasant  work. 

I  came  on  Monday  morning. 

And.  know  where  I  was  at; 

Ho  settled  in  a  rocker. 

Taking  off  his  hat* 

The  boss  got  down  to  business: 

He  said  he'd  treat  me  right; 

He  pulled  me  down  upon  his  lap. 
And  there  he  held  mo  tight. 

Along  my  lace-trimmed  panties 
His  cunning  fingers  stole; 
i  shyly  spread  my  legs  apart 
To  help  him  reach  his  goal. 

In  just  about  a  second 
Ha  found  my  pussy  there; 

I  felt  his  fingers  working 
There  in  my  curly  hair* 

He  placed  a  cunning  finger 
Into  my  burning  slot; 

He  pushed  it  in  and  out 
Until  my  hole  got  hot. 

Responding  to  such  treatment. 

My  cunt  grew  moist  and  soft; 
Love *s  strolling  way  lost  no 
delay, 

But  wanted  to  go  off. 

He  knew  a  little  tridk  of  nature 
To  fill  my  tender  quiff 
Quite  full  of  juicy  lubricant 
To  help  his  gallant  stiff* 

In  answer  to  this  dallying 

Each  part  sent  forth  a  stream, 
Until  my  dainty  love-nest 

Has  filled  vdth  slippery  cream, 

His  other  hand  was  plucking 
My  shirt-waist  clean  and  new. 
And  in  another  moment 

My  breasts  came  into  view* 

He  disengaged  npr  chemise 

From  round  my  shoulders  white. 
And  as  it  fell  below  my  knees 
1  knew  he'd  seen  a  sight* 

My  snow-white  tits  hwaved  up  and 
down. 

As  soft  and  deep  he  pressed; 
They  filled  right  out  with  zeal; 
5b e  ninnies  stood  erect* 


Between  his'  burning  lips,  he  took 
The  tempting  nipple  on  the  left 

And  while  engaged  in  sucking  it. 

He  stroked  the  fcther  tit. 

I  felt  his  body  quiver. 

And  I  looked  down  to  see 

The  cause  of  this  commotion. 

And  saw  his  cook  was  free. 

Its  head  had  formed  an  opening 
Like  a  knife  so  sharp  and  keen; 

The  boss  then  let  my  nipple  go. 

And  ripped  the  buttons  clean. 

His  noble  staff  stood  stiff  and 
firm; 

.  It  quivered  and  it  danced; 

The  boss  jumped  up  in  frantic 
haste. 

And  struggled  with  his  pants. 

Within  a  moment  he  was  stripped. 
And  said  please  do  the  same; 

I  too  disrobed  completely  then, 
With  disregard  fon  shame. 

Tie  both  stood  there  naked. 

Like  kids  when  they  ware  born; 

His  cock  was  stiff  and  husky. 

Just  like  an  ear  of  corn. 

He  made  me  pull  his  pecker, 
bhich  made  it  larger  still; 

I  raised  his  balls  upon  my  hand 
And  got  an  awful  thrill. 

I  squeezed  it  hard  below  the  head 
And  jerked  it  in  and  out; 

And  when  the  thing  began  to  throb, 
I  thought  I  held  a  trout. 

And  as  I  pulled  his  majesty. 

He  rubbed  mv  throbbing  nest; 

It  took  but  just  a  moment 
To  make  him  do  the  rest. 

”My  dear, "  he  said  politely. 
You’ve  got  it  good  and  stiff; 

Now  come  and  let  me  put  it 
Into  your  pretty  quiff ;** 

He  laid  mo  on  the  sofa. 

And  sore ad  my  legs  apart; 

He  kissed  ray  dimpled  belly 
And  mounted  for  the  start. 

He  placed  my  hand  upon  my  tit, 
Tibich  I  pushed  up  to  his  lips; 

He  settled  down  to  do  his  bit, 

And  started  his  prick  into  my 
slit. 


Its  husky  head  now  quivering 
"Has  buried  in  my  crush; 

He  put  his  hand  around  my  back 
And  gave  a  dandy  push. 

Each  time  he  sent  it  deeper 
His  tool  would  gain  an  inch; 

My  surging  cunt  was  stretching 
But  he  couldn't  make  mo  flinch 

I  7, Tapped  mv  legs  around 

His  strong  and  brawny  back; 

My  ass  I  shoved  up  quickly 
To  meet  his  fierce  attack. 

This  motion  soon  grew  faster  — 
Oh,  boy,  how  he  could  screw?  - 

I  knew  I  had  him  going, 

So  I  worked  faster  too. 

I  nearly  swooned  with  rapture. 
Because  I  loved  it  so; 

And  his  knob  was  discharging 
To  meet  my  maiden  flow. 

lie  both  went  off  together. 

And  bliss  was  in  that  room; 

And  hot  emotion  mingled 
kith in  my  burning  womb. 

For  some  time  we  lay  panting. 
Locked  in  each  other’s  arms, 

until  I  felt  the  drippings 

Of  that  wand  of  magic  charms  4 

Abo at  sn  hour  later. 

As  the  clock  was  striking  one, 

The  boss  set  me  on  his  lap 
And  sucked  my  tits  for  fun. 

I  grasped  his  lily-white  penis. 
Because  I  couldn't  resist; 

Tilth  rapid  motions  up  and  down, 

I  jerked  it  off  with  my  fist. 

Ills  belly  snuirmed  with  each 

stroke. 

He  wiggled  with  delight; 

i  placed  my  other  hand  on  it 
And  worked  with  all  my  might. 

This  time  x  got  above  him; 
inside  my  quiff  I  tucked 

The  head  of  his  enchanting  cock; 
Then  on  top  of  him  l  fucked, 

Th is  o u ic kl y  did  the  bus i ness. 
And  made  his  pecker  swell; 

The  boss  was  lying  on  his  back. 
And  I  was  hot  as  hell. 


At  first  I  moved  quite  slowly 
To  make  the  pleasure  last. 

But  gradually  increased  my  speed 
And  then  wo  both  worked  fast* 

I  hold  my  body  higher 

To  make  him  close  to  me* 

He  raised  his  buttocks  ouickly 
And  drove  it  straight  to  me. 

His  greasy  back  was  sliding 
Between  iny  shapely  lips; 

They  opened  uo  to  smother  it. 

And  round  its  head  they 
slipped. 

it  roused  up  all  my  passion; 

My  ass,  I  made  it  whirl 
With  short  and  happy  circles 
Like  any  haopy  girl* 

The  boss  suddenly  turned  overV 
To  him  it  was  a  joke; 

With  his  arms  around  my  belly 
He  gave  my  ass  a  poke. 

Then  cigarettes  were  lighted. 

And  he  played  a  little  3 oke % 

He  stuck  one  in  my  monkey 
To  teach  it  bow  to  smoke. 

Before  the  day  was  over 
1  tried  another  tricks 
Between  my  snow-white  boopies 
1  squeezed  his  swelling  prick* 

1  kept  on  squeezing  harder 
until  it  had  to  spit. 

And  then  the  -sticky  fluid 
Wont  trickling  down  my  tits. 

I  made  up  my  mind  quickly 
To  make  his  pecker  stiff; 

I  swore  I*d  have  it  spotting 
until  he  hollered  quits* 

He  stretched  upon  the  sofa; 

His  pecker  was  standing 
straight; 

He  closed  his  eyes  "with  rapture. 
And  1  just  took  the  bait. 

1  twirled  his  prick  in  circles, 

I  shot  it  to  and  fro, 

I  jerked  it  up  and  jerked  it 
down 

To  make  the  dew-drops  flow. 

1  glanced  down  at  his  belly; 

it  was  a  sight  to  see* 
it  was  heaving  up  and  down 
Just  like  a  rolling  sea* 


I  placed  my  fingers  on  his  balls 
His  breathing  soon  got  faster; 

Ills  belly  rose' and  fall* 

1  thought  that  he  would  yell. 

I  tickled  here,  1  tickled  there, 
I  dallied  with  delight; 

His  dangling  balls  I  stroked 
with  glee; 

.  His  prick  ,  1  squeezed  it 
tight. 

x  grinned  his  pecker  firmly, 

1  shook  his  balls  once  more; 

He  shot  into  the  air 

As  I  held  his  dripping  oar. 

The  juicy  stream  rolled  down  my 
hand. 

And  oh,  but  it  was  hot.1 

The  shining  head  was  dripping 
white ; 

I  thought  it  would  never  stop. 

I  still  continued  jerking 
upon  his  great  big  gun; 

i  swore  I*d  make  him  holler. 

For  I  had  just  begun* 

The  juicy  stream  quit  corning  out 
His  prick  was  shrinking  fast; 

It  doubled  up  and  quivered 
Just  like  a  broken  mast. 

The  boss  rolled  over  on  his  sido 
He  really  wished  to  rest; 

x  took  his  jaded  pecker 
And  stuck  it  on  my  nest. 

Eiis  time  I  d.idn  t  put  it 
Into  my  virginal  swell. 

But  kept  it  lying  lengthwise 
Outside  my  dripping  well. 

It  lav  there  in  the  opening 
Of  love,  sweet  and  fair; 

His  balls  were  resting  on  my  ass 
The  head  was  in  my  hair. 

The  Yfidwning  lips  enfolded  it 
And  kissed  its  head  so  neat; 

1  threw  ray  legs  around  his  hips 
And  gave  the  boss  a  treat. 

This  spread  my  swelling  cunt; 
xt  gave  me  lots  of  room 

To  slide  my  love  way  up  and  down 
Against  his  noble  spoon. 

His  prick  began  to  tremble 
There  in  its  favorite  spot; 

Its  size  was  enormous 

Aa  it  moved  within  :my  slot. 


He  threw  his  arms  around  me 

In  a  wild  and  frenzied  embrace. 
And  I  moved  my  cunt  slowly. 

For  I  knew  .there  was  no  haste. 

The  pleasure  was  unparalleled* 

My  body  thrilled  with- joy; 

This  time  1  knew  thet  I  could 
clean 

The  cock  of  that  old  boy. 

His -prick  was  now  gigantic 
.tad  pounded  like  a  boom; 
it  sought  to  find  that  juicy  hole 
That  led  into  my  womb* 

Stalling  and  delaying, 

I  played  the  game  of  love; 
i  slid  my  nest  up  quickly. 

And  he  gave  my  ass  a  shove. 

I  raised  my  cunt  a  iittl^. 

And  then  I  let  it  slip 
Eight  down  upon  his  prick: 

This  surely  did  the  trick. 

A  cock  eight  inches  long  he 
plunged 

Into  my  throbbing  womb; 

1  never  hoped  to  find  such  joy 
As  I  did  right  in  that  room. 

it  was  sometime  later 

That  I  released  my  c^int; 

The  boss  was  really  weary. 

For  he  1st  out  a  grunt. 

You've  given  ray  cock  a  lesson; 

You  made  it  spit  with  glee; 

You  played  it  out  completely*. 

A  rest  is  now  my  pleain 

At  nine  o1  clock  next  morning 
I  went  to  work,  it true; 

1  felt  a  little  giddy 

And  itching  for  a  screw. 

The  gay  young  spark  was  waiting; 

He  called  me  his  darling  kid, 
khilo  he  hugged  me  up  so  closely. 
And  some  other  things  he  did* 

He  locked  the  doors  and  windows 
And  on one d  a  bottle  of  booze; 
he  drank  and  raised  the  devil 
And  did  just  what  we  choose. 

uf  course,  it  made  me  giddy; 

lay  head  began  to  sing; 

But  l  stripped  myself  skin-naked 
And  the  boss  striked  off  every¬ 
thing* 


Kac lining  on  a  sofa, 

I  puffed  a  cigarette 
And  spread  my  legs  widely. 

And  my  box  felt  hot  and  wet* 

My  knees  were  .elevated; 

On  the  sofa  I  did  lay; 

The  boss  looked  at  my  beauty. 

And  then  1  heard  him  say; 

"Tour  ass  is  fair  and  round; 

Your  thighs  are  shapely  built; 
Your  cunt,  is  we  11- developed; 

Your  hair  is  soft  as  silk.  ’*  . 

He  bent  his  head  still  lower 
To  gaze  with  sparkling  eyes; 
And  then  his  face  he  buried 
Between  my  shapely  thighs* 

The  boss  before  me  kneeling 
Now  braced  himself  in  front 
.tad  gave  s.  little  shiver 

As  his  tongue  went  in  my  cunt* 

My  heart  was  beating  faster; 

His  nose  was  flatly  pressed; 
His  lips  went  to  it  hotly 

As  he  kissed  my  cuckooes  nest* 

His  hands  were  on  my  boobies; 

I  shook  them  to  and  fro 
To  keep  tine  with  his  sucking 
And  ray  excited  nerves  below. 

Around  his  neck  was  buying 
My  shapely  logs  were  hung; 

My  blushing  cunt  with  rapture 
las  licking  at  his  tongue* 

A  burst  of  smothered  laughter 
From  my  lies  shrilly  pealed; 
My  belly  twitched  -and  wiggled. 
But  nature  had  to  yield. 

The  lancer  was  rewarded 
k"ith  a  stream  of  juicy  cream; 
Right  in  his  mouth  I  fed  it; 

He  had  me  .about  to  scream* 

At  length  my  head  was  resting. 
And  here  I  must  confess, 

Y?hile  it  wa-s  ouite  depressing, 
i  liked  the  French  way  best. 

His  tired  tongue  burned  madly 
And  did  a  s 1 inner y  stunt; 

His  lies  drained  all  the  juice 
That  filled  my  drinping  cunt. 

At  length  the  boss  rose  slowly 
And  sat  urn on  a  chair; 

1  sew- his  pecker  standing; 

It  s  size  wa  s  s  oew  t h  i n  g  r  ar  e  i 


X  Fve  hoard  of  girls  who  practice 
The  French  unnatural  way; 

I  too  made  up  my  mind 
To  see  if  it  were  gay. 

The  boss  leaned  back  and  waited; 
The  new  desire  I  felt; 

And  so  without  delay 

Between  his  knees  I  knelt. 

In  a  moment  X  was  busy 

Within  those  office  walls; 

In  a  most  adoring  manner 

I  kissed  his  prick  and  balls* 

My  fair  white  arras  were  clasping 
Around  his  naked  hips; 

I  took  the  head  of  his  packer 
Between  my  ruby  lips. 

My  pretty  lips  just  fitted 
Around  his  noble  shaft; 

I  drew  out  all  I  could  get. 

For  it  was  wary  fast. 

My  moist  lips  were  slipping 
On  flesh  erect  and  firm. 

And  every  time  that  I*d  recoil, 
The  boss  would  panting  squirm* 

I  varied  the  operation 

And,  using  my  tongue  to  lick. 

The  throbbing  sensitive  part 
Of  his  enormous  prick* 

My  mouth  was  overflowing. 

But  that  didn't  make  me  stop; 

J  always. liked  the  taste  of  cream. 
So  I  swallowed  every  drop* 

until  his  balls  were  resting 
■upon  my  dimpled  chin. 

And  still  I  sucked  upon  his  cock, 
Yvhich  was  all  the  way  in. 

Before  the  day  was  over. 

We  both  got  dorm  again; 

I  tried  a  double-header, 

This  time  making  it  ten* 

The  boss  lav  on  the  sofa; 

His  legs  were  widely  spread; 

Rover sod  to  his  nakedness, 

I  stretched  over  his  head. 

His  tongue  at  once  got  busy; 

My  box  was  fondly  tapped; 

My  boobies  rose  and  fell. 

Toe  way  my  cunt  was  lapped. 


He  had  a  nice  big  hard-on. 

The  kind  that  I  adore; 

I  took  its  tempting  throbbing 
head 

Between  rav  lips  once  more. 

I  sucked  his  cock  with  greedi¬ 
ness. 

And  licked  till  I  was  sick; 

Hie  boss  was  pressing  in  my  ass 
And  lapping  my  juicy  quiff, 

1  had  his  big  stick  writhing. 

And  my  cunt  began  to  spout; 

His  cock  was  also  spitting, 

And  I  sucked  in  every  drop. 

It  was  a  great  sensation 

Of  wild  and  delicious  bliss; 

The.  most  fabulous  fucking 

Can't  thrill  the  nerves  like 
this.* 

then  both  of  us  were  satisfied. 

He  pinched  my  ass  to  rise; 

I  had  nearly  smothered  him 
Between  my  perfumed  thighs. 

His  cock  is  growing  larger; 

My  cunt  is  growing  too; 

Tfe  spend  much  time  together. 
Because  we  love  to  screw/. 

I  like  to  pull  his  pecker 
And  feel  it  growing  stiff. 

And  watch  the  spouting  lovo -juice 
Shoot  forth  from  his  big  prick. 

So  my  diary  is  finished; 

I  hone  you  have  boon  pleased; 
.And  if  you  too  were  lying  here, 
I7d  give  your  cock  a  squeeze, 

I2d  demonstrate  .each  lesson 
So  you 1  d  knov/  what  to  do 
Then  some  nice  girl  is  waiting 
To  have  you  teach  her  how  to 
screw/* 

But  read  this  little  diary; 

The  points  are  very  plain; 

And  when  you  meet  your  sweetie , 
Just  let  her  do  the  same* 

She  will  just  love  to  have  you 
Strip  her  to  the  skin 
And  kiss  her  little  cuntie 
Before  your  prick  fioes  in. 


Rub  her  snow-white  boobies 
And  shake  them  to  and  fro; 

Let  her  pull  upon  your  prick 
Until  it  begins  to  grow. 

Lay  her  on  the  sofa; 

Spread  her  logs  apart; 

Let  her  hold  onto  your  prick 
Till  you  are  ready  to  start. 

Let  her  make  her  motions. 

As  she  will  quickly  do; 

Hold  your  ass  up  in  the  air: 
That  is  the  way  to  screw. 

'.hen  the  pleasure  is  all  over. 
Kiss  her  iuioy  box; 

Let  her  hold  your  limber  prick 
until  it  again  gets  hot. 

She  mil  love  you  for  it 
And  let  you  have  your  way. 

To  give  her  pleasant  lessons 
.And  fuck  her  every  dayj 
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JINGLES  FROM  G  LEGMAN 
(Now  York  City) 


1.  MARY  MOSHER  (1946; 

Mary,  Mother,  I  believe 
Without  sin  thou  didst  conceive? 

Mary,  Mother,  still  believing. 

Let  me  sin  without  conceiving! 

2.  HERE’S  TO  THE  MAID  (1946) 

Here’s  to  the  maid  who's  not  afraid 
Her  lover's  dick  to  handle? 

To  hell  with  the  maid  who  sits  in  the 
shade 

And  fucks  herself  with'  a  candle! 

3.  IF  THE  SKIRTS  (1928) 

If  the  skirts  grow  any  shorter, 

Said  the  flapper  with  a  sob, 

I’ll  have  two  more  cheeks  to  powder 
And  another  place  to  bob! 

4.  HICKORY  (1928) 

Hickory  is  the  hardest  wood; 

Jazzing  does  the  ladies  good; 

It  brightens  their  eyes  and  widens 
their  thigh3. 

And  gives  their  asses  good  exercise! 

5.  SAM  MCGUIRE  (1946) 

This  is  the  story  of  Sam  McGuire , 

Ran  through  the  town  with  his  pants  on 
fire. 

Got.  to  the  doctor's  and  fainted  with 
fright. 

For  the  doctor  told  him  his  end  was  in 
sight! 

6.  FARMER  BR0HN  (1946) 

Farmer  Brown  had  an  awful  scare. 

Was  chased  ten  miles  by  a  grizzly  bear ; 
Everyone  thought  ha  had  lost  his  mind. 
Running  ten  miles  with  a  bars  behind! 

7.  THE  JAYBIRD  (1946) 

Oh,  a  jaybird  flew  in  a  country  store. 
And  he  shit  on  the  counter  end  shit  on 
the  floor; 

He  wiped  his  ass  on  a  piece  of  ham. 

And  didn't  give  a  damn  for  the  grocery 
man! 


8.  SHE  SCORPION  (1928) 

The  scorpion  climbed  the  tarantula's 
neck 

And  chortled  with  fiendish  glee!! 

I’ll  fuck  this  poisonous  son-of -a-bitch 
Or  it’s  a  cinch  that  he’ll  fuck  me! 

9.  GALAHAD  (1943) 

My  cock  has  been  in  many  cunts. 

But  never  in  more  than  one  at  once! 

10.  BOGGI-SOGGY  (1952) 

St.  Louis  woman. 

She  had.  a  yen  for  men* 

She  went  to  bed 

With  a  rubber  fountain  pen. 

The  rubber  broke 
And  the  ink  went  wild. 

And  now  she  1 s  nursing 
A  boggy-woggv  child! 

11.  A  TOAST  (Undated) 


Here 's  to  the  men! 


Yihen 

I 

meet 

’em, 

I 

like 

’em; 

Then 

I 

like 

’em. 

I 

kiss 

’em; 

"When 

I 

kiss 

’em. 

1 

love 

’em; 

T/hen 

I 

love 

'em. 

T 

let 

’em; 

When 

I 

let 

’em. 

1  lose 

’em. 

God  damn  'em! 

12.  VIOLET  TIME  (1943) 

Violate  me  in  violet  time 
In  the  vilest  way  you  know  — 

Ruin  me,  ravage  me. 

Brutally,  savagely. 

On  me  no  mercy  bestow! 

To  the  man  who  is  gentle  and  kind  I'm 
oblivious; 

Give  me  a  man  who  is  lewd  and  lasciv¬ 
ious  ! 

Violate  me  in  violet  time. 

In  the  vilest  way  you  know! 

13.  THE  POOL  (1988) 

A  fool  there  was  and  he  made  his  prayer, 
Sven  as  you  and  I, 

To  a  rag  and  a  bone  and  a  hank  of  hair; 
Then  he  put  the  bono  up  against  the 
hair , . 

Arid  the  damned  fool  found  that  the  rag 
was  the  re ! 


14.  *GRE  HOUSE  KEEPER  (?) 

lie  that  will  a  whore-house  keep 
Must  have  three  things  in  store: 

A  chamber-pot,  a  feather-bed, 

A  chimbley  and  a  whore 

15.  THE  LAST  DOLLAR  (?) 

Cards  and  booze  and  dice; 

Bluebells,  crabs,  and  lice; 

I’ve  had  ’em  all , 

But  Jesus  Christ, 

I’ve  got  another  dollar 
So  1*11  have  another  slice. 

IS.  BELLY  TO  BELLY  (1960’s) 

It‘s  belly  to  belly 
And  tongue  to  tongue ; 

I  made  a  grab  for  Lil’s  left  lung; 

I  missed  her  lung  and  crabbed  her  gall. 
And  out  came  bag,  shit,  guts,  and  all.’ 
Stink?  A  Grodddddd-damni 

17.  SATISFIED  WITH  LIFE  (19ST) 

All  I  want  is  fifty  thousand  women 
Earning  lots  of  money  just  for  me; 

And  then  I  want  a  harem  of  good-lookers 
Naked  cunt  and  honey,  just  for  me; 

If  I  only  had  a  hundred  tons  of  yen-she. 
And  the  nerve  to  kill  my.  bull -bitch  of 
a  wife; 

And  if  I  never  had  to  take  the  howcure. 
Then  I  think  that  I’d  be  satisfied  with 
life.' 

18.  LOST  (I92u's) 

I  lost  my  arm  in  the  army; 

I  lost  my  leg  in  the  navy; 

1  lost  my  balls 
Over  Niagara  Falls; 

.And  I  lost  my  cock  in  a  lady. 

19.  A  MAN'S  TOAST  (?; 

Tobacco  when  you're  tired. 

And  whiskey  when  you're  blue; 

Cunt-hole  when  your  cock  stands, 

And  Heaven  when  you're  through. 

2u.  OSCAR  (?) 

Oscar  was  a  Hilda  man. 

He  threw  the  boy  a  fritter; 

And  when  the  boy  stooped  over. 

Ho  shoved  it  in  his  shitter. 


21.  HIZZEN  Ai®  HERN  (1946; 

Drifting  down  the  stream  of  izzen. 
They  were  seated  in  the  stern. 

And  she  had  her  hand  on  hizzen, 

And  he  had  his  hand  on  hern; 

22.  QUEEN  OF  THE  NIGHT 

0  C’Unt,  0  Cunt,  thou  slimy  slit. 
Besmeared  with  hair,  besmirched  with 
shit; 

Like  a  polecat’s  ass,  thou  smallest 
bad. 

But  0  thou  Cunt,  thou  must  be  had) 

23.  OLD  KING  COLE  (1930) 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  bugger  fof  the 
hole, 

"/.Ith  a  buckskin  bsllv  .and  a  rubber 
ass-hole. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  bugger  for  the 
hole. 

And  a  bugger  for  the  hole  was  he; 

He  called  for  his  wifo 
And  stuck  her  with  a  knife. 

And  out  jumped  a  K-I-D 

(And  out  jumped  four  kids  three)) 

24.  JOTS  OF  COPULATION  (1962; 

Do  you  know  John  Peel? 

Yes,  1  know  him  very  weal; 

He  sleeps  with  his  wife. 

But  he  never  gets  a  feel; 

He  sleeps  by  her  side. 

But  he  never  gets  a  ride. 

And  he  wakes  up  with  a  hard-on  in  the 
morning 

(And  he  revels  in  the  throes  of  mas¬ 
turbation  ).' 

25.  MEN  A  MM  GRGA3  OLD  (?) 

Men  a  man  grows  old 
And  his  balls  grow  cold, 

A*M  the  head  of  his  dick  turns  blue; 

Men  he  goes  to  diddle 

And  it  bends  in  the  middle  — 

Did  that  ever  happen  to  you? 

26.  THE  BASS  (1946) 

Of  all  the  fish  that  swim  the  seas 
I  love  the  best  the  bass: 

It  climbs  up  into  seaweed  trees, 

And  slides  down  on  its  ass.’ 


SHORT  PGisMS  FROM  G.  LhGMAN 
( Hew  York  City)  * 

1. 

In  Your-'  Boyhood  Days 

First  you  knock  at  the  door,  and  then  you  ask  for  Annie, 
Then  you  put  in  a  nickel  in  the  old  piannyj 
And  down  cones  Annie  in  her  dirty  silk  kiinoni§. 

All  dolled  uo  -with  perfume  and  colognie; 

Then  you  pay. your  dollar  for  a  bottle  of  beeriej 
Another  dollar  goes  for  the  music  you  hearie. 

Three  dollars  more,  and  up  you  go  with  dearie. 

And  then  you've  got  nine  days  of  doubt  and.  fearieJ 

2. 

Daydreams 


Oh,  I  wish  I  was  a  fascinating  bitch, 

XM  never  be  poor,  I’d  always  be  rich? 

I’d  live  in  a  house  with  a.  little  red  light. 

And  I’d  sleep  all  day  and  I'd  work  all  night 3 
I'd  take  a  rest  about  onee  a  month 
To  drive  my  customers  wild  — 

Oh,  I  wish  I  was  a  fascinating  bitch. 

Instead  of  a  ligitimate  child.* 

3. 

The  Woodpecker 

A  woodpecker  flew  in  a  schoolhouse  yard. 

And  he  started  to  peck,  for  his  pecker  was  hard; 

So  ha  flew  on  the  sill  just  over  the  door. 

And  he  pecked  and  he  pecked  till  his  packer  was  sore 2 
He  looked  at  his  pecker,  and  his  countenance  fellt 
No  more  could  he  peck  till  his  pecker  got  well; 

So  there  he  sits  on  the  schoolhouse  yard. 

And  his  head  gets  red  and  his  pecker  gets  hard.* 

4. 

Pussy  Is  Peculiar 

Now,  pussy  is  peculiar. 

It  makes  a  man  a  fool. 

It  takes  away  his  worries, 

But  wears  away  his  tool. 

Ttien  he  climbs  upon  a  woman. 

He  hasn’t  long  to  stay. 

For  his  head  is  fell  of  nonsense. 

And  his  ass  is  full  of  play. 

Though  ha  climbs  on  like  a  lion. 

He  rolls  off  like  a  lamb. 

And  when  he  buttons  up  his  pajats. 

He  isn't  worth  a  damn. 

His  sporting  days  are  over  soon, 

His  lights  are  burning  out, 
vihat  used  to  be  his  sex  appeal 
Is  now  his  water  spouti 
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5. 

What  My  Wife  lihnts  Tonight 

I  wonder  what  my  wife  will  want  tonight j 
1  xvonder  if  the  wife  will  fuss  and  fight? 

I  wonder  can  she  tell 
That  I!y9  been  raising  hell, 

Yonder  if  she'll  know  that  I've  been  tight? 
My  wife  is  just  as  nico  as  nio«  can  be; 

X  hope  aha  doesn't  feel  too  nice  toward  me.' 
For  an  afternoon  of  joy, 

Xs  hell  on  the  old  bovl 

X  wonder  what  the  wife  will  want  tonight? 

6, 

Be st  Wishes 

May  the  bleeding  piles  possess  you. 

And  the  corns  claim  both  your  feet. 

And  crabs  as  big  as  cockroaches 
Crawl  around  on  your  balls  and  eat. 

And  the  whole  world  turn  against  you 
Till  you're  a  total  wreck 
And  you  fall  right  through  your  ass-hole 
And  break  your  God  damned  neck’ 


7. 

Two  Irishmen 

Two  irishmen,  two  irishmen,  were  digging  in  a  ditch; 
One  called  the  other  one  a  dirty  son- of- a— — 

Peter*  Murphy  had  a  dog,  a  very  fine  dog  was  has 
He  lent  it  to  his  lady-friend  to  keep  her  company; 

She  led  him,  she  fad  him,  she  kept  him  on  the  jur<sp; 

One  day  he  ran  up  her  petticoat  and  grabbed  her  by  the 
Country  boy  from  Germany  was  sitting  on  a  rock; 

Along  came  a  bumble-bee  and  stung  him  on  the-— 
Cocktails  and  ginger-ale,  five  cents  a  glass.’ 

If  you  don't  like  this  story,  you  can  stick  it  up  your 
Ask  me  no  questions,  1*11  tell  you  no  lies; 

If  you  ever  get  hit  with  a  bucket  of  shit, 

Be  sure  to  close  your  eyesi 

8. 

The  Old  Farmer 


There  was  an  old  farmer  who  sat  on  a  rock. 
Stroking  his  whiskers  and  shaking  his  fist 
At  a  young  maiden  who  sat  bjr  the  creek 
batching  the  little  boys  play  with  their 
Marbles  and  tarbles  and  all  things  of  yore, 
■When  along  came  a  lady;  they  called  her  a 
Decent  young  lady,  who  sat  in  the  grass. 

And  when  she  turned  over,  you  could  see  up  her 
huffles  end  tuffles  and  sometimes  a  tuck; 
iou  knew  by  her  actions  she  knew  how  to 
Bring  up  her  children  and  teach  them  to  knit; 
Tne  boys  in  the  barnyard  were  shoveling  out 
Apples  and  Corncobs  and  all  by  the  peck; 

And  that  is  the  end  of  my  story,  by  hock. 
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9. 

Sonny  Jim 

(Extended  from  VLulun} 

I  had  a  little  brother, 

His  name  was  Sonny  Jim; 
put  him  in  the  pisspot 
To  learn  him  how  to  swim* 

He  floated  to  the  bottom; 

He  floated  to  the  top; 

My  sister  got  excited 

And  grabbed  him  by  the  eock- 
Tails ,  ginger«ale s , 

Five  cents  a  glass. 

And  if  you  don ‘t  like  it. 

Shove  it  up  vour  — - 
Ask  me  no  questions. 

I’ll  tell  you  no  lies; 

But  a  man  got  hit 
With  a  bag  of  shit. 

Right  between  his  eyes.1 

10* 

Mary  V-s  Cat 

(in  -^pooms ,  Ballads,  and  Parodies,  n 1928) 

Mary  had  a  litttlo  cat 
With  curly  short  black  hair, 

And  everywhere  that  Mary  went. 

That  puss  was  always  there. 

How,  there  are  many  naughty  boys. 

But  Mary  knew  the  brats 

Who,  with  their  little  squirt-guns , 

Are  always  shooting  carts* 

But  Mary  kept  her  cat  well  hid 
Beneath  her  underskirt. 

And  so  it  did  escape  the  boys 
And  seldom  got  a  souirt. 

Now,  Mary  had.  a.  nice  young  beaux. 

Who,  like  all  other  beaux. 

Has  one  of  these  same  squirt-guns 
Concealed  beneath  his  clothes. 

As  he  was  courting  her  one  night. 

And  she  beside  him  sat. 

He  reached  beneath  her  petticoat 
.And  caught  her  by  the  cat* 

Did  Mary  faint  or  say,  "Please  don't*1  ft 
Or  yell,  or  scream,  or  holler? 

Not  s  h  e  1  She  let  him  pi  ay  m  t  h  it 
And  charged  him  half  a  dollar;  . 


STABKABD  POMS  FROM  G.  LEGMAN 
(New  York  City) 

1. 

Miss  Malone 

Oh,  I  mot  Miss  i&alone  in  the  graveyard. 

And  1  laid  Miss  Malone  on  a  stone; 

And  when  I  socked  each  stroke  to  her. 

You  could  hear  all  the  dead  people  moan.1 

Oh,  I  met  Miss  Malone  in  the  barnyard. 

And  she  ms  all  covered  with  mud; 

And  vdien  I  asked  what  had  happened. 

She  3aid  she  ’d  been  climbed  by  a  stud.3 

2. 

Alice  Blue  Gown 

In  her  sweet  little  Alice  Blue  Gown, 

The  first  time  she  was  ever  laid  down. 

She  was  bashful  and  shy 
/When  he  opened  his  fly; 

Then  he  loosened  his  shirt  and  took  off  his  tie. 

Then  he  turned  her  around  to  the  front. 

And  he  took  a  good  look  at  her  cunt. 

Then  she  screamed,  all  the  louder. 

As  he  pushed  it  in  farther. 

In  her  sweat  little  Alice  Blue  Gown. 

3. 

Sailor’s  Hornpipe 

Tiddly-winks,  young  man. 

Get  a  whore  if  you  canJ 
If  you  can’t  get  a  whore. 

Gat  a  clean  young  man.’ 

From  the  sunny  shores  of  Malta 
To  the  rock  of  old  Gibraltar, 

Carry  your  balls  in  an  old  tin  can. 

Do  your  balls  hang  low? 

Do  they  swing  to  and  fro? 

Can  you  tie  them  in  a  knot? 

Can  you  tie  them  in  a  bow? 

Do  they  make  a  rusty  clamor 
When  you  hit  them  with  a  hammer? 

Do  your  balls  hang  low? 

4. 

Humoresque 

My  occupation  after  dark 
is  goosinp;  statues  in  the  park; 
if  Sherman’s  horse  can  take  it, 

'Way  can’t  you? 

Passengers  will  please  refrain 
From  flushing  toilets  while  the  train 
is  in  the  station, 
i  love  youi 


khile  the  train  is  in  thw  station, 

HO  encourage  constipation. 

And  I  hops  you  love  me  too* 

5. 

Home .  Sweet  Home 

Home  presents  a  dismal  picture! 

All  is  silent  as  the  tomb? 
uncle  Hil lie  has  a  strictures 
Maw  has  falling  of  the  womb.' 

Brother  Jack  has  got  a  chancre— 

Caught  it  from  the  butcher's  wife — 
Sister's  mouth  is  full  of  canker— 
Grandma's  having  change  of  life.' 

Home  presents  a  dismal  picture j 
Gone  are  all  my  youthful  smiles l 
All  my  time  is  spent  in  chopping 
Ice  for  Grandpa’s  bleeding  piles! 

6. 

A  Sad  Story 

Hera’s  to  Bill,  my  pal  of  old. 

Companion  of  my  pipe  and  bowlj 
I  guess  ha’s  -with  the  angels  now, 

God  bless  his  dear  old  soul! 

I  had  a  little  the  best  of  Bill 
Tihsn  it  came  to  drinking  booze. 

But  the  man  that  could  out-fuck  old  Bill 
Never  stood  in  a  pair  of  shoes! 

it  wasn’t  the  clap  that  killed  poor  Bill, 
Nor  was  it  the  want  of  breath; 

But  a  little  fly  crawled  up  Bill's  ass 
And  tickled  poor  Bill  to  death! 

7, 

The  Old  T.hore  House 

You're  going  to  leave  the  old  whore-house. 

Tonight  you’re  going  away. 

You’re  going  among  those  Frisco  cunts  to  dwell. 
Thus  spoke  a  tall  blonde  whore 
T&  her  pimp  one  summer’s  day. 

If  your  mind’s  m&de  up  that  way,  I  wish  you  well! 

But  when  syphilis  overtakes  you, 

Tihen  them  God  damned  whores  forsake  you, 

v.hen  the  bottoms  of  your  shoes  are  shot  to  hell, 

?ihen  of  money  you  haven’t  any. 

But  of  crumbs  you  have  a-plenty. 

Remember,  there’s  a  tall  blonde  whore  awaiting  you 
At  home,  sweet  home! 
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8. 

J£  'i.ish  JL  To re 

Of  all  the  fish,  i  wish  I  were, 

I  wish  I  vrere  a  bass: 

I'd  climb  up  on  the  slippery  rocks 

And  slide  down  on  my  hands  and  knee  s  i 

Of  all  the  birds,  I  wish  I  were, 

1  wish  I  were  a  duck: 

I *d  stick  my  head  beneath  the  wave 
And  watch  the  fishes  misbehave i 

9. 

Stark  Naked 

(’’Poems,  Ballads,  and  Parodies,"  1928) 

Stark  naked  on  the  bed  she  lay. 

So  fat  and  fair  and  chubby j 

Stank  naked  by  her  side  I  lay 

And  in  each  hand  I  clasped  a  bubbyi 

"Ohi ”  she  cried,  with  anxious  smile, 

’Must  I  take  that  root  and  have  a  child?" 

The  root  she  took,  the  child  she  had. 

And  now  she's  looking  for  its  dad,f 

10. 

■Jesus  Qhsist  Almi ghty 
(The  <Jirl~  I  Left  Behind  Ma) 

The  moonlight  lit  on  the  niople  of  her  tit; 
She  was  young  and  flighty; 

Her  hair  was  brown  as  buffalo  shit, 

Jesus  Christ  Almighty.* 

The  moonlight  lit  on  the  nipple  of  her  tit; 
She  was  young  and  flighty; 

Her  snatch  was  rich  with  the  seven-year  itch, 
Jesus  Christ  Almighty,* 

11. 

Carrie  Moore 

The  minister's  wife  was  there. 

Her  arse  against  the  wall; 

"Put  your  money  on  the  table,  boys; 

Ism  going  to  ferk  ’’em  all,'" 

The  groom  was  in  the  kitchen 
Oiling  up  his  tool; 

The  bride  was  in  the  icebox 
Her  private  parts  to  cool. 

The  queen  was  in  the  parlor 
batin'  bread  and  honey; 

The  king  was  in  the  chambermaid. 

And  she  was  in  the  money. 


12. 

The.  Saltpeter  Song 
(My  Bonnie  Lies  over  the  Ocean) 

They  say  we  get  milk  in  our  coffee. 

They  say  we  get  milk  in  our  tea. 

They  say  wo  get  milk  in  our  oataioal. 

But  it  tastes  like  saltpeter  to  mo.' 

Bring  hack .  bring  hack. 

Oh  bring  back  my  manhood  to  me ,  to  me; 
Brin."-  bank,  bring  back. 

Oh  bring  back  my  manhood  to  me j 

The  colonel  says  he  always  drinks  it. 

The  sarge  says  he!s  glad  that  it's  free 
The  cook  swears  there  ain!t  nothing  In  it 
But  it  tastes  li'-e  saltpeter  to  me.' 

13. 

Arrah  Iknm 

On  the  wild  and  wooly  prairie 
Lived  an  Indian  lass* 

All  the  braves  for  miles  around 
Said,  "Heap  fine  piece  of  assi" 

Then  there  came  an  Injun  warrior; 

Big  Cook  was  his  name; 
what  he  did  to  Arrah  "Manna 
’fas  a  dirty,  fucking’  shame.' 

Arrah  'H’anna  lost  her  honor 
On  a  feather  beds 
He  broke  her  maiden-head; 

She  was  kissed  and  squeezed  and  screwed 
Until  her  ass  was  black  and  blue; 

But  all  the  braves  they  sav: 

"well,  Arrah  Wanna  lost  her  honor 
In  a.  business  way." 

14, 

Jh. e  Pood  Ship  ’Vb nus 

The  oaptkinfs  daughter  Mabel 
She  laid  while  she  was  able ; 

The  sons  of  bitches 
Took  her  tits 

And  nailed  them  to  the  table. 

The  first  mate's  name  was  Randy, 

And  boy,  he  had  a  dandy.' 

They  crushed  his  cock 
Between  two  rocks 
For  shooting  in  the  brandy J 

The  second  mate's  name  was  Grogan, 

And  boy,  he  had  a  gorgoni 
And  all  night  long 
He  played  a  song 
On  his  reproductive  organ; 


15. 

'Rio  Servant  Major 
(Joys  of  Copulation) 

Cats  on  the  roof  tops,  cats  on  the  tiles. 

Cats  with  syphilis,  cats  with  riles. 

Cats  with  their  ass-holes  wreathed  in  smiles. 

As  they  revel  in' the  joys  of  copulationi 

Alligators,  so  it  seems , 

Very  seldom  have  wet-dreamsj 

But  when  they  rlo ,  it  comes  in  streams , 

And  they  revel  in  the  i ovs  of  copulationi 

The  sergeant-major  has  a  hell  of  a  life* 

2E§  doesn't  have  a  woman  and  he  can't  afford  a  wife. 
And  so  he  'simply  sticks  it  up  the  regimental  fife. 
And  revels  in  the  joys  of  copulationi 


16* 

A  Little  Song 
("Itamortaiia,"  1927) 

Listen  to  me  and  my  little  song. 

And  1 1  ll  tell  you  how  a  guy  went  wrong;: 

X  used  to  live  with  my  aunty  who  was  old  and  wealthy; 
She  had  a  servant  girl  who  was  fat  and  healthy* 

X  tried  my  best  to  get  her  to  lay  the  leg. 

Or  take  her  in  the  woodshed  on  my  peg; 

No  matter  how  1  tried  I  didnrt  seem  to  figure. 

So  I  think  to  this  day  she  was  a  gold-digger; 

X  sneaked  ’round  the  back  one  night  going  to  bed. 

And  caught  her  with  her  head  in  a.  barrel  getting  bread* 
A  chance  like  that,  of  course,  I  couldn*t  pass: 

So  I  hoisted  up  her  skirts  and  oozed  it  in  her  as s i 

To  think  of  worse  luck.  My  God,  X  know  I  can1 1 , 

For  when  she  turned  around.  Groat  Guns,  it  was  ray  aunt i 

17. 

The  Fprt ion  of  a,  Woman 

There  micy  was  a  weaver  and  he  lived  all  alone. 

And  he  worked  at  the  weaver  ;s  trade  (boom,  boom). 

And  the  only,  only  thing  that  he  ever  did  wrong 
lias  to  shield  her  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew* 

Now,  one  dark  night,  to  his  surprise, 

TJhen  he  lay  fast  asleep, 

A  maiden  crept  to  his  bedside, 

And  there  began  to  weep. 

She  wept,  she  cried,  she  damn  near  died; 

So  hell,  what  could  he  dot 

&Xust  jump  in  bed,  my  pretty  max d  i  f?  he  said, 
tfAnd  I  *11  shield  you  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew.  " 

Now  the  old  weaver  lives  with  his  son. 

And  they  work  at  the  we  aver 1  s  tro.de  (boom*  boom  ) , 

And  every,  every  time  that  he  looks  into  his  eyes. 

He  *s  reminded  of  the  shy  little  maid. 


He  *s  reminded  of  the  summer  time. 

And  of  the  winter  tooj 

But  the  only,  only  thing  that  he  ever  did  wrong, 
has  to  shield  her  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew* 

18. 

The  Foggy  Foggy  Dew 

That  portion  of  a  woman  which  anneals  to  men’s  depravity 
is  fashioned  with  considerable  carej 
And  what  at  first  appears  to  ho  a  simple  little  cavity, 
xs  really  an  elaborate  affair. 

Physicians  who  have  troubled  to  examine  the  phenomena, 
in  numbers  of  experimental  games. 

Have  made  a  list  of  things  they  find  in  feminine  abdomens , 
And  given  them  delightful  Latin  names. 

There’s  the  vulva,  the  vagina,  and  the  jolly  perinaeum. 
And  the  hymen  in  the  case  of  virgin  brides j 
There  are  lots  of  other  gadgets,  and  you’d  love  '.’em  if 
you  see  ’em: 

The  clitoris,  and  God  .knows  what  besides. 

So  isn’t  it  a  pity  when  we  common  people  chatter. 

Of  the  organ  to  which  I  have  referred. 

That  we  use  for  such  a  delicate  end  complicated  matter 
Such  a  short  and  very  unattractive  word? 


8.  1946,  10,  1944,  11.  1952.  12.  (?  j  13.  1928,  F.B.&P. 

14.  1952.  15,  1951,  16.  "Immortalia, "  1927.  17.  "Songs  to 
be  Sung  at  a  Smoker,”  1949.  18.  1920's,  A.P.  Herbert. 


MEMORABILIA!  IH  GOOD  HUMOR 
(Legman!  ca.lQOQj* 

A  man  was  walking  along  in  front  of  a  hotel  one  evening  when  a  full 
condom  fell  on  the  sidewalk  in  front  of  him.  So  ho  entered  the  hotel 
and  said  to  the  clerk! 

"Say,  Bud,  who  is  in  the  third  story  front  room?  " 

'My  daughter,"  was  the  reply. 

"'■'all ,  is  she  alone?" 

"No,  my  intended  son-in-law  is  with  her.  Hrhy  do  you  ask?" 

"Uhy,  I  thought  l  ought  to  tell  you  that  your  intended  grandson  has 
just  had  a  bad  fall.'" 

Two  young  women  each  bought  a  fat  banana.  They  took  them  home  and 
after  preparing  for  bed  one  of  the  girls  said  in  a  disappointed  way* 

"Uhy,  this  one  is  soft." 

"Well,  we'll  eat  that  one,"  her  companion  quickly  remarked. 

'Why  did  you  assault  this  man?  "  asked  the  magistrate  of  a  woman  who 
was  brought  before  him. 

'He  said  I  looked  like  a  streetcar.  " 

"Well,  that's  not  an  insult,  iou  had  no  reason  to  strike  him." 

"It  was  too  insulting.  I  7/ill  not  allow  any  man  to  think  he  can 
get  on  and  off  me  for  five  cents'" 

A  man  went  to  a  beach  resort  to  taka  a  swim.  Being  late  getting 
there, he  was  forced  to  take  the  last  bathing  suit  in  the  place.  It  was 
too  small,  but  he  managed  to  squeeze  into  it.  However,  he  could  not 
get  his  balls  in,  so  he  peeked  out,  and  seeing  nobody  near  but  a  small 
boy,  started  to  run  for  the  water,  holding  his  balls  in  his  hand.  The 
boy  discovered  him  at  once  and  cried  out: 

'Mister,  if  vou're  going  to  drown  them  nuppies,  give  me  one  of 
them.'" 

A  gentleman  after  buying  a  large  bill  of  goods  went  to  the  cash¬ 
ier's  desk  and,  throwing  down  a  hundred  dollar  bill,  asked! 

'How  much  do  you  take  off  for  cash?" 

The  girl  blushed  and  said,  "Everything  but  my  stockings l  ” 

A  party  of  young  blades  ran  across  an  old  darky  7/ho  was  sunning 
himself  in  front  of  his  cabin. 

"Weill  give  you  a  dollar, "  they  said,  "if  you  will  take  down  your 
pants  and  shew  us  Uncle  Tom.  " 

The  old  man  was  highly  insulted  and  went  into  the  house  to  tell  his 
wife  7/hat  had  happened.  She  was  indignant  that  he  had  not  accepted  the 
offer,  especially  as  there  •/.as  not  a  cent  in  the  house.  Running  after 
the  fellows  she  cried! 

"Ef  you  uns  will  put  a  quarter  on  that  there  dollar,  i'll  show  you 
Uncle  Tom's  cabin." 

A  young  couple  were  traveling  in  a  railroad  coach  in  which  the  only 
other  person  was  apparently  blind.  The  fellow  promptly  got  to  work  and 
soon  had  his  hands  under  the  girl's  dress  between  her  legs. 

"Now  you  stop,"  she  said;  "That  man  over  there  is  watching  us." 

"No,  he  isn't, "  was  her  companion's  reply.  "I'll  show  you  he's 
bjind.  So  he  reached  across  the  aisle  and  slowly  passed,  his  hand  in 
front  of  the  man*s  face,  savings  "Can  you  see,  old  man? " 

The  old  fellow  sniffed  a  couple  of  times  and  replied  energetically! 

"No,  I'm  blind,  but  lead  me  to  iti" 


A  man  afflicted  with  a  chronic  "hard-on”  want  to  the  doctor  to  sea 
what  could  be  done  about  it.  The  doctor  looted  at  his  cock  with  admira¬ 
tion,  and  whan  the  man  asked  what  ha  would  give  him  for  it,  ha  replied 
with  enthusiasm! 

"Ten  thousand  dollars i " 


A  Scotchman  with  a  battered  head  was  met  by  a  friend  who  asked 
what  had  happened. 

"Sandy  McPherson  hit  me  with  a  shovel." 

"/all,  didn't  you  hit  him  back ?  Didn’t  you  have  anythin?  in  your 
hand?" 

"Yes.  I  had  Mrs.  McPherson's  cunt  in  my  hand.  But  what  good  was 
that  against  a  shovel?" 

An  Irishman  and  his  wife  were  asleep.  She  woke  uo 
is  that  your  knee  against  my  back?" 

Uo  answer. 

She  continued;.  "If  it  is  your  knee,  you  turn  over; 
knee.  I'll  turn  over." 

A  man  on  a  streetcar  saw  another  man  with  his  trousers  unbuttoned. 
So  he  reached  across  the  aisle  and,  touching  the  fellow  on  the  knee, 
whispered: 

"Say,  your  pants  are  unbuttoned.  " 

"That-s  all  right,"  was  the  reply.  "I  did  that  on  purpose.  I  left 
my  collar  off  last  night  and  got  a  stiff  neck!" 

A  little  girl  who  objected  to  the  long  prayers  she  had  been  taught, 
asked  her  mother  why  she  could  not  say  the" short  prayers  that  she  oyer-* 
heard,  her  and  papa  say. 

'b/hy,  what  prayers  do  you  mean?"  asked  the  mother.  "’■’hat  did  we 

say?  " 

Last  night  I  heard  you  say,  ’Oh,  God,  I *m  coming* *  And  Papa  said; 
’Jesus  Christ,  wait  for-  mel 

Two  scruD-womsn  in  the  city  hall  were  in  the  family  way.  They  were 
one  morning  discussing  whether  it  would  be  boy  or  girl.' 

Just  then  Casey,  the  fat  janitor,  appeared.  With  his  big  bally 
sticking  out  in  front  of  him. 

yhat  are  you  going  to  have,  Mr.  Casey? "  one  of  the  women  asked. 

Oi  tink  it  will  be  an  elepnant.  !  he  replied.  "But  your  hand  in 
me  pants  and  feel  its  trunk. " 


and  said;  "rat, 
if  it  isn't  your 


uncle  Josh  was  uneasy.  He  stretched  himself  several  times,  looked 
out  the  window,  and  finally  said : 

Hal,  I  guess  I'll  take  a  peck  of  tftem  sweet  taters  over  to  the 
Widder  k'ils on. " 

His  old  black  wife,  Jemima,  said  quietly!  ’You  jus'  go  out  O' 
doors,  Josh,  and  take  a  good  piss;  then  you  won't  be  so  charitable  £  " 


A  tired  looking  woman  appeared  before  Judge  Powers  and  as 
divorce  on  grounds  of  cruelty.  Her  husband  compelled  her  to  s 
him  when,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  his  member  was  "o  large  that  it 
her  exceedingly.  Judge  bowers  granted  a  decree. 

About  a  year  later  another  divorce  case  came  before  Judge 
He  looked  at  the  women  in  surprise,  for  she  was  the  one  he  had 
before  on  account  of  her  husband’s  crueltv. 


ked  for  a 
ubmn't  to 
pained 

b  o.  vo  r  s , 
divorced 


’-fry  do  you  ask  for  separation  this  tr-r0?n  the  judge  asked. 

"On  grounds  of  impotence,  your  honor.  My  present  husband  is  in¬ 
competent  to  perform  the  marriage  function.  " 


"Case  dismissed*  "  the  •iudo> 

*j  ■ 

business  besides  fitting  pricks 


replied  tartly,  ??T 
to  your  cunt,  Madame 


I  f; 

tl 


court  has 


other 


SUPPLEMENT 


MY  LETTERS  TO  GERSHON  LEGMAN 


1(58  L  Street 

Salt  La to  City  3,  Utah 

November  19,  1958 


Mr*  6.  Logman 
858  Hornaday  Place 
Nov;  York  60,  N*  Y. 

Boar  Mr.  La  man* 

I  have  been  pleased  mightily  by  all  your  sendings  but  haw  boon  too  busy 
preparing  materials  for  you,  till  now,  to  attempt  a  very  th or ourh  ensuor. 

Today,  finally,  having;  finished  +ho  iob  of  tyninp  and  r«or<mni»lne>  every¬ 
thin?  (I  was  dissatisfied  with  the  way  r.inny  stem  as  ran  out  of  their 
proper  place,  o'to. ),  I  an  finally  mill ry;  out  a  biff  packet  to  yon.  And 
you  will  note  that  (in  mid  it  ion  to  returning  that  part  of  vour  copy  which 
I  have  already  transcribed)  1  have  included  o  directory. of  contributors 
and  an  indox  each  for  be  1  lads,  .iluyfles,  and  dirty  iokes*  You  mentioned 
recently  that  information  concerning  time  and  place  wore  important  in 
your  work* 


1  shall,  if  you  wish,  continue  to  keep  an  ear  cooked  for  more  materials. 

I  haven’t  boon  active  in  collecting  for  several  years,  but  I  can  yot  back 
into  the  thin  15  as^iin  very  easily*  - Th«ro  is  a  rich  field  for  that  sort 
of  thini*  in  this  rollon,  if  one  is  interested  ojy  cares  to  e* 0  to  the 
trouble*  But  it  requires  effort*  Ona  must  contact  and  vdn  the  confi¬ 
dence  of  those  who  carry  on  the  tradition.  As  for  the  dir  tv  .lokeg,  they 
are  constantly  coming;  to  my  attention,  end"  I  car.  easilv  record  them  *Yoin 
day  to  day, 

I  see,  in  looking  over  your  material  (thou 5^1  I  havon’t  yot  boon  abl>y  to 
fro  over  it  thoroughly),  that  you  frequently  ' ave  versions  of  the  nwto 
thirds  as  1*  this  is  all  very  worth-while*  1  thank  yon  sincerely.  I 
shall,  of  course ,  be  nost  happy  to  have  anything;  further  that  ’.w  cram  to 
send,  and  the  throe -to-one  ratio  pleases  vtai  So  far,  in  actual  word  aero, 
you  have  about  evenly  matched  my  total  material. 

I  have  no  vmy  of  putting  all  this  to  use.  Actually,  long;  orro,  I  found 
myself  stymied J  You,  whorn  you  are,  can  probably  find  rural i cat ion  for 
it*  The  boot  that  I  con  hone  for,  however,  is  to  add  to  my  coll  notion 
for  my  o?m  personal  satisfaction  and  for  tho  entortainnent  of  friends* 


Yes,  I  see  what  you  tsesm  about  tho  lokool  Tho  incost  or.d  moth -'r-in-law 
theme 3  are  dgfinitoly  there*  You  trill  qi ’or;  avnrr  j  r.o  doubt,  my 

outlines,  that  it  was  a  very  special  hired  vn,  Pufuss  Toror.co ,  who  indoc¬ 
trinated  me  with  my  early  sexual  tr&inl  n»s.  I  was  then  in  mv  early  toons 
and  very  inures  si  enable,  and  no  doubt  that  5  s  whv  so  martv  o"p  is  ,io}ras 
stayed  with  me*  Thin  felloe;  demonstrate'5,  for  mv  benefit  and  that  of 
others,  tho  fine  arts  of  masturbation  and  bestiality®  I  remember  vary 
clearly  how,  in  the  winter  of  1918,  %/hon  the  school  a  were  closed  be¬ 
cause  of  Spanish  influence.,  he  stood  on  a  chair  b-hird  an  ol 
showed  us  boys  how  it  rras  done!  Tho  r-bout  the  father  ur>  in  tho 

tree 9  which  inures sod  you *  vna  ono  of  h is *  It  recalls  to  mind  that  Ttuf- 
us  once  told  how,  in  tho  bodroon*  ho  was  trying  s^r^al  i  nt^rcoursn  with 
his  sister*  when,  snd  'on Iv,  his  friths r  burst  :1  n ^  iorkod  down  tho  covers $ 
and  suatted  him  rn^htily-  on  tho  bare  behind a  then,  rolling  tho  two  oirer * 
still  attached 9  did  likav/S&o  on  tho  bac^s 3 no  of  the  ^3rl*  Did  th 3 s  r^r>- 
resont  outrage  at  .iiKnsfc  or  at  having  l he  son  do  vtr'-t  tho  old  man  would 
rorhona  have  liked  to  do  hi?nsolf? 


I  have  a  little  und ar s t and in**  of-  the  synibolisin  of  dream  and  fairfcasv* 

(You  see,  I  have  been  twice  analyzed  I)  V.E,  Pi  oho  r,  brother  of  Verdis, 
the  famous  Idaho  novelist,  was  my  first  analysts  TIo  me  formerly  the 
head  of  the  Abnormal  Psychology  Bapnrtmsnt  at  !I"Vv  Tort  Hnivorsity,  in 
Greenwich  Villapp,  but  cams  west  about  1936  to  go  into  private  or  no-* 
tics*  1  was  &t  that  time  working  under  Verdis,  on-  the  Historical  !?«c~ 
orcls  Survey,  at  Boiso ,  Idaho,  and  hence  foil  under  t.h©  array  of  Vivien* 
The  services  of  the  second,  a  true  r  s^h iatrist ,  rot  a  Ph ,  D* ,  were  ro- 
quirod  later  to  undo  the  dvnnge  loft  bv  the  first,  who,  in  many  re¬ 
spects,  was  treading  on  unfamiliar '  ground  -  and  inclined  to  do  a'  lot  of 
fumbling  and  bungling*  Pardon  tae  if  I  am  talkirg  too  much  about  my¬ 
self  I  I  wished  to  prepare  for  a  word  about  the  incest  fantasy  of  the 
father  up  in  the  tree  I 


X  believe,  in  tnat  ,1oko,  ws  have  much  evidence  of  the  Ood ious  situa¬ 
tion*  If  the  tree  represents'  the  -nother,  under  -whoso  skirts  the  chil¬ 
dren  take  refugo  from  that  ogre,  the  vengeful  father,  and  under  whose 
skirts  the  young  boy  would  also  like  to  ploy,  therein/  replacing  the 
father,  than  rm  certainly  see  Oncost  syrtbolizod.  But,  since  the  moth¬ 
er  is  forbidden  fruit  (the  so-called  apple  of  tire  Garden  of  3den  was 
but  the  round  breast  of  the  mot'- or  vihftch  the  son  wibhod  to  devour  in 
a  oaimibalistio  fantasy**),  the  boy  has  substituted  his  little  sister 
(as  Bve  was  substituted  for  Adam,  all  aetnorv  of  the  mother  being  ab« ' 
sent,  hence  repressed!),  who  v»ry  nicely  represents  the  mother*  But 
the-  teacher,  another  mother -subst i tuto  or  mot-her-f  igur* has  renortod 
the  taruanoy  to  tne  father,  This  function  the  mot  her  cuatw’arilv  per¬ 
forms,  o as sing  on  to  the  more  threatening,  terrifying  father-figure 
the  actual  responsibility  of  r^prHnnd  and  pwnisbmnt*  In  other  words , 
there  is  inoeat-gullt,  and,  cyiribolioally,  -'-he  mother  has  told,  or  lot 
the  oat  out  of  the  bag!  So  the  father,  a  is',  symbol,  also,  of  the 
Suoor-isfto  with  its  iwro,lQots<l  guilt  and  self -accusati on,  is  soon  nr  in 
the  tree.  This  father-figure  is  also  a  symbol  of  God  up' in  he  awn 


3  ixi  £x:c 


4h 


a  th^  sttr-ar® 


‘or  small  children^  can 


watching  the  guilty  chib1  commit  '"la 
(it  is  oharactoristlo,  I  believe,  f r 

ior  fexnerionoe  of  the  parent 3  mires  them  goora  all -’mowing,  to  think  of 
them  as  a  kind  of  all-going  oye  vhloh  no  sin  con  /sows  undetected* ) 
But  the  father,  in  th>?t  position.,  up  in  the  troo,  also  represents  the- 
ownership  and  possession  of  the  mother,  sexual ly,  sine'- 
sonts  the  mother  in  dream  symbol ' 
is  therefore,  in  his  emotior 


Iv  escape  ho  can  have, 
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father,  Oddlv  enough,  t 
through,  also,  in  the  ro 
the  wrath  of 'the  father, 
infancy,  a  ti^o  before  s 
Also,  can  the  defecation 

thor .  as  well  as  a  defense  from  the  fairlwr.  Or  can  it 
a  voluntary  gift  (gift  of  the  ttarl i ) ,  ‘im.  .^xt p  t,st*  ‘i  { 1*0133  ^ 

matter  is  orivimlly  ro  garde  d  by  th-~  infant,  tHv  rsnv,  as  v'-rv'  value* 
ble,  and  as  an  oatnonring  of  love  toward  Ho  parent  i’j,  intonr>8  to  oln» 
cat-  th'-i  father?  liany  such  im-uituro,  babyish  attitudes  arc  tiod  up  in 
the  symbolism  of  the  anal  period. 


'amr^ei  as 


I  have  a  word  to  say,  too,  in  this  conn- eft  on,  concerning  tho  probable 
subconscious  motivation  of  tho  collector  of  vulgar  sor.-gg  nrsd  •fn’/.-us,'" 
such  as  you  and  I,  This  material,  I  bo  Hove,  is  by-,  a  r«  pro  r  -» ;  rout  i  on. 


or  an  extension,  if  you  will,  of  tho  focal 


*ial  of 


iH.faxy0v 


Just  as  the  premturo  frustration'  of  the  infantile  seeking  instinct 
(weanin'"  problem! )  my  be  the  later  basis  for  o i  gar -smoking ,  alcohol¬ 
ism,  and  even  the  sexual  practice  of  sucking  ona  another  off,  and  al¬ 
so  the  cannibalistic  fantasy  of  eating  the  mother  |  so,  likewise ,  the 
premature  frustration  of  the  ami  pleasures  (toilet  training!),  both 
of  defecation  and  of  interest  in  fetal  matter,  may  be  the  basis  for 
labor  fascination  with  vulgar  jokes  ,  rhymes ,  aod  ballade*'  They  rdp- 
resent:  feoesl  They  represent  forbidden  dirt  which  still  sterns  very 
attractive!  Only,  in  this  instance,  the  original  interest 9  frustra¬ 
ted,  has  been  turned  to  a  new  and  substitute  object!  It  may  bo  rarar* 
ded,  perhaps,  (this  interest),  as  a  partial  fixation  at  the’ anal  lev¬ 
el  •  Such  sub  jeot-mtt  ar ,  therefore,  might  be  expected  to  contain, 

•  quite  proninontlv  though  not  to  the  exclusion  of  psych io  mter hal  at 
other  levels,  all  the  mechanisms ,  fantasies,  *nd  oar.pl  Anns  in  anal 
level  interest  and  maladjustment#  Those  mechanisms  include  hoarding, 
using  focal  matter  as  the  means  of  hostile  attack  or  of  la vim  re  ward 
.and  a r:  outpouring  of  the  h-art,  and  oroocouoatl on  with  filth  as  some¬ 
thing  of  great  emotional  value#  In  short,  the  focal  matter  may  be 
regarded,  and  likewise  the  vulgar  materiel  which  substitutes  for  it, 
as  values  going  back  to  infancy,  or  the  first  jrcnr  of  life#  Hie  mod¬ 
ern  clinical  method,  therefore,  of  us  inn  o  lay-mold ing  and  finger- 
painting  therapeutically,  for  the  relief  of  too  intense  a  ore  occupa¬ 
tion  with  anal  problems,  might  also  be  effect  ivo  in  deal  inf  with  the 
oo lloctors  (!)  of  vulgar  folk- loro*  the  actual  collecting,  of  course 
satisfies  the  subconscious  need  to  play  around  in  the  faces  with  the 
bare  hands »  This,  mind  you,  is  my  own  evaluation  of  the  problem,  and 
has  not  boon  actually  derived  from  the  clinic# 


hall,  I  havo  boon  sorting  through  your  materials,  again#  And  I  must 
r  op  oat  that  1  am  very  pleased  with  then#  They  give  mo  an  intense 
satisfaction!  Then  1  gat  into  them  fu-rthor,  1  wav  have  additional 
common us  to  make® 


By  the  way,  I  have  heard  rumors  of  the  following  items ,  but  hnvo  not 
been  able  to  find  thorn#  Are  you  familiar  vr’th  them? 

1#  ADViSJTtfRSS  OF  A  S?3;T01?AFrfkl  (19201) 

2®  QW  BACK  YAFD  L^S?  ?!I0HT  (19201) 

3*  ?’The  hair  on. her  plesor  hung  down  to  her  lenses !  *  (1900?) 

4#  ’And  then  she  said,  nXird  Sir,  (1900?) 

I  hope  yon  are  not  donof 
For  I  see  more  ammunition 

In  that  bag  behind  your  gun! n 


In  conclusion,  I  -would  li h*o  to  point  oat  th at  t  have  been  enjoying 
our  corro spondenco  and  tho. exchange  of  materials •  This  sort  of  t.hir.gj 
of  course,  goes  on  and  on#  There  Is  no  a touring  pc 
the  fu 


>,  goes 

on 

and 

on*  There  is  no  o  t  om  key  pc 

!nt  „ 

And  so,  may 

*0  be  ri 

oh 

wit! 

h  martv  now  f  in.^  e  \ 

around 
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If 
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I  shall  transcribe  your  copy 

an-1 

return  the  or*** 

You  no 

ed 

not 

do  likewise,  however,  for  I  made 

Ifie  co^y  I 

sent  vou  especially 


or  you# 


Bent  regards. 


P#3*  I  enclose  a  snapshot  of  nvself  to  satisfy .  arr'  curiosity  von  may 
havo  regarding  me#  Haturall^,  X  would  lik* '  to  know  a  bit  more  about 
yn\i  also*  Co;nt?  out  of  tho  shadows!  Isn*t  that  -hat  the  soup  ads  say 
on  television  those  days?  K*h* 


November  28,  1952 


Dear  Logman* 

Thank  you  for  the  few  remarks  about  yourself,  which  wore,  I  must  say, 
rathor  sketchy  and  non-inf  omative  I 

I  am  tern  years  older  than  you  but  became  Interested  in  my  collecting 
only  four  years  ahead  of  you*  Ky  parents  too  were  foreign-born*  My 
mother’s  family,  who  were  i'kiglish,  come  from  South  Africa  in  1861. 

My  father’s  oooole  came  from  Denmark  in  the  earl"’'  1850's*  They  wore 
all  originally  Mormon  converts,  though  my  paternal  side  is  now  strong 
for  the  opposition J 


I  could  perhaps  write  up  a  few  psychological  interpretations  of  vari¬ 
ous  of  the  jokes  and  ballads*  ( Incidentally,  you  are  quits  welcome  to 
quote  me  on  anything,  so  long  as  you  don't  plant  a  trail  to  my  door!) 

For  example,  "Tho  Maid  ’’ho  Mas  Hot  Satisfied, "  as  well  as  "Poor  Lil, " 
and  soma  of  my  own  .jokes,  also,  particularly  #66,  "Don’t  •Ot  Di Scour- 
aged,"  tie  int; together  in  expressing  one  oft  recurring  th»me  in  vul¬ 
gar  folklore*  I  think  we  have  penis  ornry,  on  tho  part  of  tho  female, 
as  well  as  perhaps  the  castration  complex,  hero  indicated*  The  woman 
is  full  of  rage  because  she  is  not  a  man  and  therefore  does  not  enjoy 
the  sex  organs,  tho  freedoms,  and  tho  privileges  ef  the  male.  In  her 
subconscious  frenzy  to  achieve  a  penis  for  herself,  she  can  only  foal 
success  and  satisfaction  as  lr>n<*  as  a  penis ,  any  -'onio,  is  actually 
lying  in  her  asm  vagina*  So  she  sucks'  the  wan  dry,  so  to  snook*  She 
thereby  defeats  him,  castrates  him,  by  out-sexing  him  and  destroying 
his  masculine  conceit  in  his  prowess*  (This  pattern,  incidentally,” 
may  bo  ons  explanation  of  this  subconscious  burger  to 

om  and  possess  a  penis.  Another,  I  "imagine ,  is  on  ego  identification 
with  sexual  prowess,  a  highly  egoistic  satisfaction  in  the  sexual  net 
and  in  insatiability  itself*  It  becomes  just  as  much  a  caroor -as  be¬ 
ing  the  world’s  champion  orize-f irhtorJ )  Tho  man,  on  his  part,  to  de¬ 
fend  himself  against  the  bitter  envy  and  the  ver*'  hostile  attack  of 
tho  female  (her  sexuality  itself  is  an  attack  onhhis  sexuality),  and 
perhaps  also  to  satisfy  certain  subconscious  sadistic  tond&noios  of 
his  own  (a  compromise  satisfaction  of  tho  contradictory  desires  to 
enjoy  the  delights  of  sox  and  to  destroy  tho  sex  object  because  the 
female  is  the  surrogate  of  the  hostile  and  frustrating  mother  of  voro), 
must  punish  as  part  of  his  triumph*  And  his  conquest  over  the  female, 
in  sex,  is  just  that  —  a  triumph  of  domination!  To  enjoy  satisfaction 
he  must  defo&tchcr  end  degrade  and  debase  h*»r*  So,  in  the  joke  or 
ballad ,  ho  either  overwhelms  her  with  his  huge  (oraggorati on  of  sexual 


interest)  poni 


Or  he  calls  on  some  outside  I'^nov,  such  as  man  or 


ruthless  machine ,  to  do  tho  job  for  him,  which  noth ing  can  stop  pros 
it  is  put  in  motion.  Or,  as  in  my  joke  #66,  he  glsdlv  enlists'  the  help 

of  other  men,  for  all  men  are  his  allies  in  the  fight  to  the  death 

between  the  seres «  "If  tho  two  of  us  can’t  keoo  h»r  satisfied,  wo *11 
get  another  nanJ "  All  those  attitudes  nay  grow  directly  out  of  the 
anal-sadistic  type  of  sexual  adjustment,  or  male d juslmont ,  «s  it  could 
bo  hotter  termed*  Frigid! tv,  impotence,  etc.,  mv  likewise  result 
from  tho  ana 1-r otent ivo  t’.*ne  of  ad justment,  an-*  pederasty  ma*’  g rov*  out 

of  homosexual  adjustment  at  the  anal  Wei.  In  som^  of  these  j  dices  and 

songs  we  have  clear  indication  of  the  anal  ror-od,  for,  at  tho" final 
defeat  of  tho  woman  (and  we  must  remember  that  these  are  male  fanta¬ 
sies,  not  female I ),  hor  focal  matter,  in  greatest  abundance ,  is  scat¬ 
tered  far  and  wide.  This  discharge  ossminlv  is  substituted  for  tho  us¬ 
ual  and  to  be  expected  orgastic  oliwaxl 


Under  separate  cover ,  some  days  afro,  I  mailed  you  a  coimla  of  pa^og 
of  the  kind  of  material  you  last  roou^stodi  the  pithv  savings,’  I 


may  ho  able  to 
house  of  these 


p;et  many 
thirds  * 


more* 

IJlTC 


to  pick  thorn  up  again. 


My  father  is  a  writable  treasure— 

I  would  h aye  to  be  around  him  for  awhilo 
haw  forgotten  many  of  them  in  the  SO 


years,  nearly,  that  I  have  boon  away  from  hone*  The  speech  of  the 

was  full  of  such  savings* 


old~ttom  rowdy,  happy "go- lucky  West ernar 


Today,  under  separate  cover,  I  am  returning  the  last  of  your  copy, 
which  you  sent  me  for  exchange*  I  enclose  also  a  few  sheets  too  many 
of  Chisholm  Trail,  vour  own  version,  which  you  may  be  able  to  use# 

I  %wuld  like  to  have  further  son^s  and  ballads  from  yon  but  tbnre  in 
no  $r®n t  hurry#  "'henovor  you  can  yet  around  to  it#  X  @00,  by  the 
the  way,  as  you  will  too  from  the  Table  of  Contents  herewith  on«- 
closed,  that  your  material  supplied  to  me  amour ted  to  a  total,  when 
typed  off,  of  40  pages#  That  I  sent  you.  cams  to  84,  not  counting 
indexes,  etc# 

£@11,  this  will  have  to  be  enough  for  now.  If  1  am  to  get  my  letter 
off  in  today  *s  mail# 


best  wishes. 


December  13,  1952 


Doar  Gorshon* 


I  hope  you  don’t  mind  my  thus  addressing  vou  familiarly*  I  like  the  name. 
It  Is  unusual,  interesting,  and  distinguished.  It  .shell'd  ba  a  real  asset 
In  presenting  your  manuscripts  to  editors* 

Wo,  the  idioms  and  synonyms  are  rot  current  for  Utah.  (They  mav  be  in  use 
here  but  not  to  ray  knowledge* )  I  learned  them  in  Southeastern  Idaho  when 
a  young  boy  living  at  home*  A  good  round  data  would  be  --bout  1920,  though 
actually,  it  would  be  anywhere  between  1915  «nd  1936.  I  have  since  boon 
out  of  oontnot  with  farmers  and  laborers  who  use  suoh  expressions*  i'ost 
of  it,  actually,  I  learned  from  my  father* 


Incidentally,  I  hone  I  do  not,  by  virtue  of  being  somewhat  older  than  you, 
become  a  father-figure  deserving  of  castration  at  your  handsJ  I  am  defi¬ 
nitely  not  tho  father  type! 


My  so-oallod  "Glossary”  Is  suggestive  but  bv  no  means  exhaustive  *  I  know 
I  hair*  overlooked  many  exoressions*  Some  of  those  von  mentioned ,  like 
dildos  and  morkins,  were  entirelv  new  to  me,  but  I  had  heard  of  the  wirapus 
and  the  false  breast.  'Che  latter  is  called  a  "falsie"  out  here.  As  for 
the  dildos,  any  looal  boy  who  can’t  get  a  girl  —  and  he  would  have  to 
be  damned  slow  nowadays  —  may  resort  to  a  can  of  lard  or  a^le-greaso. 


left  in  the  can. 


or 


as  the  ,1oka  goes,  to  a  knothole  In  the  fer.ee  I  I’ve 


even  heard  of  men  who  soak  in  a  bathtub,  with  ,1u.3t  the  hr* ad  of  an  enaction 
floating  above  water,  and  tantalise  themselves  into  an  orgasm  by  allowing 
a  fly,  minus  its  wings,  to  stroll  around  on  the  "island*  "  I  h--«v*  heard, 
too,  of  Mexicans  who  uso  a  kind  of  vacuum 'numr,  similar  to  a  breast-tramp, 
to  rasturbato  thomsolvoe  with •  Inc idental  1  y ,  in  rnv  terminology  list,  I 
overlooked  suoh  a  simple  contraceptive  as  the  dousohol 


if  is  correctly  used  as  a  verb,  mean* 


As  for  tho  word  "chamber,  "  1  V)  iovn  _  ....  _ _ .......  _  ...  . . ,  . 

ing,  literally,  to  take  into  a  bedroom  (a  chamber),  or  to  take  to  bed, 
Leastwise,  ray  old  dictionary  (1926  edition)  shows  the  word  in  that  sense, 
It  is  not  a  lib  stern  usage ,  however*  I  uso  it  mrelv  as  the  rol  ito  key 
word,  under  which  to  hang  the-  not-so-pol  ite  synorvma ,  which ,  for  thair 
part,  are  thoroughly  idiomatic  and  provincial. 


Thanks  amain  for  tho  batch  of  po^ras  and  ballads*  They  are  tho  "real 
thing,"  I  prize  each  and  evorv  one  like  a  rare  pearl* 


I  have  scrapped  tho  old  table  of  contents  and  d one  a  thorough  iob  of  re¬ 
organizing.  But  still  I  cun  dissatisfied*  It  is  hard  to  nut  f’ll  those 
items  in  one  unending  series  and  have  thorn  graded  from  one  thing  to  an¬ 
other  and  all  of  them  intor-relotod. 


I  enclose  n  few  little  sorans* 
bottom  of  t;-'*  barrel ,  till  such 


Rot  imioh* 
time  as  I 


Actually,  I  am  scrapin'? 
oan  find  more  sources* 


tho 


3  a  no  ly , 


P.S* 


I  have  been  vnry  much  interested  in  yevtr  r*svo 
noted  vour  rovtxrlrs  on  fVtit  0.3  tier?  of*  thr*  •»  pf* ’  r  i 
nni  of  bi^nosa  (oro^e^rat^cl  &rxv*xl  inborn  si )  9 
(it  ’«  a  Lulu!)  and'  T*!R  bI?CRj;Y  OiviY, 


bnto^iOAl  OO'nwrvfcs*  X  h iwn 
t  ^  s  1  n*  1  ( tr» ?  a och i at  t  o;no  ) 

X  rnf^r  to  vour  LOW 


I  am,  at  tho  moment,  however,  thinking  particularly  of  what  you  said 
about  the  close  tie-up  (identification)  between  death  and  sexuality*  I 
quite  agree  with  you,  I  believe ,  though,  that  the  explanation  lies  in 
dream  symbolism,  which  is  quite  universal*  A  body  in  a  grave,  for  in¬ 
stance,  may  denote  a  penis  buried  in  a  vagina,  the  true  meaning  being 
hidden  from  the  dreamer  by  the  screening  out  process  of  the  Super  i$go# 
Guilt  is  indicated,  too,  in  that  death  is  thought  of  as  being  punishment 
for  sin*  (See  GENESIS.)  Sin  is  consummated  and  punishment  achieved, 
nil  in  one  symbolism,  therefore*  Might  vie  not  evon  say,  with  convic¬ 
tion,  that  sin  and  death  are  associated  in  our  minds  because  Ad  Cm  became 
deserving  of  death,  and  brought  death  into  the  world,  through  his  mis¬ 
behavior  with  Bye?  (’’as  not  the  snake  which  tempted  Bvo  the  penis  of 
the  Father,  and  was  not  the  fruit  which  Adam  plucked,  Bve's  cherry?)  It 
was  that  old  sin  which  made  us  nil  subject  to  death*  And  it  is  that  sin, 
too,  for  which  we  ourselves  must  pay  by  dying.  It  is  blood  atonement, 
so  to  speak.  And  blood  can  be  a  symbol,  in  dreams,  also  in  fantasy,  of 
the  semen  of  an  orgasm,  also®  You  chop  off  a  hand,  and  out  comes  blood 
gushing*  Maybe  that  chopping  symbolizes  Intercourse,  or  masturbation, 
also  tho  feeling  of  guilt  and  the  do  sire  for  atonement ,  and  even  a  cas¬ 
tration  of  tho  offending  organ,  tho  hand,  or,  symbolically,  the  penis. 
(Does  the  BIBLE  not  say,  "If  thy  hand  offend  thee,  oast  (or  out)  it 
off,"  etc.?)  Here,  again,  wa  have  sin,  guilt,  and  atonement  all 
achieved  in  one  fantasy,  in  highly  condensed  form.  Ihe  atonement, 
through  self-castration,  is  made  to  God  himself,  who  represents  the  fa¬ 
ther,  infer  objected,  and  who  also  represents  tho  Super  Ego,  projected* 


'’hat  it  all  boils  down  to,  then.  Is  self-oa  str  at  ion  to  appease  the  wroth 
of  the  jealous  father.  How  also  can  one  come  back  into  favor,  except  by 
destroying  that  which  is  objectionable  to  tho  .father,  one's  own  com¬ 
peting  manhood?  Maybe  that  is  why  so  much  of  religion  seems  to  have  an 
of feminizing  effect  on  its  membership*  Christianity,  most  certainly, 
extolls  the  virtues  of  femininity*  (fitness,  the  adoration  of  tho  vir¬ 
gin,  and  the  doctrine  of  turning  tho  other  cheek* ) 


1  would  like  to  call  attention,  also,  to  the  obvious  relationship  be¬ 
tween  excrement  (and  the  processes  of  exoretion)  and  sexual  intercourse 
(sexuality),  1  mentioned  in  an  earlier  letter,  in  connection  with  "Tho 
Great  ••'lie el,  *  that  a  discharge  of  feoes  might  displace  'the  expected  org¬ 
asm  and  bo  its  equivalent*  Both  feo«s  and  urine  cart,  I  believe,  bo  used 
as  rirosm  symbols  for  semen,  They  come  from  the  same  general  region. 

'They  give  pleasurable  sensations.  And,  in  early  childhood,  they  are  be¬ 
lieved  to  be  the  same.  Hence,  wo  have  the  flood  fantasy  (Hoah's  deluge), 
a  kind  of  bed-wotting  fantasy,  which  may  represent  a  welling  up  of  ecs¬ 
tasy  —  in  short,  an  orgasm*  One  mav  also  dream  of  defecating  on  a  wom¬ 
an*  The  woman,  in  that  case,  1.3  probably  a  mother-figure ,  whom  the  par¬ 
son  (a  child  in  fantasy)  is  dirtying  in  a  hostile  attack,  or  on  whom  he 
is  bestowing  a  gift  of  love.  It  can  bo  either,  for,  in  the  anal  period, 
feoes  is  used  both  to  express  love  and  hostility#  Therein,  1  believe, 
lies  the  explanation  for  sadism,  which  so  frequently  comes  out  in  our 
folk  materials,  of ton  in  connection  with  defedation.  Ps voh ol  og is  t  a  indi¬ 
cate  that  in  the  ami  period  are  laid  down  at  least  three  distinct  perso¬ 
nality  patterns*  (l)  the  anal -retentive ,  involving  original  holding,  but 
spreading  out  to  include  hoarding,  miserliness,  and  the  propensity  for 
collecting  things  (eg*,  vulgar  ballads! )j  (£)  anal-sadistic,  involving 
original  hostility  toward  tho  mother,  later  extending  to  cruelty  toward 
any  sox  object*  and  (3)  anal-compulsive,  growing  out  of  guilt  concerning 
defecation,  and  spreading  over  to  include  sexuality,  and  often  producing 
the  impotent  or  frigid  person,  very  nice,  verv  ol«an  an-*'1  particular.  I 
believe,  though,  a  fourth  type  should  be  added*  n  kind  of  anal-giving 
type,  benifioenfe,  generous ,  loving  his  f«llcw-man  (similar  to  Christ)* 


I  think  we  can  find  traces  of  all  those  things  (like 
als)  when  we  analyze  our  vulgar  folk  materials*  Li'-'e 
they  are  rich  in  Freudian  symbolism  ana  fantasy* 


assaying  for  minor- 
the  Gi’eek  myths. 


K 


COUHTRXSIDS  FOLKLORE 
(Songs  and  Ballads  of  Bygone  Times) 

By 

Kenneth  Larson 


I  did  most  of  the  work  on  this  book  while  teaching  at 
McCammon  High  School  in  1930-33.  intention,  never 
realized,  was  to  present  it,  later,  to  George  Morey 
Miller,  Head  of  the  English  Department  at  the  Univer¬ 
sity  of  Idaho,  at  Moscow,  Idaho,  as  a  Master’s  Thesis. 
(I  gave  up  the  idea  because  of  the  extreme  vulgarity 
of  the  materials  I;  I  had  graduated,  there,  in  1930, 
with  a  major  in  English,  under  Dr.  Miller,  and  had 
been  fired  with  his  enthusiasm  for  the  Popular  Ballad. 
And  I  had  returned  to  Southern  Idaho,  to  a  teaching 
job,  with  the  determination  to  gather  and  record  the 
old  songs,  ballads,  and  childhood  jingles  that  had 
been  so  familiar  a  part  of  my  growing  up  period. 

Many  of  these  had  been  transmitted  to  me  by  my  par¬ 
ents.  Some  were  no  doubt  just  popular  songs  of  the 
early  days,  but  others  seem  to  have  been  brought  West 
by  the  Pioneers.  As  for  the  very  vulgar  materials, 
they,  too,  probably  originated  elsewhere  and  were  car¬ 
ried  to  Malad  Valley,  in  the  early  days,  by  the  in- 
pouring  settlers.  Some,  however,  are  of  more  recent 
vintage,,  and  seem  to  have  been  widespread  over  the 
United  States,  for  I  ran  into  versions  of  them,  years 
later,  in  my  wanderings,  particularly  during  my  ser¬ 
vice  in  the  Armed  Forces  during  World  War  II.  I  had 
them  sung  to  me  by  fellow  Service  Men  from  widely 
scattered  regions  withitt  the  United  States. 


This  material  has  already  been  used  by  such  folklore 
collectors  as  Gershon  Legman,  Wayland  D.  Hand,  and  Aus¬ 
tin  E.  Fife.  A  copy  has  also  been  placed  on  file  with 
the  Kinsey  Foundation  for  psychological  study.  I  have 
consistently  maintained  complete  ownership,  however,  of 
my  manuscript  as  a  whole,  and  I  shall  continue  to  do  so 
during  my  lifetime.  For  I  have  never  given  up  the  hope 
of  having  it  published  as  a  book  under  my  own  name. 

And  ownership  of  any  unpublished  manuscript  is  assured 
to  the  author  under  the  unwritten  Common  Law  wholly  at 
his  own  pleasure . 


Reorganized  on  Sept.  5>,  1972 
168  L  Street 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 
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April  8  to  Sept.  29,  19U^,  file-clerk  in  Classification  Office,  Camp  Head-  , 

‘  quarters.  Fort  Worth  AAF,  Fort  Worth,  Texas. 

Oct.  1*,  1 91*5  *  discharged  from  Separation  Center,  Gowen  Field,  Boise,  Idaho. 

Post-War  Ventures 

Nov.,  191*5,  joined  wife  in  Washington,  D.C.,  who  had  worked  at  Pentagon. 

Jan.  3  to  March,  191*6,  file-clerk  at  Veterans'  Information  Center  there. 
March,  191*6,  returned  to  Idaho  to  farm  for  V.E.  Fisher  at  Ririe.^ 

Oct.  23,  191*6,  to  June  1,  19l*9,  ran  Larson's  Candyland  at  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho, 
hut  farmed  summers,  191*8-1*9,  with  father,  on  the  St.  John  Bench. 

191*8-1*9,  continued  research  on  Oneida  County  Histoiy  at  Malad  Courthouse, 
Sept.  1,  -19l*9,  joined  wife  in  Salt  Lake  City,  in  home  at  168  L  Street. 

Sept.,  19l*9,  £0  June,  1952,  graduate  psych  student  at  University  of  Utah. 
1952-1960,  worked  exhaustively  on  the  Talbot  Book  and  the  Talbot  Album. 

Aug.,  I960,  to  Dec.,  1972,  with  wife,  Wes  Budd,  running  the  Beau  Monde,  a 
Ladies  Dress  Shop,  Broadway,  Salt  Lake  City,  acting  as  book-keeper. 
January,  1973,  retired,  to  farm  at  St.  John  and  to  write  at  Salt  Lake. 
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INTRODUCTORY  MATERIAL 
(Motivation  and  Obligation) 


PREFACE 


Victor  Hugo,  discussing  Axgot  in 
the  pages  of  Les  Miserable 3,.  tells'  us 
that  no  thing- -which  .exists  is  unworthy 
of  study.  As  any  reader  of  Hugo  is 
aware,  Areot  is  the  harsh,  cruel  bas¬ 
tard  language  of  hardened  Paris  crim¬ 
inals,  developed  by  them  for  greater 
ease  in  talking  over  their  villainous 
plans  without  being  detected  by  eaves¬ 
droppers.  In  this  oooit,  though  not 
condoning  the  filthy  language  of  the 
underworld,  Hugo  turns  a  scientific 
eye  on  this  form  of  speech  and  tries 
to  tell  us  why  and  how  it  originated. 

My  purpose  is  similar  in  making 
the  present  collection  of  ballads. 

They  are  not  all  vulgar;  in  fact,  a- 
bout  half  of  them  are  very  respect¬ 
able  songs,  at  one  time  popular  but 
now  nearly  forgotten.  I  have  used  no 
sources  other  than  those  of  oral  tra¬ 
dition,  by  which  all  folk  literature 
is  necessarily  secured;  I  have  scorned 
referring  to  song-books  or  to  the  col¬ 
umns  of  newspapers  capitalizing  on  the 
modern  fad  of  collecting  and  reviving 
old  songs.  I  do  not  maintain,  of 
course,  that  all  the  songs  in  the  col¬ 
lection  are  true  ballads,  meeting  all 
the  qualifications;  some  of  them  may 
be  genuine;  others  are  only  songs. 

But  to  get  back  to  my  subj ec t--many  of 
the  selec tions,  herein  presented  are  so 
extremely  vulgar  as  to  call  for  a  word 
of  explanation,  and  to  that  purpose  I 
devote  the  remainder  of  this  preface. 

I  have,  if  I  may  say  so,  gone  to 
considerable  trouble  to  drag  out  into 
the  light  of  day  those  vulgar  poems 
and  songs  which  germinate  ana  ^row  un¬ 
der  cover  of  darkness.  They  exist. 


They  have  a  very  important  place  in 
contemporary  life.  They  are  Known 
and  cherished  in  secret  by  every 
schoolchild,  oy  every  person  of  the 
la  do  ring,  classes,  and  oy  every  mar¬ 
riageable  youth  in  the  United  States, 
with  perhaps  very  rare  exceptions. 
Only  the  so-called  sissies  are  immune 
to  such  interest,  and  their  aversion 
i3  often  douotful.  Every  normal  and 
honest-minded  person  passes  through 
a  period,  at  some  time  or  other  in 
his  early  years--which  he  may  never 
outgrow--of  fondness  for,  and  inter¬ 
est  in,  the  vulgar  and  concealed 
things  in  life.  It  is  human  nature 
to  be  intrigued  by  lif e' s  mysteries. 


Vulgar  poetry  and  crude  joxes 
about  sex  are  youth' s  method  of 
teaching  itself  the  things  it  wants 
to  Know  and  which  it  has  a  right  to 
Know.  The  narrowmindedness  of  older 
generations  in  suppressing  natural 
instincts  and  concealing,  fact3  that 
should  be  dealt  with  fairly  and  in  the 
open  is  larseiy  responsible  for  the 
growth  and  continued  existence  of  the 
large  body  of  filth- -it  can  hardly  be 
called  li terature--which  corrupts  the 
minds  of  our  youth. 

For  many  centuries  medical  sci¬ 
ence  was  ignorant  ana  often  deadly 
to  its  patients  merely  because  of  a 
false  modesty  which  forbade  dissection 
discussion,  or  even  a  simple  study  of 
the  human  body.  The  thoughts  of  men 
are  directly  related  to  their  bodies, 
since  they  arise  out  of  the  functions 
of  the  body-- the  natural  passions  and 
activities  that  go  to  max e  up  life. 

Yet  many  current  thoughts  and  expres¬ 
sions  have  been  tabooed  Decause  of 
their  apparent  vulgarity. 


Like  Hugo  I  have  little  sympathy 
for  prudery,  lor  narrow-minded  bigotry, 
for  the  kina  of  attitude  which  taboos 
a  subject  and  makes  it  unspeakable.  To 
me  it  seems  that  all  things  ate  natu¬ 
ral,  that  they  have  a  legitimate  place 
in  the  world,  that  they  grow  out  of 
definite  causes  and  fill  a  definite 
need.  It  is  only  the  artificial  stan¬ 
dards  created  by  society  that  makes  one 
thing  vulgar  and  another  thing  polite. 

The  weed  along  the  roadside  is  no  less 
natural  than  the  blooming  rose.  We 
cannot  shut  our  eyes  and  by  so  doing 
force  it  out  of  existence.  If  we  wish 
to  exterminate  because  it  offends-- 
being  none  the  less  natural,  we  having 
merely  developed  artificial  tastes  and 
an  aesthetic  sense  not  in  accordance 
with  nature- -we  must  look  at  it,  seize 
it  firmly,  and  pull  it  up  by  the  roots 
with  our  own  hands,  / 

If  the  youth  of  the  country  is  to 
get  proper  perspective  and  wholesome 
attitudes,  the  so-called  vulgar  ballad 
must  be  dragged  out  into  the  open  and 
have  the  light  of  day  thrown  upon  it. 

If  its  evil  effects  are  to  be  eliminated, 
something  more  healthful  must  be  found 
to  take  its  place.  A  wholesome  substi¬ 
tution  can  be  made  easily,  Dut  an  erad¬ 
ication  is  quite  out  of  the  question, 
perhaps  not  even  desirable.  The  fun¬ 
damental  point  to  be  considered,  un¬ 
doubtedly,  is  that  vulgar  ballads  we 
have  and  vulgar  ballads  we  shall  always 
have.  Although  not  a  respected  place, 
they  should  at  least  be  given  a  place 
in  our  consciousness  and  in  our  recog¬ 
nition  as  the  literature  of  the  under¬ 
world. 


FOREWORD 


Enough  has  already  been  said  of 
ballads  and  call ad  style  oy  experts 
in  the  field  to  make  any  long-winded 
introduction  by  the  author  of  this 
work  unnecessary.  Of  the  old  songs 
included  in  the  collection,  I  shall 
say  nothing.  It  is  of  the  true  bal¬ 
lads  that  I  wish  to  speak. 

My  work  and  experience  as  a  col¬ 
lector  seem  to  indicate  that  ballad3 
have  three  ways,  and  only  three  ways, 
of  originating.  At  least  the  first 
two  of  these,  and  perhaps  all  of  them, 
have  already  been  pointed  out  by  pre¬ 
vious  commentators. 

A  ballad  may  be  the  work  of  a 
definite  author,  and  yet  may  have 
later  undergone  certain  changes  to¬ 
ward  conventionalization  of  phrase 
arid  situation  by  passing  through  the 
mouths  of  the  multitude.  Many  exam¬ 
ples  seem  to  indicate  this  origin, 
and  to  show  that  in  the  beginning  the 
poem  has  had  an  individual  composer 
who 3 e  work  has  undergone  change.  It 
is  certain  that  many  poems  actually 
disintegrate  through  this  transmis¬ 
sion;  and  vulgar  rimes  or  nonsense 
verses,  the  traditional  property  of 
children,  are  the  final  stages  in  the 
'  ballad* s  history. 

Again  the  process  may  be  reversed, 
and  'a  simple  stanza,  the  product  of 
some  unknown  individual,  taking  fire 
in  the  imagination  of  the  hearers,  ex¬ 
pands  to  great  length,  growing  constant¬ 
ly  in  its  transmission  through  the 
mouths  of  its  eager  progenitors.  This 
is  the  growth  idea  or,  to  put  it  in 


ipo re  scientific  terms,  the  evolution 
theory.  It  is  subscribed  to  oy  most 
of  the  leading  authorities  on  the 
ballad.  I  have  actually  heard  of, 
and  even  myself  taken  part  in,  this 
process  of  ballad- building,  as  I  shall 
demonstrate  in  certain  commentaries 
at  the  end  of  this  manuscript. 

There  is  still  a  third  process 
of  ballad  growth  or  origin,  and  it 
can  probably  best  be  designated  as 
the  parody  method.  Certain  poems  and 
songs  lend  themselves  in  a  peculiar 
manner  to  the  clownish  parodist,  who 
manipulates  them  to  suit  the  occasion 
or  to  please  a  group  of  ea^er  listen¬ 
ers.  The  Tjerson  who  can  take  a  pop¬ 
ular  but  simple  3ong-hit  and  find  new, 
clever  words  for  an  occasion  receives 
clamorous  applause.  This  is  espec¬ 
ially  true  in  localities  where  the 
population  is  mostly  male  and  where 
some  outlet  for  overflowing  energy 
and  animal  sensuality  is  necessary. 

This  type  of  ballad  is  nearly  always 
vulgar.  I  am  firmly  of  the  opinion 
that  most  of  my  collection  has  orig¬ 
inated  in  this  way,  to  pass  later 
through  the  mouths' of  the  multitude 
for  conventionalization. 

There  is  no  good  reason,  how¬ 
ever,  as  iar  as  I  can  see,  for  oeliev- 
ing  that  any  one  method  of  ballad  origin 
predominates  in  the  field,  the  three 
types  may  be  summarized  as;  ballads  from 
definite  authors,  corrupted  oy  contact 
with  the  multitudes;  ballads  of  spon¬ 
taneous  origin  and  growth  arising  from 
the  multitudes;  ana  ballads  having  their 
beginnings  as  clever  parodies,  being 
immediately  taken  up  and  made  to  con¬ 
form  by  the  multitudes.  Whatever  be 
the  truth,  it  is  probable  and  natural 
that  every  reader  should  take  his  own 
choice,  and  form  his  own  opinion,  of  the 
three  theories. 
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P.OT.T/F.OTTQHS  ffROM  ORAL  TRADI TI  ON 
(The  Body  of  the  Text  in  True  Folklore ) 


RESPECTABLE  SONGS 


RESPECTABLE  SONGS 


MARY  JANE 

A  PAIR  OP  B.V.D.'S 

STYLES 

GUM 

CHARLIE' S  PATE 

MY  OWN  TRUE  LOVE 

OLD  MOTHER  BOGUE 

THE  PREACHER  AND  THE  BEAR 

THE  TWO  CROWS 

CLEMEN  TIRE 

PAIR  CHARLOTTE 

CHARMING  KATE 

THE  DAMSEL  PROM  CHASHAW 

DQNDERBECK 

THE  OLD  APPLE  PIE 

BRYAN  O' LYNN 

THE  WEDDING  PARTY 

OH,  HOW  HE  LIED 

I  LONG  TO  BE  SIR OLE  AGAIN 

ALIM  OH  Y 

THE  PARROT  SONG  - 

THREE  MED 

THE  OREGON  GYPSY  GIRL 
YOUNG  JOHNNIE  DOYLE 
ANDY  BARDEEN 
THE  LOW  LAND  LOW 
HASN'T  DONE  ANYTHING 
OUR  BACK  YARD 
SING  ANYTHING 
TWO  GOATS 
SORRY 

WHEN  I  WAS  SINGLE 
OLEY  OLESON 

WITH  A  LITTLE  BUNCH  OP  WHISKERS  ON  HIS  CHIN 

WINDING  ON  THE  TRAIN 

A  PISTOL  PACKING  PAPA 

THE  MAN  WHO  RODE  THE  MULE 

THE  BUM  SONG 

THE  BOSTON  BURGLAR 

THE  LITTLE  BROWN  JUG 

WAY  DOWN  YONDER  IN  THE  C  OKI?  PI  ELD 


MARY  JANE 

(Learned  at  St.  John) 


She  told  me  she'd  meet  me  when  the 
clock  struck  seventeen, 

At  the  slaughterhouse  just  eight 
miles  out  of  town. 

Where  the  pig’s  eyes  and  the  pig's  ears 
and  the  tough  old  Texas  3teers 
Sell  for  beefsteak  at  fifteen  cents 
a  pound. 

She's  my  honey;  she's  my  daisy; 

She’s  knockneed;  she's  crazy; 

She's  cross-eyed,  pigeon-toed,  and 
blind. 

And  they  say  her  teeth  are  foamy 

Prom  eating  Swiss  bologna. 

She's  my  freckle-faced,  consumptive 
Mary  Jane: 


A  PAIR  Off  B.V.D.’S 
(Mrs,  Kenneth  Larson) 


She  had  a  —  she  had  a  -- 
She  had  a  p-air  of  B.V.D.’s; 

She  had  a  --  she  had  a  -- 
She  had  a  pair  of  B.V.D. *  3 ; 

She  wore  them  in  the  summer, 
And  she  wore  them  in  the  fall; 
But  the  last  time  I  saw  her. 
She  didn't  wear  them  at  all; 
She  had  a  --  she  had  a  -- 
She  had  a  pair  of  B.V.D.’st 


STYLES 

,  (Mrs.  Kenneth  Larson) 

There  are  styles  that  show  the  ankles; 

There  are  styles  that  show  the  knee; 

There  are  styles  that  make  the  old 
men  wonder 

Just  how  much  the  women  want  the  men 
to  see; 

There  are  styles  that  have  a  naughty 
meaning, 

Which  the  eyes  of  men  alone  can  see; 

But  the  styles  that  Eve  wore  in  the 
garden 

Are  the  ones  that  appeal  to  me’ 


GUM 

(Frank  Grant,  Eden) 


When  I  was  only  twenty,  • 

I  was  wild  and  full  of  fun; 

I  flirted  with  every  girl  I  met — 
Unless  she  was  chewing. gumj 

I  met  a  fair  young  maiden — 

She  seemed  a  periect  chum; 

But  I  tell  you  now  I  didn’t  know  then 
She  was  fond  of  chewing  &um’ 

I  took  her  to  a  ball  one  ni^ht; 

They  all  thought  she  was  dumb. 

For  she  stopped  right  in  the  middle  of 
a  dance 

And  tooic  a  chew  of  gumi 

One  day  I  kissed  her  big  red  lip3, 

Just  to  see  if  she  would  run; 

But  I  got  my  little  black  mustache 
All  tangled  up  in  her  gum’ 

I  proposed  and  she  accepted, 

The  wedding  day  to  come ; 

The  priest  was  there  to  tie  the  xnot, 
But  her  mouth  was  full  of  Gum’ 

I  finally  got  disgusted 
And  went  off  on  the  bum; 

I  swore  I ' d  never  marry  a  girl 
That  was  fond  of  chewing  gum* 


CHARLIE* S  FATE 
(LaVon  Larsen,  McCaminon) 


Charlie  went  down  in  the  ducket; 

The  bucket  went  down  in  the  well; 
His  wife  cut  the  rope  on  the  bucket. 

And  Charlie  went  down  into - 

Ting-a-ling-ling-- tra-la-la-la! 

How  sweet  are  the  voices  that  come 
from  afar* 

Ting-a-ling-ling-- tra-la-la-ia. 

As  I  play  on  my  Spanish  guitar! 

When  Charlie  got  down  into  hades. 

He  met  with  a  terrible  hap; 

He  stepped  on  a  red-hot  shovel. 

And  uttered  the  word,  "I'll  be— 
Ting-a-ling-ling— tra-la-la-la’  ’ 
How  3weet  are  the  voices  that  come 
from  afar! 

Ting-a-ling-ling — tra-la-la-la, 

As  I  play  on  iny  Spanish  guitar’ 

When  Satan  heard  Charlie  a-cussing, 

He  locked  him  right  up  in  a  cell; 
"I’m  a  jolly  good  old  fellow, 

But  no  cussing  will  I  have  in--’’* 
Ting-a-ling-ling-- tra-la-la-lal 

How  sweet  are  the  voices  that  come 
from  afar'. 

Ting-a-ling-ling-- tra-la-la-la, 

As  I  play  on  my  Spanish  guitar’ 


MY  OWN  TRUE  LOVE 


(Probably  brought  from  England  by  the  Talbots) 


Oh,  Father  dear,  what  deed  have  I  done, 
What  deed  have  I  done  this  very  day? 

Oh,  I  have  murdered  my  own  true  love 
On  the  banks  of  the  bonnie  Lee! 

She  said  that  she  would  never  be  mine, 
That  her  true  heart  would  ever  be 

Where  the  murmuring  waters  fiow-- 
On  the  banks  of  the  bonnie  Bee. 

I  took  her  by  her  lily-white  hand 

And  whirled  her  round  and  round  and 
round; 

I  whirled  her  round  and  round  and  round. 
And  watched  her  body  drown; 

Oh,  Father  dear,  what  deed  have  I  done, 
What  deed  have  I  done  this  very  day? 

Oh,  I  have  murdered  my  own  true  love 
On  the  banks  of  the  bonnie  Bee* 


■fiMH 

S5H! 

VSWHHBHHI 

MKBHHHII  HI  HHH' HBHBHHi 

HHKW 

[  i  ■  wrmmm  mmm*  ag*  m  i 

H  HHH  BHHHHHH 

HH-CHH 

— I— — 

— ; 

OLD  MOTHER  BOGUE 
(Sung  many  years  ago 
by  Grandfather  Talbot) 


Old  Mother  Bogue  took  a  ride  in  a  shay 
On  the  morning  of  a  very,  of  a  very  cold  day; 

The  shay  broke  down,  and  the  horse  went  blind. 
And  he  had  no  hair  on  hi3  tail  behind! 

Singing,  »01d  Mother  Bogue,  come  do,  come  do 
Singing,  ••Old  Mother  Bogue,  come  do!'1 

She  sent  little  Johnnie  that  just  came  in 
For  a  bottle  of  the  very,  of  the  very  best  gin; 
She  poured  the  gin  right  down  her  old  goggle 
And  rubbed  her  left  leg  well  with  the  bottle! 
Singing,  “Old  Mother  Bogue,  come  do,  come  do ; H 
Singing,  *  Old  Mother  Bogue,  come  do!" 

(I  think  it  very  probable  that  there  is  a  stanza 
or  more  missing,  in  which  the  account  is  given 
of  her  injury  and  of  the  trip  home. ) 


THE  PREACHER  AID  THE  BEAR 
(Learned  at  rnlad  in  1910.) 


A  preacher  went  out  hunting; 

*Twas  on  a  Sunday  morn. 

Of  course,  it  was  against  his  religion, 

But  he  took  his  gun  along. 

He  shot  himself  some  very  fine  quail, 

And  one  lone,  measly  hare, 

And  on  his  way  returning  home 

He  met  a  great  tig  grizzley  hear. 

Chorus : 

Oh,  Lord,  delivered  Daniel  from  the  lion's  den 

And  so  delivered  Jonah  from  the  helly  of  the 
whale,  and  then 

The  Hebrew  children  from  the  fiery  furnace— 

So  the  good  Books  do  declare. 

Oh,  Lord,  if  you  can't  help  me, 

For  heaven's  sake,  don't  you  help  that  hear! 

The  hear  walked  out  in  the  middle  of  the  road, 
And  he  looked  at  the  Coon,  you  see; 

The  Goon  got  so  excited 

That  he  climbed  a  percimmon  tree. 

The  hear  sat  down  upon  the  ground, 

And  the  Coon  climbed  out  on  a  limb. 

He  cast  his  eyes  to  the  Lord  in  the  skies, 

And  these  words  he  said  to  him: 


THB  TWO  CROWS 
(A  South-Idaho  version) 


There  were  two  crows  sat  in  a  tree, 

In  a  tree; 

There  were  two  crows  sat  in  a  tree, 

In  a  tree; 

There  were  two  crows  sat  in  a  tree, 

In  a  tree. 

As  black  as  any  crows  could  be. 

Crows  bould  be . 

The  one  crow  whispered  to  his  mate. 

To  his  mate; 

The  one  crow  whispered  to  his  mate. 

To  hi s  mate ; 

The  one  crow  whispered  to  his  mate. 

To  his  mate, 

•Have  you  seen  anything  to  eat, 

Thing  to  eat?  * 


•There  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field, 

Yb'nder  field; 

TheTe  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field, 

Yonder  field; 

There  lies  a  horse  in  yonder  field, 

Yonder  field; 

And  there  we'll  have  a  merry  meal. 

Merry  meal  I  w 

•We’ll  perch  upon  his  old  backbone. 

Old  backbone; 

We'll  perch  upon  his  old  backbone, 

Old  backbone; 

We’ll  perch  upon  his  old  backbone. 

Old  backbone, 

And  peck  his  eyes  out  one  by  one. 

One  by  one I • 
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(Learned  at  Eden,  Idaho,  1932) 


In  a  cavern,  in  a  canyon, 

Excavating  tor  a  mine, 

Dwelt  a  miner,  forty-niner, 

And  his  daughter  Clementine. 

Chorus: 

Oh,  my  darling,  oh,  my  darling, 

Oh,  my  darling  Clementine'. 

You  are  lost  and  gone  forever; 

Dreadful  sorry,  Clemen tine I 

Light  she  was  and  like  a  iairy. 

And  her  shoes  were  number  nine; 

Herring  boxes  without  topses 
Sandals  were  for  Clementine. 

Drove  she  ducklings  to  the  water 
Every  morning  just  at  nine; 

Tripped  her  foot  against  a  splinter. 
Fell  into  the  foaming  brine. 

Buby  lips  above  the  water. 

Blowing  hubbies  soft  and  fine; 

But  alas!  I  was  no  swimmer. 

So  I  lost  my  Clementine’ 

In  a  churchyard  near  the  canyon, 

Where  the  myrtle  boughs  entwine, 

There  grow  roses  and  other  posies 
Fertilized  by  Clementine. 

Then  the  miner,  forty-niner. 

Soon  began  to  peak  and  pine; 

Thought  he  oughter  jine  his  daughter — 
Bow  he's  with  his  Clementine. 

In  my  dreams  she  still  doth  haunt  me, 
Dressed  in  garments  soaked  in  brine; 

Though  in  life  I  used  to  hug  her, 

Bow  she's  dead  I'll  draw  the  line. 

How  I  missed  her,  how  I  missed  her, 

HOw  I  missed  my  Clementine! 

But  I  kissed  her  little  sister, 

And  forgot  my  Clementine! 


FAIR  CHARLOTTE 

Fair  Charlotte  lived,  on  a  mountainside, 

In  a  wild  and  lonely  spont; 

There  were  no  dwellings  f or  three  miles  wide, 
Except  her  father’s  cot; 

And  yet  on  many  a  winter  night 

Young  swains  were  &a the red  there, 

For  her  father  kept  a  social  board — 

And  she  was  very  fair* 

On  New  Year's  eve,  as  the  sun  went  down, 

Far  looked  her  wistful  eye 
Out  from  the  frosty  window  pane 
As  the  merry  sleighs  dashed  by; 

At  the  village,  fifteen  miles  away. 

Was  to  be  held  a  ball  that  night; 

And,  though  the  air  was  piercing  cold,. 

Her  heart  was  warm  ana  light. 

How, brightly  beamed  her  laughing  eye 
As  a  well-known  voice  she  heard, 

And  dashing  up  to  -the-  cottage.- door 
Her  lover's  sleigh  appeared. 

"Oh,  daughter  dear'"  her  mother  cried, 

"This  blanket  round  you  fold; 

For  it  is  a  dreadful  night  abroad — 

You  will  get  your  death  of  cold! " 

"Oh,  nay!'.  Oh,  nay'.'."  f  air  Charlo  tte  cried, 

As  she  laughed  like  a  gypsy  queen; 

"To  ride  in  blankets  muffled  up 
I  never  would  be  seen. 

My  silken  coat  is  quite  enough, 

You  know  it  is  lined  throughout; 

Ana  there  is  my  silken  scarf  to  twine 
My  head  and  neck  about!" 

Her  bonnet  and  her  gloves  were  on; 

She  jumped  into  the  sleigh. 

And  swiftly  they  sped  down  the  mountainside 
And  over  the  hills  away. 

With  muffled  oeat,  so  violently, 

Five  miles  at  length  were  passed, 
tohen  Charles,  with  few  and  shivering  words, 
The  silence  broke  at  last. 

"Such  a  dreadful  night  I  never  saw; 

My  reins  I  scarce  can  hold!" 

Fair  Charlotte  faintly  then  replied, 

"I  am  exceedingly  cold! « 

He  cracked  his  whip;  he  urged  his  steed 
Much  faster  than  before, 

And  thus  five  other  dreary  miles 
In  silence  were  passed  o'er. 


Spome  Charles,  "How  fast  the  freezing  Ice 
Is  gathering  on  my  brow. " 

Ana  Charlotte  still  more  faintly  said, 

"I'm  growing  warmer  now." 

Thus  on  they  rode  through  the  frosty  air 
And  the  glittering  cold  starlight 

Until  at  last  tne  village  lamps 
And  the'  ballroom  came  in  3ight. 

They  reached  the  door  ana  Charles  sprang  out 
Ana  held  his  hand  to  her; 

"Why  sit  you  li-tce  a  monument 
'That  hath  no  power  to  stir?" 

He  called  her  once;  he  called  her  twice;  ' 

She  answered  not  a  word. 

He  asked  her  for  her  hand  again, 

But  still  she  never  stirred. 

He  tool  her  hand  in  his;  1 twas  cold 
And  hard  as  any  stone. 

He  tore  the  mantle  from  her  face 

And  the  cold  stars  over  it  shone.  - 

Then  quickly  to  the  lighted  hall 
Her  lifeless  form,  he  core. 

Fair  Charlotte's  eyes  had  closed  for  aye; 

Her  voice  was  heard  no  more. 

He  sat  himself  down  by  her  side, 

And  bitter  tears  did  flow; 

And  he  said,  "My  young  intended  bride 
I  never  more  shall  know?!* 

He  threw  his  arms  around  her  neck 
And  kissed  her  marble  brow. 

And  his  thoughts  went  back  to  where  she  said, 
"I  am  growing  warmer  now.* 

He  bore  her  out  into  the  sleigh, 

And  with  her  he  drove  home; 

And  when  he  reached  the  cottage  door, 

Oh’  how  her  parents  mourned. 

They  mourned  the  loss  of  their  aaughter  dear, 
While  Charles  mourned  o'er  their  gloom — 

Until  his  heart  with  grief  did  break, 

And  they  slumber  in  one  tomb. 


CHABMIUG  KATE 


As  I  walked  out  the ' other' day, 

I  met  my  charming  Elate. 

I  asked  her  where  she  was  going, 

And  she  said  she  was  going  to  skate. 

I  jogged  along  close  by  her  side 
Until  we  came  to  the  gate: 

They  charged  us  fifty  cents  apiece 
To  let  us  in  to  skate  I 

Chorus : 

Lots  of  fun  on  the  ice,  hoys; 

Plenty  of  nice  young  girls. 

Goodness,  how  they  glide  along, 

Dressed  in  their  belle-mareilles  ! 

She  started  out  and  said  she’d  kiss 
The  first  one  that  could  catch  her. 

Of  all  the  boys  upon  the  ice, 

I  knew  not  one  could  match  her. 

I  started  out:  my  foot  did  slip, 

And  on  the  ice  I  fell; 

And  ever  since  that  I  faint  away 

At  the  sight  of  a  belle -mareille J 

When  I  got  up,  my  nose  did  bleed; 

I  was  in  such  a  plight  ! 

I  turned  around  to  look  for  Kate, 

But  Kate  was  out  of  sight. 

The  boys  did  laugh,  and  all  did  say 
She *d  caught  some  other  swell; 

And  ever  since  that  I  faint  away 

At  the  sight  of  a  belle -mareille  ! 


THE  DAMSEL  FROM  CHASHAW 
(Learned  in  iialad  about  1915: 
Probably  brought  from  England  or  Africa 
"by  my  Tails ot  ancestors) 


There  lived  a  fair  damsel  in  Chashaw, 

Who  often  to  market  would  go, 

Thinking  no  one  would  harm  or  molest  her 
As  she  traveled  the  road  to  and  .fro. 

She  met  with  a  lofty  highwayman; 

Two  pistols  he  held  at  her  "breast. 

Saying,  "Stand  and  deliver  your  money, 

Or  else  you  will  die,  I  confess  !" 

He  stripped  this  poor  damsel  most  naked. 

And  took  from  her  wallet  her  gold; 

And  as  he  sat  counting  her  money, 

He  gave  her  the  "bridle  to  hold. 

She  put  her  foot  into  the  stirrup, 

And  into  the  saddle  she  sprang; 

And  away  she  dashed  over  the  prairie, 

Crying,  "Catch  me,  hold  rogue,  if  you  can!" 

She  dashed  over  hills  and  high  mountains 
Till  she  came  to  her  father's  farm- side; 

And  then  with  a  tear  and  a  whisper. 

Her  father  he  then  did  arrive. 

"Oh,  daughter,  oh,  what's  "been  the  matter, 
That's  kept  you  so  long  from  the -farm?" 

"Oh,  enough,  oh,  enough's  been  the  matter; 

But  the  rogue  he  has  done  me  no  harm*" 

This  fair  damsel  she  still  lives  in  Chashaw, 

And  her  husband  along  with  her  dwells; 

And  the  little  ones  they  all  sit  and  listen, 
^Thile  the  story  of  the  robber  she  tells. 


DONPERBECK 

(Sung  years  ago  by  Dad. ) 


There  was  a  jolly  Dutchman, 

And  his  name  was  Donderbeck. 

He  was  very  fond  of  sausages, 

Sauerkraut,  and  speck. 

He  owned  a  great  big  butchershop. 

The  finest  ever  seen; 

So  he  took  him  out  a  patent 
To  make  sausages  by  steam. 

Chorus* 

Oh,  Mr.  Donderbeck, 

How  could  you  be  so  mean? 

Aren't  you  sorry  you  ever  invented 
Such  a  terrible  machine? 

The  long-tailed  rats  ana  pussycats 
fill  never  more  be  seen, 

for  they’ve  all  been  ground  to  sausages 
in  Donderbeck’ s  machine. 

The  dogs  and  cats  were  missing 
From  all  around  the  town. 

They  searched  the  city  over; 

They  searched  it  all  around. 

A  little  boy  went  behind  the  shop. 

For  he  heard  an  awful  noise; 

It  was  Donderbeck  skinning  do g3  and  cats 
To  make  sausage  for  his  boysj 

Something  got  the  matter; 

The  machine  it  wouldn’ t  go; 

So  Donderbeck  he  crawled  inside 
To  find  it  out,  you  know. 

His  wife  she  got  the  nightmare 
And  went  walking  in  her  sleep; 

She  gave  the  ©rank  an  awful  yank. 

And  Donderbeck  was  meat’. 


THE  OLD  APPLE  PIE 

(Learned,  from  Lester  Bush  at  Pocatello  in  1927) 


In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie 
There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I: 
It  may  be  a  hair 
That  the  cook  has  left  there. 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  piel 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie 
There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I* 
It  may  be  a  nail 
Or  a  pussycat’s  tail, 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie’ 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie 

There  is  something  for  both  you  and  1: 
It  may  be  a  fly 
That  has  come  there  to  die, 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie’ 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie 

There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I* 
It  may  be  a  tear 
Or  a  puppy dog’ s  ear, 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  piej 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie 

There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I: 
It  may  be  a  worm 
That  has  made  its  la3t  turn. 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie* 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie 

There  is  something  for  bot&  you  and  I; 
It  may  be  a  louse 
Or  a  little  gray  mouse,' 

In  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie’ 


-BRYAM  Q'LBH 

(Mrs.  Frank  Grant,  Eden,  Idaho) 


Oh,  Bryan  O' Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  her  mother, 

They  all  went  over 
A  bridge  together; 

The  bridge  broke  down — 

They  all  fell  in; 

"There's  ground  at  the  bottom: • 
Said  Bryan  O'Lynn. 

Oh,  Bryan  O' Lynn, 

His  wife,  and  her  mother. 

They  all  slept 

In  one  bed  together; 

The  night  was  cold, 

And  the  blankets  were  thin; 

•I'll  sleep  in  the  middle! “ 

Said  Bryan  O' Lynn. 

Oh,  Bryan  O' Lynn 

Had  no  breeches  to  wear; 

He  bought  him  a  sheepskin 
And  made  him  a  pair — 

The  fleshy  side  out 

And  the  wooly  side  in; 

•It's  warm  in  the  summer!" 

Said  Bryan  O' Lynn. 

Oh,  Bryan  O' Lynn, 

His  wife  and  her  mother, 

They  all  sat  down 

At  the  table  together; 

Two  plates  and  a  platter. 

But  nothing  for  him; 

•I'll  eat  from. the  platter! • 

Sai d  Bry an  O' Lynn . 

Oh,  Bryan  0’ Lynn 

Had  no  watch  to  wear; 

So  he  got  him  a  turnip 

And  scooped  it  out  fair; 

He  planted  a  cricket 
Right  under  the  skin; 

•They'll  think  it's  a-ticking!" 
Said  Bryan  O' Lynn. 


THE?  mvmm  PARTY 

(Sung  many  years  ago  by  Grandfather  Tails  at; 
obtained  at  Malad  from  Uncle  Andy. ) 


Old  lady  mouse  came  a-rattling  down, 

Haw-haw; 

Old  lady  mouse  came  a-rattling  d  own, 
Dressed  in  silk  and  a  satin  gown. 

Haw-haw  ! 

The  old  bullfrog  he  took  her  on  his  knee, 

Haw-haw; 

The  old  bullfrog  he  took  her  on  his  knee; 
He  said  to  her,  “Will  you  marry  me?" 

Haw-haw  .’ 

•"Where  is  the  .wedding  supper  going  to  be? 

Haw-haw; 

Where  is  the  wedding  supper  going  to  be?" 
•Way  down  yohder  in  a  hollow  tree.’" 

Haw-haw  ! 

■What’s  the  wedding  supper  going  to  be? 

Haw-haw ; 

What's  the  wedding  supper  going  to  he?" 

■A  chunk  of  cabbage  and  a  cup  of  tea  I" 

Haw-haw’ 

The  first  come  in  was  a  big  black  snake, 

Haw-haw; 

The  first  come  in  was  a  big  black  snake; 
He  swallowed  up  all  the  jelly  cake, 

Haw-haw  ’ 

The  next  come  in  was  a  little  bitta  bee, 

Haw-haw; 

The  next  come  in  was  a  little  bitta  bee. 
He  carried  a  fiddle  on  his  knee, 

Haw-haw  ! 

The  last  come  in  was  a  bumblebee, 

Haw-haw; 

The  last  come  in  was  a  bumblebee— 

He  danced  a  jig  for  the  little  bitta  bee, 

Haw-haw  ! 

The  old  bullfrog  he  jumped  in  the  lake. 

Haw-haw; 

The  old  bullfrog  he  jumped  in  the  lake, 
And  he  got  bit  with  a  big  black  snake, 

Haw-haw  ! 


The  "big  "black  snake  he  swum  to  land, 

Haw-haw; 

The  "big  "black  snake  he  swum  to  land. 

And  he  got  killed  "by  a  Higgero  man, 

Haw-haw  I 

The  Miggero  man  he  ran  to  the  war. 

Haw-haw; 

The  Higgero  man  he  ran  to  the  war, 

And  he  got  killed  with  a  "big  snowball, 

Haw-haw  ’ 

The  "big  snowball  it  lay  on  the  grouhd, 

Haw-haw; 

The  big  snowball  it  lay  bn  the  ground 

Till  it  got  melted  with  the  sun, 

Haw-haw  I 

Lay  my  book  upon  the  shelf, 

Haw-haw; 

Lay  my  book  upon  the  shelf. 

If  you  want  any  more,  you  can  sing  it  yourself. 

Haw-haw  J 


OH.  HOW  HE  LIED! 

(Grade  School  at  Malad,  R.  1,  in  1918) 


He  told  her  he  loved  her. 
Ana  ohj  how  he  lied, 

Ohi  how  he  lied. 

Oh!  how  he  lied; 

He  told  her  he  loved  her. 
Ana  ohj  how  he  lied, 

Ohj  how- he  lied J 

He  left  her  unhappy, 

And  ohj  how  she  cried. 
Oh!  hpw  3he  cried. 

Oh!  how  she  cried. 

He  left  her  unhappy. 

And  ohj  how  she  cried, 
Ohj  how  she  cried. 

She  got  the  pneumonia. 

And  she  up  and  died, 

She  up  ana  died. 

She  up  and  died; 

She  got  the  pneumonia, 

And  she  up  ana  died. 

She  up  and  died. 

He  went  to  her  funeral. 
But  just  for  the  ride, 
just  for  the  ride, 

JU3 1  for  the  ride; 

He  went  to  her  funeral, 
But  just  for  the  ride, 
just  for  the  ridel 

Her  soul  went  to  heaven. 
And  flip-flop  it  flied, 
Flip-flop  it  flied, 
Flip-flop  it  flied; 

Her  soul  went  to  heaven, 
And  flip-flop  it  flied. 
Flip-flop  it  flied. 

He  got  the  pneumonia, 

And  he  up  and  died. 

He  up  and  died, 

He  up  and  ai  ea ; 

He  got  the  pneumonia, 

And  he  up  ana  died, 

He  up  and  died. 

They  gave  him  a  funeral, 
But  nobody  cried, 


Nobody  cried, 

Nobody  cried; 

They  gave  him  a  funeral, 

But  nobody  cried. 

Nobody  cried, 

His  soul  went  to  hell 
And  sizzled  and  fried, 
Sizzled  and  fried. 

Sizzled  and  fried; 

Hi  3  soul  went  to  hell 

And  sizzled  and  fried. 
Sizzled  and  fried! 

Now,  learn,  you  fair  damsels, 
And  don't  be  a  bride, 

Don' t  be  a  bride, 

Don't  be  a  bride; 

Now,  learn,  you  fair  damsels. 
And  don't  be  a  bride, 
Don't  be  a  bride! 


B. 

Lover's  Life 

(A  version  of  Oh.  How  he  Lied) 


She  sat  on  her  hammock  and  played  her  gui  tar, 
Played  her  guitar,  played  her  guitar; 

She  sat  on  her  hammock  and  played  her  guitar, 
Singing,  "Tra-la-la-la!  * 

He  sat  down  beside  her  and  smoked  a  cigar, 
Smoked  a  cigar,  smoked  a  cigar; 

He  sat  down  beside  her  and  smoxed  a  cigar, 
Singing,  "Tra-la-la-lal  " 

He  told  her  he  loved  her,  but  Ohl  how  he 
lied, 

Oh',  how  he  lied,  Oh;  how  he  lied; 

He  told  her  he  loved  her,  but  ohl  how  he 
lied, 

iSinging,  "Ira-la-la-lal * 

She  got  the  pneumonia,  and  she  up  and  died, 
She  up  and  died,  she  up  and  died; 

She  got  the  pneumonia,  and  she  up  and  died, 
Singing,  "Tra-la-la-la! * 

Her  soul  went  to  heaven,  and  flip-flop  it 
flied, 

Flip-flop  it  flied,  flip-flop  it  flied; 
Her  soul  went  to  heaven,  and  flip-flop  it 
flied, 

Singing,  "Tr a- la-la-1 a!  » 

He  went  to  the  funeral,  but  just  for  the 
ride, 

Just  for  the  ride,  just  for  the  ride; 

He  went  to  the  funeral,  but  just  for  the 
ride, 

Singing,  "Tra-la-la-la* w 

Long  years  have  gone  by,  and  he's  old  and 
blind, 

He's  old  and  blind,  he's  old  and  blind; 
Long  years  have  gone  by,  and  he's  old  and 
blind. 

Singing,  "Tra-la-la-la!  M 


I  LOUG  TO  BE  SIHGKB  AGAIN 


Oil,  when  I  was  single, 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

Oh,  when  I  was  single, 

Oh,  then; 

Oh,  when  I  was  single. 

My  pockets  would  jingle, 

And  I  long  to  he  single  again.1 

My  wife  got  a  fever, 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

My  wife  got  a  fever, 

Oh,  then; 

My  wife  got  a  fever, 

And  I  hope  it  don’t  leave  her, 

For  I  long  to  he  single  again  ! 

My  wife  she  died, 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

My  wife  she  died, 

Oh,  then; 

1 £y  wife  she  died, 

And  I  laughed  till  I  cried. 

Because  I  was  single  again  ! 

I  looked  in  her  coffin, 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

I  looked  in  her  coffin, 

Oh,  then; 

I  looked  in  her  coffin, 

And  I  couldn’t  stop  laughin’ 

Because  I  was  single  again I 

I  went  to  her  funeral, 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

I  went  to  her  funeral, 

Oh,  then; 

I  heated  and  i  sighed, 

And  I  laughed  till  I  cried. 

And  I  started  off  courting  again 

I  married  another, 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

I  married  another, 

Oh,  then; 

I  married  another, 

The  Devil's  grandmother, 

And  I  long  to  he  single  again  l 


Be  good  to  the  first, 

Oh,  then,  oh,  then; 

Be  good  to  the  first, 

Oh,  then;  , 

Be  good  to  the  first, 

For  the  second  is  worse, 

And  you * 11  long  to  he  single  again t 


ALIMONY 

(Learned  from  Lester  Bush  in  192*/ 
at  U.of  I.,  S.  B.,  Pocatello) 


Oh,  Adam  was  the  first  guy  that  ever  was  invented; 

He  wandered  all  around  and  he  never  wa3  contented; 

They *made  him  out  of  clay  in  the  days  gone  by, 

And  they  hung  him  out  in  the  sun  to  dry l 
Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die I 

And  then  came  Eve,  and  they  had  an  awful  battle; 

She  chased  Adam  up  a  tree  to  get  an  applet 
Adam  ate  two,  ana  he  gave  Eve  one-- 
And  that  is  how  all  the  trouble  begun! 

Oh,  alimony,  X  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

And  then  came  Cain,  and  Eve  was  his  mother; 

He  stumbled  all  around  till  he  iound  himself  a  brother. 
The  Good  Boole  3ays  that  Cain  killed  Abel-- 
He  hit  him  in  the  head  with  the  leg  of  a  table! 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

And  then  Qame  Noah  a-3tumbling  in  the  dark; 

He  found  a  saw  and  hatchet,  and  he  built  himself  an  ark. 
Then  came  the  animals  two  by  two. 

The  hippo -hippopotamus  and  Kangaroo! 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

Then  it  rained  for  forty  days  and  forty  nights  without 
a-stopping; 

The  damned  old  boat  began  a-leaking  and  a-rocking; 

The  ocean  got  rude  and  the  waves  got  rank, 

And  the  whale  threw  Jonah  on  the  sandy  bank! 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

And  then  came  Roosevelt  a-looking  for  a  bear; 

He  searched  the  Mississippi,  and  he  couldn't  find  him 
there. 

He  went  to  South  Africa,  so  I've  heard. 

And  killed  them  with  a  fountain  pen  at  forty  cents  a  word 
Oh,  alimoney,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 

I  once  knew  a  doctor  by  the  name  of  peck. 

He  fell  into  a  well,  and  he  broke  his  damned  neck! 

It  served  him  right — he  should  have  stayed  at  home. 

Tended  to  the  sick,  and  left  the  well  alone! 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die' 

I  bought  myself  a  pair  of  combination  underwear 
Just  to  keep  out  the  cold  and  the  damp  and  chilly  air; 

I  wore  them  six  months,  without  exaggeration — 

And  when  I  went  to  take  them  off  I  found  I'd  lost 
the  combination! 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die! 


I  went  down  town  for  to  see  my  gaX  Bess, 

She  said,  "My  Honey,  I  am  all  undressed*" 

"Then  3 lip  on  something  and  come  down  here’" 

So  3he  slipped  on  a  cake  of  soap  and  came 
down  on  her  ear’ 

Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die’ 

A  horse  and  a  flea  and  three  blind  mice 
Were  out  in  the  barnyard  a-playing  dice; 

The  horse  he  slipped  and  he  fell  on  the  flea, 
And  the  flea  said,  "Golly,  that’s  a  horse  on  me 
Oh,  alimony,  I  wanta  live,  anyway,  till  I  die’ 


B. 

WALKING 

..Called  THE  CREATION  Alternately 

(David  S.  Thomas,  of  St.  John,  Idaho )* 

Adam  was  the  first  man; 

Eve  was  the  t other; 

Cain  he  walked  the  tread-mill 
Because  he  killed  his  brother I 

! 

Chorus : 

Oh,  it’s  walking,  then  it’s  walking. 
Walking,  I  say; 

Walking  through  the  parlor 
For  to  hear  the  banjo  play; 

Walking  through  the  parlor 

For  to  hear  the  banjo  ring. 

And  to  watch  the  Darkle* s  fingers 
As  he  plays  upon  the  strings! 

The  world  was  made  in  six  days. 

And  then  they  made  the  sky; 

Then  they  hung  it  overhead 
-  And  left  it  there  to  dry! 

Repeat  Chorus. 

All  the  other  animals 
Were  made  one  by  one 

And  set  up  against  the  fence  to  dry 
As  fast  as  they  were  done! 

Repeat  Chorus. 


Old  Mother  Eve  couldn’t 
Sleep  without  a  pillow; 

And  the  greatest  man  that  ever  lived 
Was  Jack  the  Giant  Killer! 


*Mr.  Thomas,  my  Uncle  by  marriage,  came  to  Malad  Val¬ 
ley  in  his  youth,  with  his  widowed  mother,  as  a  Mor¬ 
mon  convert  from  Wales.  As  one  of  the  first  pioneers 
in  St.  John,  in  the  late  l860’s,  he  was  familiar  with 
the  country  entertainment,  and  with  the  songs  current 
before  the  turn  of  the  century,  THE  CREATION  was  one 
of  them.  He  did  not  remember  when  he  learned  it  but 


said  it  was  current  in  the  early  days.  It  must  have 
been  much  longer  in  its  original  form.  ALIMONY,  from 
Lester  Bush,  In  1927,  at  the  then  Southern  Branch,  is 
seemingly  a  much  altered  version  of  THE  CREATION.  I 
have  an  idea  he  might  have  learned  it  from  a  form  pop¬ 
ularized  as  a  phonograph  record,  but  of  this  I  have  no 
proof,  only  a  conviction.  I  got  these  few  verses  of 
THE  CREATION  from  my  Uncle  about  1935  when  actively  en> 


gaged  in  collecting  old  ballads. 


THE  PARROT  SOM 

(Sung  many  years  ago  by  Grandfather  Talbot; 
obtained  from  Uncle  Andy  at  Malad.) 


As'  I  lingered  by  a  cottage  door, 

With  a  kind  of  silly  grin, 

Listening  to  a  maiden*  s  song, 

The  parrot  said,  "Come  in,  come  in*" 

The  parrot  said,  "come  ini" 

I  walked  inside  the  cottage  room, 

And  I  saw  standing  there 

A  maiden  with  a  dimpled  chin, 

A-conibing  her  black  hair,  black  hair, 
A-combing  her  black  hair’ 

Great  surprise  was  in  her  eyes, 

And  yet  she  did  not  frown; 

And  as  I  smiled  at  that  dear  child, 

The  parrot  said,  "Sit  down,  3it  down!" 
The  parrot  3aid,  *?Si t  down!" 

I  sat  down  in  the  cottage  chair, 

Beside  her  little  sister; 

And  as  she  combed  her  long  black  hair, 

The  parrot  said,  "Kiss  her,  kiss  her! " 
The  parrot  said,  "Kiss  herl" 

The  maiden  smiled,  and  so  did  I  — 

She  was  pretty  enough  to  kill; 

And  as  the  girl  made  no  reply, 

Said  I,  *3y  Jove,  I  will,  I  willl" 

Said  I,  "By  Jove,  I  willl" 

But  as  in  haste  I  grabbed  her  waist, 

She  cried  out,  "Oh,  no,  no l " 

It  was  so  nice  I  kissed  her  twice-- 

Then  the  parrot  said,  "Let  go,  let  goi" 
Then  the  parrot  said,  "let  gol" 

Her  father  then  came  rushing  in 
With  a  very  angry  shout; 

I  took  my  arms  from  around  her  waist 
When  the  parrot  said,  "Sneak  out, 
sneak  out! " 

When  the  parrot  said,  "Sneak  out!" 

The  maiden  moaned  arid  dropped  her  comb 
As  through  the  door  I  ran; 

But  at  the  gate  I  knew  my  fate, 

For  I  felt  the  grip  of  an  honest  man, 

Of  an  honest,  honest  manl 


He  gave  me  two  blows  upon  the  nose 
That  I  feel  to  this  very  day; 

And  out  I  flew— he  kicked  me  tool 
And  the  parrot  said,  "Good  day, 
good  day i " 

And  the  parrot  said,  "Good  day!" 


H.2.  I  secured  this  poem  originally  in  a  very 
incomplete  form,  and  since  that  time  have 
been  unable  to  find  anyone  familiar  with  it. 

In  order  to  give  it  sequence  I  have  aaaed  the 
missing  parts  from  my  own  imagination.  For 
the  sake  of  authenticity,  I  shall  enumerate 
the  lines  that  are  not  of  my  own  composing;  they 
are:  1,  4,  5;  6,  7,  8,  9,  10;  11,  12,  13,  14, 

15;  16,  19,  20;  23,  24,  25;  26,  27,  28,  29,  30; 
31,  34,  35;  39,  40;  41,  42,  43,  44,  45. 

Kenneth  Larson 


THREE  MEN 
(Ben  Inf anger) 


Three  men  went  out  a- hunting, 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  windmill-- 
And  that  they  left  behind. 

The  Irishman  says,  "Windmill"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  "Nay"; 

The  Dutchman  says,  "Tis  a  mighty  fine  thing 
To  keep  the  birds  away! " 

Three  men  went  out  a -hunting, 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  bull-frog-- 
And  that  they  left  behind. 

The  Irishman  says,  "Bull-f  rog"  ; 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  '•Nay'*; 

The  Dutchman  says,  "Looks  like  a  turtle- 
.  dove 

With  his  feathers  all  blown  away!  " 

Three  men  went  out  a-hunting, 

And  nothing  did  they  lind 
Until  they  came  to  a  porcupine-- 
And  that  they  left  Dehind. 

The  Irishman  says,  "Porcupine"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  "Nay"; 

The  Dutchman  says,  ‘'Looks  like  a  pin-cushion 
With  the  pins  stuck  in  the  wrong  way!" 

Three  men  went  out  a-hunting, 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  a  jackass — 

And  that  they  left  oehind. 

The  Irishman  says,  "Jackass"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  "hay"; 

The  Dutchman  says,  "It's  Franklin  D. 
Roosevelt; 

I  can  tell  him  by  his  bray!" 

Three  men  went  out  a-hunting, 

And  nothing  did  they  find 
Until  they  came  to  Idaho-- 
And  that  they  left  behind. 

The  Irishman  says,  "Idaho"; 

The  Scotchman  he  says,  "Nay"; 

The  Dutchman  says,  "Tis  a  mighty  fine  place 
To  keep  the  bums  away! " 


THE  OREGON  GYPSY  GIRL 
(Melba  Ehrnlelt,  McCammon) 


As  I  wae  a -walking  up  through  fair 
London  Street, 

A  handsome  young  3quire  I  chanced  for 
to  meet. 

He  looked  at  my  brown  eyes,  and  he 
liked  them  so  well, 

Says  he,  "My  Oregon  Gypsy  girl,  can 
you  my  fortune  tell;  can  you  ay 
fortune  tell?" 

Says  he,  "My  Ore&on  Gypsy  girl,  can 
you  my  fortune  tell?" 

"Oh,  yes,  kind  sir,"  I  answered;  "JU3t 
give  to  me  your  hand. 

You  are  to  live  a  long  life,  I  fully 
comprehend'. 

Your  ladies  and  your  fair  maids  you'll 
put  them  all  aside, 

For  I'm  the  Oregon  Gypsy  girl  that  is 
to  be  your  bride,  that  is  to  be 
your  bride; 

For  I'm  the  Oregon  Gypsy  girl  that  i 3 
to  be  your  bride! * 

He  took  me  to  his  house,  and  a  palace 
I  assure; 

He  had  servants  to  wait  on  me  and  open 
every  door. 

The  bells  they  ran so  sweetly,  and 
music  gave  besides. 

I  once  was  an  Oregon  Gypsy  girl,  but 
now  a  squire's  bride,  but  now  a 
squire's  bride; 

I  once  was  an  Oregon  Gypsy  girl,  but 
now  a  squire's  bride! 


YOtlHG  JOHMIE  DOYLE 
(Melba  Ehrnf el t,  McCammon) 


It  happened  to  be  on  one  Saturday  night 

That  me  and  Johnnie  Doyle  were  a- talking 
of  a  flight; 

My  hand-maid  standing  by  me  was  plain  to 
see: 

She  went  home  and  told  my  old  mother  on 
me. 

My  mother  she  confined  me  up  in  a  room 
30  high, 

Where  no  one  could  see  me  and  no  one  pass 
by; 

She  bundled  up  my  clothes,  and  she  bid  me 
be  gone. 

So  slowly  and  so  slily  I  stepped  along. 

My  father  called  me  back  again  into  his 
chamber  door. 

Saying,  "Daughter,  dearest  dau6hter,  if 
you  will  marry  Sandy  Moore — 

For  to  marry  Johnnie  Doyle  no  pleasure 
you  will  have. 

I’d  rather  see  your  body  borne  down  into 
the  grave’.  " 

The  coach  and  six  horses  her  father  did- 
provide, 

And  six  noble  riders  to  ride  by  her  side; 

They  rode  till  they  came  to  a  town  called 
Edinburgh  town; 

They  called  on  Samuel  Godswell,  and  there 
they  go  t  down. 

The  minister  was  sent  for--he  opened  the 
door; 

Her  diamond  rines  they  ours  ted  ana  fell  to 
the  floor; 

In  fifty-five  pieces  her  stay-laces  flew; 

One  would  think  her  poor  heart  would  of 
broken  in  two'. 

It  was  by  her  eldest  brother  that  she  was 
carried  home; 

Up  in  her  bed-chamber  he  sof  tly  laid  her 
down; 

So  sick  and  so  weary  her  x-ioor  body  she 
found, 

She  was  wishing  she  were  dead  and  laid  un¬ 
der  the  ground. 


Her  mother  in  her  mourning- 6own  came  a- 
tripping  down  the  stairs, 

A-ringing  of  her  hands  and  a- tearing  of' 
her  hair, 

Saying,  "Daughter,  have  the  pleasure, 
for  I’m  sure  I  have  the  toil-- 

I  wish  you  had  married  young  Johnnie  Doyle [ 

"I’ll  send  fo-r  Johnnie  Doyle,  dearest 
daughter,  for  you; 

I’ll  send  for  Johnnie  Doyle,  your  old  lover 
so  true’ « 

"To  send  for  Johnnie  Doyle,  dearest  mother,' 
you're  too  late-- 

I  am  so  sick  and  weary --cold-hearted  is  my 
fate. 

"Pray,  brother,  hold  the  door  till  the  dawn¬ 
ing  of  the  day; 

Pray,  brother,  hold  the  door  and  Keep  Sandy 
Moore  away; 

For  death  is  approaching,  and  that  will  end 
the  strife, 

For  he  never  shall  enjoy  me  to  call  me  his 
wif el  " 

In  came  Sandy  Moore  at  the  dawning  of  the 
day; 

In  came  Sandy  Moore,  ana  she  held  her  face 
away; 

She  held  her  face  away  and  died  with  a  smile, 

And  the  last  word  she  was  heal'd  to  say  was 
"Young  Johnnie  Doyle; * 


A3TDY  B  ABUSE  U 
(Secured  from  Dad: 
he  learned  it  from  a  sheepherder, 
Abraham  Stephen  Hansen, 
about  32  years  ago,  in  1900) 


There  were  three  brothers  in  old  Scotland: 

Three  loving  brothers  were  they; 

And  they  all  drew  lots  to  see  which  one 
Was  to  go  robbing  out  on  the  salt  sea. 

The  lot  it  fell  to  Andy  Bardeen, 

The  youngest  of  the  three; 

He  was  to  go  robbing  out  on  the  salt  sea 
To  maintain  his  two  brothers  and  he. 

They  had  just  sailed  now  two  winters  nigh 
When  a  big  ship  they  did  spy; 

And  she  came  sailing  around  and  around 
Until  she  cane  sailing  quite  nigh. 

"Who's  there;  who's  there?"  cried  Andy 
Bardeen; 

"Who's  there,  I  ask  of  thee  ^ 

"We  are  three  merchants  from  old  England. 
How,  please,  won't  you  let  us  pass  by?" 

"Oh,  no;  oh,  no  cried  Andy  Bardeen; 

"Oh,  that  could  never  be  .' 

Your  bright  shining  diamonds  we'll  take 
all  away, 

And  your  ship  we'll  sink  in  the  seal" 

Bight  there  and  then  the  battle  began; 

Bright  cannons  they  did  roar. 

They  had  only  fought  an  hour  or  so 

When  the  three  rich  merchants  gave  o'er. 

The  news  was  brought  to  the  king  of  France, 
For  he  was  ruling  the  land; 

He  offered  rewards  to  any  man 

That  would  bring  Andy  Bardeen  to  land. 

"Oh,  build  me  a  ship  says  Captain  Charles 
Stewart ; 

"Oh,  build  it  strong  and  firm  ’ 

And  I  will  bring  Andy  Bardeen  to  land, 

Or  my  body  will  never  return  I" 

He  had  but  sailed  just  three  winters  nigh 
When  a  big  ship  he  did  spy; 

And  she  came  sailing  around  and  around 
Until  she  came  sailing  quite  nigh. 


"Who's  there;  who’s  there?"  cried  Captain 
Charles  Stewart; 

"Who '  s  there ,  I  ask  of  thee 
"We  are  three  robbers  from  old  Scotland, 
how,  please,  won’t  you  let  us  pass  by?" 

"Oh,  no;  oh,  no  I"  cried  Captain  Charles 
Stewart ; 

"Oh,  that  could  never  he 
Your  bright  shining  diamonds  we ' 11  take 
all  away. 

And  your  ship  we'll  sink  in  the  sea!" 

"Come  on!  Come  on  I"  cried  Andy  Bardeen; 

"We  fear  you  not  one  pin! 

You've  got  brass  without  your  grand  ships. 
But  we’ve  got  steel  within  !" 

Bight  there  and  then  the  battle  began; 

The  cannons  they  did  roar. 

They  had  just  fought  about  an  hour  or  so 
When  Captain  Charles  Stewart  gave  o’er. 

"Go  back;  go  back!"  cried  Andy  Bardeen; 

"And  tell  the  king  for  me 
That  he  may  be  ruler  of  all  the  great  land, 
But  I’m  still  king  of  the  sea  !" 
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THE  LOWLAND  LOi 
(Elmer  Marley) 


I  have  me  a  ship  in  the  North  Countree 
She  sail 3  by  the  name  of  the  Nancy  Lee 
I'm  afraid  she'll  be  taken  all  by  the 
British  crew 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  Low, 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  Low, 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  Low! 

Our  bold  Captain  Stewart  he  did  speak, 
A- 3 tamping  of  his  foot  upon  th‘e  decx; 
"Is  there  any  braw  fellow  that  ship 
will  destroy 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  Low, 

A3  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  Low, 

As  she  sails  along  the  Lowland  Low?" 

The  first  that  spoke  up  was  a  little 
cabin-boy, 

Saying,  "Captain,  what  will  you  gie  me 
if  I  destroy? 

Will  you  gie  me  money,  or  will  you  gie 
me  store, 

If  I  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  Low, 

If  I  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  Low, 

If  I  sinx  her  in  the  Lowland  Low?" 

The  next  that  spoke  up  was  the  captain 
full  of  joy, 

A-making  of  a  promise  to  the  little 
cabin-boy: 

"I  will  gie  you  money,  and  also  store, 

If'  you  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  Low, 

If  you  sink  her  in  the  Lowland  Low, 

If  you  sinx  her  in  the  Lowland  Low! « 

The  boy  he  took  an  auger  and  overboard 
jumped, 

Bent  his  breast  against  the  waves  and 
gallantly  swum 

Bight  up  to  the  side  of  the  British 
ship  so  bold, 

As  she  sailed  along  the  Lowland  Low, 

As  she  sailed  along  the  Lowland  Low, 

As  she  sailed  along  the  Lowland  Low! 

The  boy  he  tooic  the  auger  and  bored  it 
in  twice, 


While  some  were  playing  cards  and 
others  playing  dice; 

He  dazzled  all  their  eyes  as  he  made 
the  water  flow — 

And  they  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  Low, 

And  they  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  Low, 

Ana  they  sunK,  beneath  the  Lowland  Low'. 

Then  he  returned  to  his  own  captain's 
ship  ; 

His  strength  began  to  fail  Mm  and  Ms 
courage  began  to  slip: 

"Oh,  Captain,  pick  me  up — don't  turn 
away  so , 

For  I'm  sinking  in  the  Lowland  Low, 

For  I'm  sinking  in  the  Lowland  Low, 

For  I'm  sinking  in  the  Lowland  Low!" 

"Pick  you  up'."  cried  the  Captain;  "No, 
that  will  never  be’ 

I'll  cheat  you  and  shoot  you  and  simc 
you  in  the  sea*. " 

Then  he  turned  away  Ms  head  from  the 
little  cabin-boy — 

And  he  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  Low, 

And  he  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  Low, 

And  he  sunk  beneath  the  Lowland  Low I 

The  mates  they  picked  him  up,  and  on 
the  deck  he  died; 

They  wrapped  him  in  a  hammock  so  long 
and  wide; 

They  dropped  him  overboard,  ana  he  sunk 
beneath  the  flow, 

As  they  sailed  along  the  Lowland  Low, 

As  they  sailed  along  the  Lowland  Low, 

As  they  sailed  along  the  Lowland  Low'. 


HASN’T  DONE  ANYTHING  SINGE 
(Carl  Ilium  of  St.  John,  Idaho*) 


One  fine  day  my  brother  he  picked  up  a  pin. 

(And  he  hasn't  done  anything  since)) 

He  sneaked  up  to  a  man  and  he  stuck  it  in  him. 

(And  he  hasn’t  done  anything  since.') 

The  man  hollered,  I'Murderl",  and  sure  he  was  mad; 

He  kicked  the  boy  hard,  and  the  boy  he  was  sad; 

For  the  man  that  he  stuck  with  the  pin  was  his  dad! 
(And  he  hasn’t  done  anything  since!) 

The  girls  in  Malad  all  stuck  up  for  a  show. 

(And  they  haven't  done  anything  since!) 

To  diddle  with  a  lover  is  now  all  the  go. 

(And  they  haven't  done  anything  since!) 

The  girls  in  Malad  all  dress  up  with  great  care; 

It  takes  them  all  day  to  bang  up  their  hair; 

But  at  night  they  hang  it  on  the  back  of  a  chair! 
(And  they  haven't  done  anything  since!) 

Ify  mother-in-law  went  to  a  roller-skating  rink. 

(And  she  hasn't  done  anything  since!) 

She  skated  around  till  her  face  was  all  pink. 

(And  she  hasn't  done  anything  since!) 

She  fell  with  a  thud,  but  for  that  didn't  care; 

But  she  showed  her  panties —  how  people  did  stare— 
For  on  them  a  card  was  marked  "TEN  CENTS  A  PAIR"! 
(And  she  hasn't  done  anything  since!) 


*Mr.  Ilium,  then  quite  the  country  comedian,  used 
to  sing  this  song  at  the  pioneer  dances  in  St. 
John,  and  it  is  suspected  that  he  himself  wrote  it 


our  back  yard 

(Carl  Ilium,  Ogden) 


Some  very  curious  things  took  place 
In  our  back  yard  last  night; 

An  elephant  stepped  on  my  sister's  face 
In  our  back  yard  last  night; 

An  old  tom-cat  and  a  female  one 
Were  singing,  "Johnny,  get  your  gun! * 

I  up  with  a  brick  and  spoiled  their  fun 
In  our  back  yard  last  night! 

0,  dear,  0,  they  won' t  come  back  again, 

I  know — 

For  I  knocked  them  out  of  next  year' a 
growth, 

In  our  back  yard  last  night! 

A  band  of  Germans  came  to  perform 
In  our  back  yard  last  night; 

The  reception  they  got  was  very  warm 
In  our  back  yard  last  night; 

The  clarinet  player  he  swore  he'd  shoot 
If  they  didn't  put  a  stop  to  the 
to  o  —  ta—  ta—  f  o  o  t , 

But-  somebody  struck  him  with  a  navy  boot 
In  our  back  yard  last  night! 


0,  dear,  0,  he  won't  come  back  again, 

I  know-- 

Of  his  wisdom  teeth  he  left  a  row 
In  our  back  yard  last  night! 

A  pair  of  lovers  came  to  spoon 
In  our  back  yard  last  night; 

Beneath  the  light  of  the  silvery  moon, 

In  our  back  yard  last  night; 

The  male  he  soon  had  cause  to  grin, 

When  the  female  collared  all  his  "tim" 
And  turned  his  pockets  outside-in, 

In  our  back  yard  last  night! 

0,  dear,  0,  he  won' t  come  back  again, 

I  know — 

For  his  purse  and  watch  and  chain  did  go 
In  our  back  yard  last  night! 


Old.  mother  Gibbons  she  called  the  police 
In  our  back  yard  last  night; 

Which  brought  the  protector  of  the  peace 
To  our  back  yard  last  night; 

But  as  he  came,  0,  strange  to  tell, 

On  the  back  of  his  neck  the  flower-pot 
fell, 

And  the  flowers  had  scarcely  come  from 
the  dell 

To  our  back  yard  last  night’ 

0,  dear,  0,  they  won' t  come  back  again, 

I  know — 

To  get  the  contents  of  the  pot — Oh,  hoi- 
in  our  back  yard  tonight’ 


SING  ANYTHING 
(Andie  Talbot,  Kalad) 


I  have  a  song  called  "Any thing*; 

And  if  you  enter  near, 

I'll  try  to  sing  it  to  you-- 

It's  sure  your  heart  to  cheer; 
About  a  horse,  a  dog,  a  cat, 

A  man,  a  boy,  a  baby, 

A  sealskin  cap,  a  bustle, 

A  hairxiin,  a  lady. 

Chorus; 

"Sing  anything,  sing  anything' " 
That's  v<hat  the  people  say; 

"A  long  scng,  a  short  song, 

To  pass  the  time  away; 

A  love  song,  a  comic  song, 

Oh,  something  pray  do  sing; 

Sing  something  new,  wing  some¬ 
thing  ola-- 

Ah,  yes,  sing  anything! « 

Always  chew  your  own  tobacco; 

Never  borrow,  beg,  or  steal; 

Always  maice  your  mush  ana  milk 
Out  of  milk  and  Indian  meal; 

Always  treat  the  ladies  kindly--  • 
Never  ki3s  them  on  the  sly. 

A  little  pig,  a  big  pig; 

Root,  hog,  or  die] 

I'm  going  to  play  a  j ewsharp 
At  the  Sandwich  Island  ball. 

You'll  have  to  have  a  clean  shirt  on, 
Or  you  can' t  get  in  at  all. 

Cover  up  those  bald  heads 

When  you  hear  the  skeeters  sing; 
And  drive  away  that  bumblebee, 

Ox  he'll  be  sure  to  sting! 

Jonathan  was  a  fisherman; 

He  swallowed  up  a  whale, 

Cain  killed  his  brother  Abel, 

And  they  put  him  in  a  jail. 

Adam  was  a  gardener-- 
So  was  Eve,  too; 

They  sold  sugar-cane  on  Sunday, 

Ana  paddled  their  own  canoe! 


There’s  a  hoptoad  in  the  garden, 

A- teasing  bumblebees; 

A  nigger  on  the  woodpile, 

With  a  toothpick  stabbing  fleas; 
There’s  a  hornet  on  the  grindstone, 
A- sharpening  up  his  sting; 

While  I’m  breaking  up  my  jaws 
A-singing  anything’ 


TWO  GOATS 
(Ben  Edwards) 


In  the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains  of  Virginia 
Lived  two  little  mountain  goats; 

One  day  they  ate  some  dynamite, 

Thinking  it  was  Quaker  Oats; 

One  little  goat  ^ot  frisky 
And  wanted  a  fight, 

Not  knowing  poor  Bill  was  loaded 
With  dynamite’ 

His  front  legs  came  down 
In  New  York  town; 

In  New  Orleans  his  spine  was  found; 

The  spider  got  the  skin  of  poor  old 
Bill; 

His  hind  legs  they  are  missing  still  — 
And  they’re  in  the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains 
of  Virginia, 

And  his  tail's  m  the  Lonesome  Pine’ 


SORRY 

(John  Deschamps) 


A  dude  came  down  upon  the  farm. 

To  live  and  there  grow  fat; 

He  spied  a  little  animal 
That  he  supposed  a  cat; 

It  nestled  down  in  the  wagon  track; 

It  had  two  white  stripes  down  it's  back; 
It  was  the  cutest  little  thing 
That  he  had  ever  seen; 

And  then  he  approached  it  nearer,  saying, 
"Kitty,  come  to  me1.* 

How  he's  3orry  that  he  spoke; 

Now  he' s  sorry  that  he  spoke! 

They  had  to  bury  all  his  clothes; 

They  wore  clothes-pins  on  their  nose; 

They  threw  him  in  the  lake  to  soak, 

And  now  he' s  sorry  that  he  spoke'. 

Some  naughty  boys  were  sliding,  down 
Their  cellar  door  one  day; 

Papa,  who  had  had  a  jag, 

Was  watching  them  at  play. 

At  first  they  slid  with  greatest  care, 

Because  a  great  big  nail  stuck  there; 

The  old  man  thought  he'd  have  some  fun 
He'd  show  them  how  ' twas  done; 

Now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke; 

Now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke! 

The  children  laughed;  the  old  man  cried; 

His  bicycle  he  cannot  ride. 

The  old  man  couldn' t  3ee  the  joke, 

And  now  he's  sorry  that  he  spoke! 

I  asked  my  girl  if  she  would  come 
Ana  share  her  lot  with  us; 

She  said,  "Yes,  my  dearest, 

But  my  mother  would  fret  and  fuss!" 

I  answerea  her,  "My  dearest, 

Your  mother  can  live  with  usj" 

Now  I’m  sorry  that  I  spoke; 

Now  I'm  sorry  that  I  spoke! 

She  nearly  pulls  my  arm  out  every  night; 

It  seems  as  if  she  always  wants  a  fight; 

I  can' t  go  out  to  drink  or  smoke, 

So  now  I'm  sorry  that  I  spoke! 


SORRY 

(Continued) 


WHEM  I  WAS  SINGLE 
(Miriam  Talbot) 


When  I  was  single,  I  lived  at  my  ease 

But  now  I  am  marri ed--a  husband  to 
pleas-e, 

With  three  small  children  to  maintain 

Oh,  how  I  wish  I  was  single  again* 

One  cries,  "Mama.,  I  wanta  go  to  bed!  •* 

Another  cries,  '’Mama,  there's  a  louse 
in  my  head! * 

I  wash  them,  and  dress  them,  and  put 
them  to  bed; 

Alon^,  comes  their  father,  a-wishing 
they  were  dead*. 


OLEY  OLESOH 

(Secured,  from  John  Deschamps) 


My  name  it  vas  Oley  Oieson. 

I  yust  come  from  old  Horvay. 

I  land  in  Hew  York,  and  I  can' t  get  no  vork; 

So  I  tank  I  go  vest  right  avay. 

I  buys  me  a  ticket  to  St.  Pauley, 

And  I  gets  in  one  helluva  fine  car. 

The  conductor  comes  round  and  says,  *01 ey. 

You  yust  ride  in  the  emigrant  carl" 

Chorus : 

Oh,  it's  Oley,  they  ail  call  me  Oley, 

And  I  don’ t  itnow  how  they  found  out  my  name. 
I  never  told  any  of  them  fellers, 

Ment  it's  Oley  yust  the  same. 

Ven  I  get  off  the  train  at  St.  Pauley, 

I  had  but  mine  fifty  cents. 

I  buys  vun  quart  alcoholey. 

Down  on  a  big  yob  then  I  vent. 

I  met  a  man  vit  brass  buttons; 

He  says,  "Oley,  you  yust  come  vit  me!" 

He  push  and  he  pull  and  he  club  me, 

And  lock  me  up  vit  a  big  key. 

Next  morning  I  vent  to  the  courthouse. 

I  vaB  taken  before  yudge  green. 

He  vispered  something  to  them  fellers; 

Then  I  vas  made  'quaintea  vit  heem. 

He  said,  "Oley,  old  hobo  from  Horvay, 

They  feed  you  on  stockfish,  they  say!" 

He  gave  me  ten  days  on  the  rocxpile. 

Oh,  I  tank  I  remember  the  day! 


WITH  A  LITTLE  BUNCH  OF  WHISKERS  OH  HIS  CHUT 
(Obtained  from  John  Beschamps  of  iialad ) 


A  jay  went  to  the  city  for  to  see  the 
funny  sights, 

With  a  little  hunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

He  had  heard  about  the  cable  cars, 
the  grand  electric  lights, 

With  a  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin* 

Said  he,  ”1*11  take  in  everything,  have 
all  the  fun  I  can  ln 

And  when  he  got  out  of  the  cars,  the 
sharpers  after  him  ran; 

And  soon  up  town  they  had  this  little 
funny  country  man. 

With  a  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

Chorus : 

Reuben  Blue  thought  he  knew  a  thing  or  two. 

He  said  he  didn’t  think  he  liked  the  place; 

So  he  said  that  he'd  go  pack  from  the  town 
of  Rockenslack, 

With  a  comical  expression  on  his  face! 

He  went  into  a  restaurant  to  get  a  bite 
t  o  eat , 

With  a  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

He  was  as  welcome  in  there  as  he  was  out 
on  the  street, 

With  a  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

He  ate  a  plate  of  pork  and  beans,  s-nd 
when  he  went  to  pay, 

A  waiter  charged  him.  eighty  cents.  nThat’s 
too  much Reube  did  say. 

wOh,  I  know  it  is,"  the  ??aiter  said;  "But 
I  need  the  cash  today  Jn 

And  he  pulled  the  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 


He  sat  down  in  a.  poker  game  to  pass  the 
time  away. 

With  a  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

The  jackiDot  it  was  open,  and  old  Reuben 
said  he’d  stay, 

With  a  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

And  when  it  came  to  drawing  cards,  old 
Reuben  he  drew  one; 

Said  he,  "I’ll  show  these  city  sharps  a 
little  bit  of  fun  I” 

How,  Reuben  held  three  aces,  but  the  sharper 
held  the  gun 

On  the  little  hunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 


He  went  into  a  "beer  saloon  to  try  to 
quench  his  thirst, 

With  a  little  lunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

The  crowd  inside  were  quarreling  to 
see  which  had  seen  him  first, 

With  a  little  lunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

They  nailed  his  shoes  down  to  the  floor 
so  he  couldn't  get  away, 

And  for  all  the  drinks  they  had  that  night 
old  Reuben  had  to  pay. 

They  pulled  his  leg  so  hard  he  had  to 
use  a  crutch  next  day. 

And  they  shaved- the  bunch  of  whiskers  off 
his  chin  I 

Chorus : 

How,  Reuben  Blue,  from  there  he  quickly  flew. 

He  said  he  didn't  think  he  liked  the  place; 

So  he  hobbled  right  back  to  the  town  of 
Rockenslack, 

But  without  that  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  if ace 


WIMPING  OH  THE  TRAIN 
(Obtained  from  John  Beschamps) 


Surely  me  name  it  is  JamAckanty. 

I  oame  over  here  in  eighty-three, 

Been  working  on  the  section  here 
For  three  long  years  or  more, 

Till  a  trakeman  came  to  me  one  day 
Saying,  "Pat,  if  you  will  with  me  agree, 
1*11  give  you  a  job,  Jam£ckan.ty, 

A-winding  on  the  train.* 

He  said  I  was  put  in  as  trakeman  and  guard 
Put  in  me  hand  a  new  time  card, 

Saying  braking  was  not  very  hard 
Except  in  snow  or  rain; 

Put  on  me  head  a  railroad  cap 
Before  teen  worn  by  Oliver  Krapp. 

He  said  I’d  have  a  helluva  snap 
A-winding  on  the  train. 

He  sent  me  out  on  number  ten: 

•Twas  then  my  duty  did  begin. 

Where  in  the  Devil  to  commence 
Was  all  that  puzzled  me. 

They  sent  me  after  a  link  and  pin. 

And  then  they  sent  me  tack  again. 

They  kept  me  running  from  end  to  end 
While  winding  on  the  train. 

Ey  pants  they  too  were  minus  the  sate: 

I  wore  them  out  unloading  freight ; 

And  through  a  hole  as  big  as  a  plate 
My  flesh  shone  very  plain. 

The  boys  and  gals  all  laughed  at  I, 

Saying^  "Patty,  where  did  you  get  your 
style?” 

With  temper  then  my  blood  did  bile, 

While  winding  on  the  train. 

I  swung  the  lantern  around  me  head. 

It  was  a  signal,  so  they  said, 

For  the  engineer  to  pull  ahead, 

And  I  was  all  to  blame. 

He  tacked  us  off  down  in  a  ditch, 

What  you  may  call  a  Mormon  switch, 

And  he  called  me  a  black  headed 
son  of  a  Mike, 

A-winding  on  the  train! 


EVERYBODY  WORKS  BUT  FATHER 
(Learned  in  Childhood  from  ray  Mother) 

Everybody  works  but  Father, 

And  he  hangs  ’round  all  day, 

With  his  feet  in  front  of  the  fire. 
Smoking  his  pipe  of  clay. 

Mother  takes  in  washings. 

And  so  does  Sister  Ann. 

Everybody  works  at  our  house 
But  ray  old  raanj 


A  PISTOL-PACKING  PAPA 
(Larry  Martin) 


I’m  a  pistol-packing  papa, 

And  when  I  walk  down  the  street 

You  can  hear  those  mamas  shouting, 

"Don' t  turn  your  &un  on  me!  «* 

Now,  girls,  I'm  just  a  &ood  &uy, 

And  I’m  going  to  have  my  fun; 

So  if  you  don’t  want  to  smell  my  smoke, 
Don' t  monkey  with  my  gun’ 

Like  a  hobo  when  he’s  hungry. 

Like  a  drunk  man  when  he’s  lull, 

I’m  a  pistol-packing  papa; 

I  know  how  to  shoot  the  Dull. 

The  hold-up  men  all  know  me, 

And  they  sure  leave  me  be; 

I’m  a  pistol-packing  papa, 

And  I  ramble  where  I  please. 

When  I  have  that  funny  feeling, 

That  luring  ramDler's  call, 

I  swing  aboard  some  freight  train, 

And  I  shoot  my  pistols  off’ 

Sometimes  one  shot  will  do  me, 

Sometimes  it  takes  four  or  five, 

And  sometimes  I  shoo  t  all  around 
Before  I'm  satisfied! 

When  you  hear  my  pistols  popping, 

You  better  hide  yourself  someplace; 

Because  I  ain' t  made  for  stopping, 

And  I  come  from  a  shooting  race. 

My  sweetheart  understands  me— 

She  says  I'm  her  big  shot; 

I'm  her  pistol -packing  daddy, 

And  I  know  I've  got  the  drop. 

You  can  use  my  new  sport-roadster, 

You  can  take  my  hard-boiled  hat; 

But  you  can  never  take  from  me 
My  silver-mounted  gat! 

I'm  a  pistol-packing  papa, 

Ana  I'm  going  to  have  my  fun; 

Just  follow  me,  and  you  will  hear 
The  barking  of  my  gunj 


THS  KAN  WHO  RODE  THE  MULE 
(Larry  Martin) 


I  was  born  about  lour  thousand  years  ago , 
And  there's  nothing,  in  this  world  I  do 
not  Know; 

I  saw  Mo 3 e s  in  the  water, 

Fighting,  pharaoh  and  his  daughter-- 
And  I  can  licK  the  guy  who  says  it  isn't 

so '. 

Chorus; 

I'm  the  man  who  rode,  the  xnule  around  the 
world; 

I'm  the  man  who  rode  the  mule  around  the 
world! 

I  rode  in  Noah' s  ark, 

And  I'm  happy  as  a  lark'. 

I'm  the  man  who  rode  the  mule  around  the 
world! 

I  am  a  highly  educated  man; 

Under  this  hat  of  mine  I  have  a  plan. 

I  have  been  on  earth  so  long 
That  I  have  learned  to  sing  the  song 
That  Abraham  and  Isaac  so  often  sangj 

Once  in  Eden  I  was  lying  on  the  floor. 
When  the  devil  came  ana  opened  the  garden 
door; 

While  on  apples  they  were  eating, 

Through  the  bushes  I  was  creeping _ 

And  I  can  prove  that  I’m  the  guy  who  ate 
the  core'. 

I  watched  Noah  when  he  built  the  ark, 

And  I  hid  inside  when  it  was  dark; 

But  when  Noah  swallowed  the  whale, 

I  grabbed  a  lion's  tail. 

And  out  across  the  desert  we  did  start! 

I  was  born  about  four  thousand  years  ago, 
And  there's  nothing  in  this  worla  I  do 
not  Know; 

I  have  played  ring-around- the-ro ses 
With  peter,  Paul,  and  Moses-- 
And  I  can  lick  the  guy  who  says  it  isn*  t 


THE  BUM  SOHa 
(Larry  Martin) 


Come,  all  you  jolly  jokers, 

And.  listen  while  I  hum; 

A  story  I'll  relate  to  you 
Of  the  great  American  bum. 

Prom  north  and  south  and  east  and 
we3t, 

Like  a  swarm  of  Dees  they  come; 

They  sleep  in  dirt  and  wear  a  shirt 
That's  full  of  greasy  crumbs. 

Oh,  it's  early  in  the  morning. 

Ana  the  dew  is  on  the  ground; 

The  bum  arises  from  his  nest 
And  gazes  all  around. 

Prom  the  boxcar  and  the  haystack 
He  gazes  everywhere; 

He  never  returns  upon  his  tracks 
Until  he  gets  a  square. 

I've  beat  my  way  from  Frisco  Bay 

To  the  rocx-oound  coast  of  Maine, 

From  Canada  to  Mexico — 

Then  wandered  back  again. 

I've  rnet  with  coppers  and  railroad  bulls 
As  tough  as  a  bull  can  oe; 

I've  been  in  every  calaboose 
In  th±3  land  of  liberty. 

I've  topped  the  spruce  and  worked  the 
sluice, 

And  taken  a  turn  at  the  plow; 

I’ve  searched  for  gold  in  the  rain  and 
cold, 

And  worked  on  a  river-scow. 

I've  dug  the  clam  and  built  the  dam, 

And  packed  the  juicy  prune-- 
But  my  troubles  fail  when  I  hit  the 
trail, 

packing  my  old  balloon'.! 


THE  .BOSTON  .BURGLAR 
(Claude  Bullock,  McCammon) 


I  was  born  in  Boston  City, 

A  city  you  all  Know  well, 

Brought  up  by  honest  parents — 

Ana  the  truth  to  you  I'll  tell. 

Brought  up  by  honest  parents, 

But  my  friends  they  arag&ed  me  down. 

For  the  robbing  of  the  Boston  Bank 
I'm  here  in  Charlestown. 

I  started  out  ni&htwalKing, 

Ana  also  driracing  rum, 

Paying  calls  at  the  whorehouse, 

And  robbing  just  ior  iun. 

The  judge  he  gave  me  a  sentence. 

And  a  long  time  I  will  be 

A-serving  out  those  twenty-one  years 
In  the  p  en  i  t en  ti  ary . 

They  put  me  on  an  east-bound  train 
One  cold  November  day; 

And  at  every  station  we  would  pass 
I'dhear  the  people  say: 

"There  &oes  a  noted  burglar; 

In  iroxm  he'll  oe  bound  1  " 

For  the  robbing  of  the  Boston  BanK 
I'm  here  in  Charlestown! 

I've. got  a  girl  in  Boston, 

And  I  know  Bhe  loves  me  well; 

If  I  ever  get  out  oi  this  lousy  jail, 
Along  with  her  I'll  dwell. 

My  father  is  a  drunkard, 

Wasting  his  time  away; 

My  mother's  in  the  cold,  cold  ground-- 
They  buried  her  the  other  aayl 

My  sister's  in  a  whorehouse — 

The  family's  broken  down; 

For  the  robbing  of  the  Boston  Bank 
I'm  here  in  Charles  town  1 


THE  LITTLE  BROVIN  JUG 


Me  and  my  wile  live  all  alone, 

In  a  little  log  hut  we  call  our  own; 

She  liices  gin  ana  I  like  rum. 

You  bet  your  life  we  have  some  funj 

Chorus: 

Ha-ha-ha,  you  ana  me. 

Little  brown  jug,  how  I  love  thee; 

Ho -ho -ho,  you  and  me, 

Little  brown  jug,  how  I  love  theel ', 

If  I  had  a  cow  that  gave  such  milk, 

I'd  clothe  her  in  the  finest  silk; 

I'd  feed  her  on  the  choicest  hay, 

And  milk  her  forty  times  a  day’. 

Whenever  I  go  out  on  the  farm, 

I  take  the  little  jug  under  my  arm; 

I  place  it  under  a  shady  tree — 

Oh,  little  brown  jug,  it's,  you  ana  me l 

It's  you  that  makes  my  friends  my  foes; 
It's  you  that  marnes  me  wear  old  clothes; 
Here  you  are  so  near  my  nose, 

So  tip  her  up,  and  down  she  goes'. 

Oh,  I've  got  a  dog,  and  he's  a  hound;. 
He's  always  digging  all  around; 
Everyplace  I  hid  my  jug, 

That' s  right  where  that  old  dog  dug'. 


WAY. DOWJi  YOh’DEH 


Some  folks  say  that  a  nigger  won'  t  steal, 
Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield; 

But  I  caught  a  couple  in  my  corniield, 

Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield. 

One  had  a  shovel  and  the  other  had  a  hoe, 
Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield; 

If  that  ain't  stealing,  I'd  like  to  know! 
Way  down  yonaer  in  the  corniield. 

One  little  nigger  carried  a  sack, 

Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield; 

The  other  little  nigger  had  a  hump  on 
his  back. 

Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield. 

One  got  away  with  a  bushel  and  a  half. 
Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield; 

The  other  eot  away  with  a  kick  in  the 
pants, 

Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfieldl 


MY  PRETTY  PAIR  MAID 
(Ben  Infanger j* 


A  soldier  walked  into  a  candle  shop. 

Some  candles  for  to  buy. 

And  to  the  soldier* s  great  surprise. 

The  devil,  he  saw,  was  nigh. 

He  hollered,  he  hollered,  he  loudly  called, 

Unto  his  master  cried: 

"You  can  have  a  bit  of  my  pecker 
Whenever  you  are  mine  I " 

"Oh,  no;  oh,  no,  my  pretty  fair  maid, 

I*ve  never  had  such  fun; 

To  lie  beside  a  pretty  fair  maid. 

Of  such  I’ve  never  done  I" 

"But  I  will  call  on  Master, 

For  he  is  near  at  hand; 

And  he’ll  take  a  bit  of  your  pecker: 

He  does  it,  I  understands" 

He  took  her  around  her  middle  so  small. 

And  gazed  in  her  jet-black  eyes. 

And  shoved  the  point  of  his  do-take-care 
Between  her  lily-white  thighs. 

And  after  he  was  done  and  gone. 

He  swore  she  was  no  whore: 

He  could  tell  by  the  blood  on  his  pecker 
That  she  never  done  it  before. 

Come,  all  you  men  with  pretty  young  wives. 

You  better  be  on  the  look-out. 

And  lock  them  up  in  a  room  at  night 
Whenever  you  go  out. 

They’ll  tell  you  how  kind  and  true  they’ll  be; 
They'll  tell  you  so  and  so; 

But  they  will  take  a  bit  of  your  pecker: 

They  all  do  love  it,  you  know! 

-;:-Ben  Inf  anger,  a  student  of  mine  at  McCammon  High  in 
1930-33,  got  this  ballad,  and  others,  from  his  own 
father,  who  in  early  years  rode  the  round-ups  with 
cowboys.  This  particular  ballad  seems  to  be  con¬ 
fused.  Some  stanzas  are  probably  missing,  spoiling 
the  sequence,  and  what  remains,  after  years  of  for¬ 
getting,  are  probably  put  in  the  wrong  order.  Dur¬ 
ing  my  teaching  days  at  McCammon  High,  I  enlisted 
all  the  students  in  my  English  classes  to  collect 
and  record  such  old  ballads  remembered  by  their  par 
ents,  as  well  as  those  heard  from  contemporaries. 


FRAGMENTS 
1  • 

Oh,  singing  and  swinging,  together 

plsiy  •  ♦  *  • 
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Sing  too-ra-l.a,  loo-ra-la,  loo-ra-ia 
lie; 

Sing  too-ra-la,  loo-ra-la— Jack  bung 
your  eye. ... 


«aa 


mgr*K 


III. 

The  other  night  when  I  came  home 
The  monkey  was  on  the  table; 

I  picked  up  a  stick  to  give  him  a  lick 
Pop  goes  the  weasel* 


Some  f o Iks  say  that  a  Nigger  won't  steal 
Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield; 

But  I*  saw  a  couple  in  my  cornfield, 

Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield'. 

One  had  a  shovel  and  the  other  had  a  hoe 
Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield; 

If  that  ain't  stealing,  I'd  like  to  know 
Way  hown  yonder  in  the  cornfield. 

One  got  aw/ay  with  a.  bushel  and  a  half, 
Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield; 

But  the  other  got  away  with  a  kick  in 
the  pants, 

Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield'. 


My  mo  ther  ki lied  me ; 

My  father  ate  me; 

My  Sister  picked  my  bones 
And  hid  them  under  the  grinding 


i  tone 


Me  and  my  wife  live  all  alone 

In  a  little  log  hut  we  call  our  own; 

She  likes  gin  and  I  like  rum. 

You  bet  your  life,  we  have  some  fun! 
Ha-ha-ha,  you  and  me, 

Little  brown  jug,  how  I  love  thee'. 

If  I  had  a  cow  that  gave  such  milk, 
I'd  clothe  her  in  the  finest  silk; 
I'd  feed  her  on  the  choicest  hay; 

Ana  milk  her  forty  times  a  day'. 
Ha-ha-ha,  you  ana  me, 

Little  brown  jug,  how  I  love  thee! 


Whenever  I  go  out  on  the  farm, 

I  take  the  little  jug  under  my  arm 


VII. 

The  bear  went  over  the  mountain, 
The  bear  went  over  the  mountain. 
The  bear  went  over  the  mountain 


To 

see 

what 

he 

could  see; 

To 

see 

what 

he 

could  see; 

To 

see 

what 

he 

could  see; 

i  other 

side 

of 

the  Blount  a 

Was 

all 

.  tha 

t  hi 

e  could  see 

I  won't 
I  won'  t 
I  won'  t 
Till 
Till 
Till 
I  won'  t 
Till 


go  home  until 
go  home  until 
go  home  until 
daylight  doth 
daylight  doth 
daylight  doth 
go  home  until 
daylight  doth 


morning, 
mo rning, 
morning, 
appear; 
appear; 
appear; 
mo  rning, 
appear I 


Sail  and  float,  sail  and  float 
In  a  little  baby's  boat. 


iffSSSSs 


<a  Fi*v*m 
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Nobody  loves  me; 

Everybody  hates  me; 

I’m  going  to  the  garden  to  eat 
Little  short  and  slimy  ones. 

Big  and  fat  and  juicy  ones, 
Oozy-oozy-oozy-oozy-oo 1 


worms; 


Three  blind  mice, 

See  how  they  run  I 

They  all  ran  after  the  farmer’s  wife; 
She  cut  their  tails  with  a  carving 
knife. 

Did  you  ever  see  such  a  sight  in  vour 
Life, 

As  three  blind  mice*? 


fMUgggjBil 


sv«x?f 


Oh,  the  lady  of  the  house 
Caught  a  mouse  in  her  blouse 
Did  she  catch  it? 

Well,  I  guess  she  did’. . . . 

Oh,  the  lady  of  the  river 
Got  a  sliver  in  her  liver. 
Did  she  shiver? 

Well,  I  guess  she  did’ 


e-.a  little  dog  -at • home,,  and  he  knows 
me.--: 

When  I  come  in  at  the  gate, 

He's  so  glad  he  cannot  wait. 

Bow- wow -wow;  bow-wow-wow; 
3ow_wow-wow;  bo w- wow- wo w; 
Bow-wow-wow;  bow-wow- wow; 
Bow-wow-wow;  bow'.  , 

e  a  little  dog  at  home,  and  he  knows 


•e  a  little  cat  at  home,  and  she  knows 


When  I  come  into  the  room, 

She's  so  glad  she  sings • a  tune. 
Mew-mew-mew,  etc. 


XVI. 

I  took  my  girl  to  the  circus, 

The  circus  for  to  see; 

But  she  got  stuck  on  a  circusman 
And  Y.'ouldn'  t  come  home  with  me 


My  mother-in-law  went  to  a  roller¬ 
skating  rink, 

And  she  hasn' t  done  anything  since 
He  picked  up  a  pin  and  stucK  it  right 
right  in, 

And  he  hasn't  done  anything  since. 


Singing 


XVIII. 

>na  swinging 


Higher,  higher,  let  her  go, 
Heave-o,  heave-o,  heave-o; 
pull  on  the  rope,  pull  on  the  .'rope 
Higher,  higher,  let  her  go*. 


XXX. 

(Completion  of  I.) 

If  I  had  a  little  tiny  fiddle, 
just  a  little  fiddle  all  my  own, 
Then  upon  it  every  day 
pieces  three  or  lour  I'd  play, 
While  singing  and  swinging 
together  we’d  dance. 

Deeale  deeale  deeale  dum  dura  aura , 
Deeale  deeale  deeale  dumi 

Uh,  a  little  fiddle  sodnds  so  sweet 
Playing  on  a  fiddle  is  such  fun,  et 


Oh,  gentle,  adorable  Tilda, 

On  the  green  mossy  banks  of  the  Dee. 
And  I  wish  in  ray  heart  she  were  mine 
When  she  came  over  from  England, 

In  splendor  and  beauty  to  shine.... 


/  • 


XXI. 

Hang  up  the  baby « 3  stocking, 

Remember  ana  don’t  forget, 

For  the  dear  little  dimpled  darling 
Has  never  seen  Christmas  yet. 

I  told  her  all  about  it, 

And  she  opened  her  big  blue  eyes; 
I'm  sure  she  understood  it, 

For  she  looked  so  funny  and  wise. 


XXIX*. 

THE  YALIxBY  OF  KEHTUCKSY 


In  a  valley  of  Kentuekey,  where  the 
meadow  grass  is  blue 
And  the  birds  sing  sweetly  all 
the  day, 

There  I  loved  a  sweetheart  Hellie— 
the  sweetest  girl  I  knew. 

One  day  she  died,  and  then  I 
went  away. 

Chorus : 

My  heart  is  daily  yearning  for  that 
dear  old  southern  home, 

And  in  my  dreams  I  often  think, I 
see 

Just  a  picture  of  the  valley  and 
the  meadows  green 
That  brings  back  tender  memories 
to  me. 


JU 

A  little  old  man  -went  riding  by.. 

Said  I  to  him,  "Your  horse  will  die'." 
"If  he  dies,  I'll  tan  his  skin; 

And  if  he  lives,  I'll  ride  him  again. 
And  ride  him  again  and  again  and  again 
And  ride  him  a.gain  and  again. 


XXIII. - 

Ily  old  beau  has  left  me, 

Has  left  me  all  alone; 

He's  sadly  mistaken 

If  he  thinks  I  shall  mourn 
For  the  hoys  they  are  plenty 
And  better  far  than  he, 

And  I  can  get  another 


Tf  he* 


unrip  hock  on  me! 


/  • 


XXIV. 

Oh,  father  dear,  what  deed  have  I  done, 
What  deed  have  I  done  this  very  day? 
Oh,  I  have  murdered  my  own  true  love, 

On  the  banks  of  the  bonny  Dee. 

She  said  that  she  would  never  be  mine, 
That  her  heart  would  ever  be 
Where  the  murmuring  waters  flow, 

On  the  banks  of  the  bonny  Dee. 

I  took  hex  by  her  lily-white  hand 

And  whirled  her  round  and  round  and 
round ; 


I  whilred  her  round  ana  round  and  round 
And  watched  her  body  drown. 


XXV. 


I  wish  I  was  an  apple 

And  Miss  Snowflake  was  another. 

What  a  pretty  pear  we'd  make 
Ur;on  a  tree  together  I 
Sad  the  Darkies  all  would  be 

When  on  Broadway  they  spied  spied  her 


All  crushed  up  into  cider. 

Wish  I  was  a  snowflake 

And  Miss  Dinah  was  another.,.^' 

She  winked,  ,at  me;  I  winked  at  her. 
And  then  we  crossed  the  street., 

. and  smiling  said  to  me, 

"A  little  more  cider  sweet'." 

^  A  tub  of  apple  butter  (?) 


XXVII. 

My  mama  told  me 

If  I*d  be  goody, 
That  she  would  tuy  me 
A  rubber  dolly. 

Oh,  don’t  you  tell  her 
I’Te  got  a  feller, 
Or  she  won’t  buy  me 
That  rubber  dolly  I 


XXVIII. 

I’m  going  to  get  married,  ma-ma,  ma-ma 
I’m  going  to  get  married,  ma-ma,  ma-ma 
I’m  going  to  get  married,  and  don’t 
you  tell  pa, 

Jor  I  know  he  won't  like  it,  ma-ma* 
ma-ma  ! 


XXIX. 

(Completion  of  XXV.) 

I  like  the  black  girls  and  the  white  ; 

I  like  all  the  rest; 

I  like  the  girls  for  liking  me, 

But  I  like  myself  the  best. 


The  first  time  that  I  saw  Miss 
Snowf lake , 

It  was  on  Broadway 


I  spied  her. 


She  winked  at  me;  I  winked  at  her. 

And  then  we  crossed  the  street. 
And  smiling  she  said  to  me, 

"A  little  more  cider  sweet  Jtt 


Sad  the  Darkies  all  would  he 

Fhen  on  Broadway  they  spied  us; 
Oh,  how  happy  we  would  he 

When  crushed  up  into  cider  ! 


-XXX. 

(Completion  of  IY.  ) 

One  little  devil  had  a  sack, 

Fay  dow*  ysnder  in. the  cornfield; 
The  other  little  devil  had  a  hump 
on  his  hack, 

Fay  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield  ! 


XXXI. 

(Supplement  to  II.) 

As  I  went  a- walking 

One  bright  summer's  day. 


(The  song  tells  of  two  lovers  who 
are  shot  hy  the  girl's  farther;  later 
their  ghosts  appear  to  him  under  a 
tree-*  )* 


XXXII. 

( Supplement  to  V.  }• 

(This  song  is  used  hy  children  in 
their  play:  they  stand  in  a  ring,  with 
one  in  the  middle;  while  they  sing, 
eyes  shut,  the  one  in  the  middle  slips 
away  and  hides.) 


XXXIV. 

JONATHAN  JOSEPH  JBRSMIAH 


y  - 


ly  father  and  mother  were  elegant 
folks ; 

They  both  had  a  failing  for  practical 
jokes; 

And  when  I  was  born,  they  were  both 
of  one  mind : 

That  I  should  possess  all  the  names 
I  could  find; 

Chorus; 

Jonathan  Joseph  Jeremiah 
Timothy  Titus  Obidiah 
William  Henry  Walter  Simm 
Reuben  Rufus  Solomon  Jim 
Nathaniel  Daniel  Abraham 
Roderick  Fredrick  Peter  Sam 
Simon  Timon  Nicholas  Pat 
Christopher  Dickens  Jehosopjhat  ! 

Oh,  when  1  was  married,  my  case  it 
was  sad; 

The  man  he  stared  at  me  as  if  I 
was  mad. 

Says  he ,  "Me  young  man ,  without 
reason  or  rime, 

You’ll  have  to  get  married  a  bit 
at  a  t  inie .  M 


X20CV. 

TH0S3  FLADUIGAD  LASSIES 


When  I  was  a  boxing  young  fellow, 

Just  turned  twenty-four, 

I  married  a  handsome  young  lady, 

As  thousands  had  done  so  before. 

She  was  thoroughly  raised  from 
her  cradle, 

And  was  at  her  boarding  school 
bred. 

The  sorrows  began  to  creep  on  me 
The  very  first  day  we  were  wed. 

Chorus : 

So  beware  of  those  Flannigan  Lassies, 
And  never  by  beauty  be  led; 

For  girls  that  all  others  surpasses 
Are  the  ones  that  will  work:  for 
their  bread/ 

I  invited  a  few  of  my  friends 

To  partake  of  the  Christmas  cheer: 

A  novel  we  found  in  the  custard, 

The  shaving  brush  in  the  mince 
pie . 

.  . . . . ....(?) 

Oh,  the  Devil,  I  wish  he  would  take 
her; 

And  I  wish  to  my  heart  she  would 
die  1 


f 


XXXVI. 

TWO  LITTLB  MAIDS 

Once  there  lived  side  hy  side 
Two  little  maids, 

Used  to  dress  just  alike. 

Hair  down  in  "braids. 

One  day  a  quarrel  came; 

Hot  tears  were  shed. 

"You  canTt  play  in  our  yard 
;  And  the  other  said: 

Chorus : 

"I  don’t  want  to  play  in  your  yard. 

I  don’t  like  you  any  more. 

’  You’ll  he  sorry  when  you  see  me 

Sliding  down  our  cellar  door. 

/  You  can’t  holler  down  our  raintarrel , 

You  can’t  climb  our  apple  tree. 

I  don’t  want  to  play  in  your  yard, 

If  you  can't  he  good  to  me  ln 

Hext  day  two  little  maids 
I  ,  Bach  other  missed. 

r  Quarrels  are  soon  made  up, 

Sealed  with  a  kiss. 

Then  hand  in  hand  again, 

Happy,  they  go, 

'  •  Briends  all  through  life  to  he — 

They  love  each  other  so 


"You  can't  play  in  my  yard J" 
And  the  old  reply: 


.  -1 
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XXXVIX 

THE  0HE-ABI2KD  SOLDIER 

■Oh,  I  have  come  hack  to  you,  mother. 
Weary  and  wasted  and  worn, 

Locks  matted  over  my  forehead; 

liy  clothes  are  all  "bloodstained 
and  torn. 

No  wonder  you  shrank  when  you  saw  me, 
As  if  I  had  struck  you  a  hi owl 
Ifm  just  twenty-one  and  a  cripple: 

For  me  it  had  better  been  death  ! 

■Hark,  who  is  that  I  hear  sobbing. 
There  in  the  chamber  close  by. 

TTis  Maggie,  my  love  and  my  darling. 
Come,  kiss  me  and  bid  me  goodbye . ■ 
■Ho,  no,  what  is  that  you  are  saying? 

Your  loss  only  makes  you  more  dear 
■God  bless  you,  dear  Maggie;  you’ve 
given, 

New  life  to  a  poor  volunteer  J" 


xxxrai. 

A  SOLDIER’S  KEVE 


"Balance,  balance,"  the  caller's  voice 
rang  in  the  hall; 

So  lightly,  gently,  softly  the  dancer's 
feet  fall. 


So  Base  and  cruelly. .. . 

(She  has  written  love  letters  to  an 
absent  soldier,  to  whom  she  was  en¬ 
gaged;  he  returns  to  claim  her,  only 
to  find  them  dancing  at  her  wedding 
Party.) 

Chorus : 

"So,  then,  you  know  me; 

I've  found  you  out  at  last  !" 

Cried  the  angry  soldier, 

Whose  breath  came  hot  and  fast. 
"Ah,  then,  revenge  is  mine, 

Sweet  lady  fair  I" 

And  then  two  pistol  shots  rang  out, 
And  stirred  the  midnight  air. 


XLIII. 
MARY  JAilE 


She  told  me  she’d  meet  me  when  the 
clock  struck  seventeen, 

At  the  slaughterhouse  just  eight 
miles  out  of  town, 

Where  the  pig’s  eyes  and  the  pig’s  ears 

.  and  the  tough  old  Texas  steers 

Sell  for  beefsteak  at  fifteen  cents 
a  pound. 

She’s  my  honey;  she’s  my  daisy; 

She’s  knockneed;  she’s  crazy; 

She’s  cross-eyed,  pigeon-toed,  and 
blind. 

And  they  say  her  teeth  are  foamy 

From  eating  Swiss  baloney. 

She’s  my  freckle-faced  consumptive 


Mary  Jane  ’ 


XL  IV. 

THE  IRISH  WASHERWOMAN 


Oh,  there  was  an  old  hen, 

And  she  had  a  white  foot; 
And  she  "built  her  a  nest 
In  a  mulberry  "bush; 

And  she  riff  fled  her  feathers 
lo  keep  herself  warm. 

And  a  little  more  whiskey 
. .  .Will  do  us  no  harm.! 


XLV. 

Oh,  where,  Oh,  where  has  my  little 
dog  gone; 

.  Oh, *-  where,  Oh,  where  can  he  "be? 

'  With  his  ears  cut  short  and  his 
tail  cut  long, 

Oh,  where,  -Oh,  where  can  he -"be? 


XLVI. 

THE  BAGGAGE  COACH  AHEAD 

On  a  dark,  stormy  night,  as  the  train 
rattled  on, 

All  the  passengers  were  gone  to  bed-- 
Except  one  young  man  with  a  hahe  in 
his  arms, 

Who  sat  with  a  bowed  down  head. 

The  hate  started  crying  at  the  top  of 
its  voice, 

As  though  its  poor  heart  would  break. 
An  angry  man  said,  "Make  that  child 
stop  its  noise. 

For  it  !s  keeping  us  all  awake  I" 
Chorus : 

As  the  train  rolled  onward , 

,* A  husband  sat  in  tears, 

Thinking  of  the  happiness 

Of  just  a  few  short  years. 

Baby's  face  brings  pictures 

Of  a  cherished  hope  that's  dead; 

But  baby's  cries  can't  waken  her 
In  the  baggage  coach  ahead. 


•Put  it  out  2"  said  another;  "Don't 
keep  it  in  here. 

We've  paid  for  our  birth  and 
want  rest 

"Oh,  where  is  its  mother?  Go  take  it 
to  her," 

A  lady  then  softly  said. 

"I  wish  that  I  could,"  was  the  young 
man's  reply; 

"But  she's  dead  in  the  coach  ahead  2" 

Every  woman  arose  to  assist  with  the 
child — 

There  were  mothers  and  wives  on  the 
train ; 

And  soon  was 'the  little  one  sleeping 
in  peace, 

Without  a  thought  of  sorrow  or  pain. 


And  then  at  the  station  he  hid  all 
goodbye  ? 

•God  bless  you’#  he  softly  said. 
And  each  had  a  story  to  tell  in  his 


home , 

Of  the  baggage  coach  ahead. 


i 

i\ 


/  ■ 


} 


XLVII. 

IP  JACK  IEEE  OI'iLY  HBKB 


7 


Three  drummers  sat  at  dinner 
In  a  grand  hotel  one  day. 
While  dining  they  sat  chatting 
In  a  jolly  sort  of  way, 
Until  the  pretty  waitress 

Brought  in  a  tray  of  food. 
They  spoke  to  her  familiarly 
In  a  manner  rather  rude. 


Then  facing  her  tormentors... 
Chorus : 

My  mother  was  a  lady, 

As  yours  you  will  allow; 

And  maybe  you've  a  sister 
Who  needs  protection  now. 

I've  come  to  this  great  city 
To  find  a  brother  dear; 

And  you  would  not  dare  insult 
me,  Sir, 

If  Jack  were  only  here  J 

Forgive  me,  Miss,  I  meant  no  harm; 
Pray  tell  me,  what's  your  name? 

I  know  your  brother,  too. 

We've  been  good  friends  for  many 
a  year. 

He  often  speaks  of  you. 


I'll  take  you  to  him  as  my  wife. 


I 


XL v XII. 

THE  YELLOW  B0S3  OF  TEXAS 


There’s  a  yellow  rose  in  Texas 
That  I’m  goin’  soon  to  see. 

Ho  other  Darkey  knows  her, 

Ho  Darkey  only  me. 

She  cried  so  when  I  left  her 
It  nearly  broke  my  heart; 

And  if  I  ever  find  her, 

From  her  I’ll  never  part. 

She’s  the  sweetest  rose  in  color 
This  Darkey  ever  knew* 

Her  eyes  are  like  the  diamonds, 
And  they  sparkle  like  the  dew 
Yon.  may  talk  about  your  dearest 
maids 

And  sing  of  Bosylee ; 

But  the  yellow  rose  of  Texas 

Beats  the  belles  of  Tennessee 


XL  IX. 

THE  GOOD  SHIP  ROC g-AM?-RYE 

Half-past  four — 

Dannie  Moore 

Came  sneaking  through  his  wifie’s 
door; 

She  sat  waiting  up  all  night. 
Waiting  for  him  to  come  to  "bed  .' 
Dannie  smiled 
Like  a  child. 

And  his  wifie  grew  very  wild; 
"Where  have  you  teen  all  night 
long?"  she  cried; 

And  this  is  what  Dannie  replied: 

Chorus : 

"I've  teen  floating  down  the  old 
Green  Biver 

On  the  good  ship  Bock  and  Bye; 

But  I  drifted  too  far: 

I  got  stuck  on  the  tar. 

(l;.  I  was  out  there  alone, 

Wishing  that  I  was  home. 

(2).  I  was  tied  to  the  mast, 

While  the  schooners  went  past. 
The  ship  got  wrecked  with  the 
captain  and  crew, 

And  there  was  only  one  thing  left 
to  do : 

So  I  had  to  drink  the  whole  (*reen 
Biver  dry 

To  get  tack  home  to  you  J" 

Dannie’s  frau 
Baised  a  row— 

Said,  "I’ll  go  home  to  mother 
now  J" 

Dannie  said,  "That's  a  good  idear — 
Better  than  bringing  mother  here  !" 
At  the  door 
Then  she  saw 

Her  Pa  and  Ma  and  several  more. 
Dad  was  explaining  as  they  came  in, 
Telling  Ma  where  he  had  teen; 


XL. 

REDEEM-  AMD  BACHED 


Reuben,  Reuben,  I’ve  teen  thinkin’ 
lhat  a  grand  world  this  would  he 
If  the  men  were  all  transported 
Jar  beyond  the  northern  Sea  1 

Oh,  my  goodness  gracious,  Rachel, 
"What  a  queer  world  this  would  he 
If  the  men  were  all  transported 
Jar  beyond  the  Northern  Sea. 


XLI. 

Once  a  green  little  hoy. 

In  a  green  little  way, 

And  a  green  little  apple 
Devoured  one  day. 

Oh,  the  green  little  grasses 
Mow  tenderly  wave 

O’er  that  green-little-apple  hoy’s 
Green  little  grave  ! 


XLII. 

Sweetly  sings  the  donkey 
At  the  break  of  day; 

If  you  do  not  feed  him, 

This  is  what  he'll  say: 
Hee-haw,  hee-haw, 

Hee-ha\7,  hee-ha?/,  hee-haw  ! 


u. 

(See  Dave  Thomas) 

Adam  was  the  first  man; 

Eve  was  the  tother. 

Cain  he  walked  the  treadmill 

Because  he  killed  his  brother. 

The  world  was  made  in  six  days, 

And  then  they  made  the  sky ; 

Then  they  hung  it  overhead 
And  left  it  there  to  dry. 

All  the  other  animals 
Were  made  one  by  one 
And  set  up  against  the  fence  to  dry 
As  fast  as  they  were  done. 

LII. 

Down  went  MacGinty  to  the  bottom  of 
the  sea,  * 

Dressed  in  his  best  suit  of  clothes; 
He  muet  be  very  wet, 

For  we  haven't  seen  him  yet; 

And  he’s  dressed  in  his  best  suit 
of  clothes. 


LIII. 

(See  Tom  Thomas) 


The  girls  were  always  after  me 
With  handkerchief  and  fan. 

I  never  got  excited, 

But  I  took  it  like  a  man. 


LIV, 

WHAT  IS  YOUR  HURRY? 


I  used  to  court  a  pretty  girl, 

S©  winning  and  so  bright; 

I  used  to  call  to  see  her 

__  Almost  every  night; 

The  old  folks  they  would  go  to  bed. 

And  then  alone  we'd  be; 

We’d  talk  of  love  and  happiness 
And  both  be  full  of  glee. 

And  when  ’ twas  early  morning, 

The  old  folks  would  appear; 

She’d  throw  her  arms  around  my  neck. 

And  these  words  you  could  hear: 

Chorus: 

•What  is  your  hurry? 

Why  is  it  30? 

Why  do  you  leave  me? 

Why  do  you  go? 

Don* t  be  sc  unkind, 

And  don*  t  run  away'. 

What  i3  your  hurry. 

And  why  don' t  you  stay?* 

My  father-in-law  he  got  quite  mad. 

And  his  bulldog  he  untied; 

Before  I  reached  that  girlSs  front  gate 
I  thought  I  would  have  died. 

(Spoken) 

When  that  dog  began  making  mincemeat 
in  the  basement  of  my  new  trousers, 

X  tell  you  it  was  not  fun I 

As  I  was  passing  through  the  gate. 

Her  father  appeared  and  yelled: 


LV. 

A  GOOD  GIRL  GOi^S  ffBOHG 
(Lucille  Martin) 

At  an  old-fashioned  place  oh  a  corner, 

At  a  table  was  seated  one  day 
A  crowd  of  young  fellows  carousing-- 
To  them  life  seemed  happy  and  gay. 

At  the  very  next  table  was  seated 
A.  girl  who  had  1  alien  to  shame. 

They  laughed  and  jeered  at  her  weakness 
Till  a  woman  arose  and  exclaimed; 

•  Chorus; 

M3he’s  more  to  be  pitied  than  censured; 

She's  more  to  be  loved  than  despised; 
She’s  only  a  lassie  who  ventured 
On  life’s  early  pathway  unwise’. 

Do  not  scorn  her  with  words  fierce  and 
bi tter ; 

Do  not  laueh  at  her  shame  and  downfall; 
For  a  moment  just  stop  and  consider 
That  a  man  was  the  cause  of  it  alii1* 

At  an  old-fashioned  church  on  the  corner 
The  neighbors  had  gathered  one  day. 
The  parson  wa3  preaching  a  sermon 

On  a  soul  who  had  just  passed  away. 

It  was  a  poor  &irl  from  the  city 

Who  had  fallen  to  shame  and  was  dead. 
Did  the  parson  then  laugh  at  her  weak¬ 
ness? 

Ho,  he  prayed  for  God’s  blessing  and 
said; 


DIBTY  BALLADS 


DIRTY  BALLADS 


THE  SHEEPHERDER 
DICKEY  AND  MURPHY 
BYE-BYE,  BOY  PRISED 
PAIR  AND  SORROW 
TWO  TOMCATS 
THE  JAILER'S  SOHO 

■John  taylor 

SALLY  IN  THE  GARDEN 
THE  DAMNED  RUNT 
A  STOVEPIPE  EPISODE 
DOWN  IN  LEHI  VALLEY 
AN  APPLE  TREE 
IN  BOMBAY 

DANIEL  IN  THE  LION'S  DEN 

LITTLE  TINKER 

THE  ONE-EYED  RILEY 

HI  REO  DANDY  Oi 

YIPPIE  YAY 

JOHNNIE 

THE  ALPHABET  OF  LIFE 
THE  LITTLE  BALL  OF  YARN 
I  NEVER 

THE  KEYHOLE  IN  THE  DOOR 

AN  INCH  ABOVE  YOUR  KNEE 

LULU 

COLUMBO 

BARNACLE  BILL 

THE  JOLLY  SHEPHERD 

THE  DENVER  HOME 

BUCKAROO 

ROSEBERRY 

OLD  MACLELLAND 

THE  BONNY  BROWN  HARE 

I  JUST  COULDN'T 

RING  DANG  DOO 

THE  LITTLE  MARINE 

AN  INDIAN  MAID 

COUSIN  NELLIE 

OLD  AUNT  SALLIE 

THE  WASHERWOMAN 

OF  ALL  THE  BEASTS 


THE  SHEEPHERDER 

A. 

(Ivan  Peterson) 

A  sheepherder  lying  upon  the  grass 
Was  peacefully  resting  his  weary  ass. 

A  ewe  Came  up  and  licked  his  balls 
Through  a  little  hole  in  his  overalls. 

The  sheepherder  woke  from  out  his  sleep 
In  time  to  catch  and  fuck  that  sheep! 

A  magpie  sitting  on  a  limb  close  by 
Watched  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 
Then  what  should  appear  but  an  angry  buck, 
Cheated  out  of  his  last  good  fuck? 

He  rammed  so  hard  that  the  shepherd's  nut3 
Got  tangled  up  in  the  old  ewe's  guts; 

And  when  that  ewe  has  lambs  next  year. 

His  balls  will  be  hanging  out  of  their  ears! 

B. 

(Larry  Martin) 

A  sheepherder  lay  in  the  tall  green  grass, 

His  faithful  dog  close  by  his  ass. 

A  magpie  sat  in  a  tree  nearby, 

Watching  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious  eye. 

The  sheepherder  he  awoke 

And  started  fucking  his  nanny  goat. 

The  nanny  goat  bled,  and  the  shepherd  quit; 
The  dog  jacked  off  and  the  magpie  shit! 


HER  HINDER 

(Ray  Wessman  at  Camp  Van  Dorn,  Miss.) 

Oh,  she  jumped  into  bed. 

And  she  covered  up  her  head, 

And  she  swore  I  couldn't  find  her! 
But  I  knew  damn  well 
She  lied  like  hell. 

For  I  jumped  right  in  behind  her! 

Oh,  rshe  rolled  on  her  back, 

And  she  covered  up  her  crack. 

And  she  swore  I  couldn't  find  it! 
-But  I  climbed  on  top. 

And  I  gave  her  the  cock. 

And  she  didn't  seem  to  mind  it! 


DICKEY  AND  MURPHY 
(Ben  Edwards) 


Dickey  and  Murphy  were  playing  in  the 
ditch, 

When  Dickey  called  Murphy  a  dirty  son- 
of-a— ! 

Bring  all  your  children,  and  let  them 
play  with  sticks, 

Or  when  they  grow  older  they’ll  play 
with  their - 

Dickey  and  Murphy  had  a  little  doggie; 

They  lent  him  to  a  lady  to  keep  her 
company; 

She  led  him  ana  fed  him,  until  one  day 
on  a  hunt, 

He  played  all  around  her  petticoats 
and - 1 

Country  lass  a-sitting  on  the  grass; 

A  fence-posl;  fell  over  and  ran  a 
sliver  up  her - 1 

Ask. me  no  questions,  and  I  *  11  tell  you 
no  lies; 

And  if  I  finish  this,  I  hope  I  die 

And  go  to - 

Hello,  Central,  how's  your  brown  hair? 

And  if  you  have  no  whiskey.  I'll  have 
to  drink  your  beer; 


BYE-BYE.  BOY  ERIEHD 
(Hello  Deschamps) 


Pack  up  all  my  underwear-- 
I  don' t  care,  anywhere'. 

Bye-bye,  boy-friend; 

He  taught  me  how  to  dance  and  sing; 
He  taught  me  how  to  shake  his  thing; ' 
Bye-bye,  boy-friend; 

He  took  me  to  his  cottage  in  the 
wildwood; 

There  he  took  advantage  of  my  child¬ 
hood; 

He  went  once,  and  I  went  twice-- 
Holy  jumping  Jesus  Christ; 

Bye-bye,  boy-friend; 


PAIN  AMD  SORROW 
(Nello  Deschamps) 


Beside  a  babbling  brook, 

A  shady  nook; 

A  girl  all  dressed  in  yellow; 
Two  ruby  lips, 

Two  snow-white  tits-- 

Oh,  what  a  lucky  fellow! 

Nine  days  went  by; 

He  heaved  a  sigh 

Of  awful  pain  and  sorrow; 

Two  spots  of  pink 
Were  on  his  dink, 

And  there’ll  be  more  tomorrow! 

Nine  months  went  by; 

She  heaved  a  sigh 

Of  awful  pain  and  sorrow; 

Two  little  mutts 
Up  in  her  guts. 

And  they'll  be  out  tomorrow! 

TWO  TOMCATS 
(Bobby  Grant) 


I  dreamed  last  night  and  the  night 
before 

That  two  old  tomcats  came  knocking 
at  the  door. 

I  went  down  stairs  to  let  them  in, 

And  they  knocked  me  down  with  a 
rollingpin. 

The  rollingpin  was  made  of  brass; 

They  turned  me  up  and  spanned  my  ass. 

I  went  up  stairs  to  go  to  bed, 

And  I  fell  in  the  pis spot  on  my  head; 

I  couldn' t  swim  and  I  couldn' t  float, 

And  a  big  fat  tird  slipped  down  my 
throat. 

I  went  down  stairs  to  dry  my  sock, 

And  I  fell  in  the  fire  and  burnt  my 
cock, 

I  paid  two  whores  a  penny  apiece 

To  paint  my  cock  with  axle  grease! 


THE  JAILER'S  SOHG 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 


In  the  prison  cell  I  sit, 

With  my  fingers  dipped  in  shit. 

While  the  mice  shoot  craps  upon 
the  floor; 

If  you  want  to  hear  them  fart. 

You  just  spread  their  legs  apart, 

And  they'll  blow  you  through  the 
keyhole  in  the  door! 

In  the  prison  cell  I  sit, 

With  my  shirt-tail  dipped  in  shit, 
And  my  balls  a-hanging  loose  upon 
the  floor; 

And  the  women  as  they  pass, 

Shoot  peanuts  at  my  ass; 

I  don't  want  to  go  to  prison  any 
morel 


JOHH  TAYLOR 
(Dick  Pali reyman) 


My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

My  balls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 
I  say,  in  beginning, 

Look. out  for  your  women, 

When  they  hear  that  John  Taylor 
is  in  town'. 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

My  balls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 
If  you  see  any  ladies 
Who  want  to  have  babies, 

Ju 3 1  tell  them  John  Taylor  is 
in  town'. 

My  name  is  John  Taylor; 

My  cock  is  a  whaler; 

My  balls  weigh  forty-five  pounds; 
I’ll  catch  Mrs.  Hammer 
And  fuck  her,  God  damn  her. 

And  pin  her  old  ass  to  the  ground 


sally  in  the  garden 

(Carl  Ilium,  Qgden,  Utah) 


Oh,  Sally  went  out  to  the  garden 
To  pick  some  sparrow-grass; 

A  bumblebee  it  came  along 
And  stung  her  on  the — 

Do  take  care  of  the  bees, 

And  listen  while  I  sing: 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you, 

They’ll  be  sure  to  leave  a  sting! 

They  sent  for  the  doctor. 

And  the  doctor  came  at  last; 

The  only  thing  that  he  could  find 
Was  a  bee  sting  on  her-- 

Do  take  care  of  the  bee3. 

And  listen  while  I  sing; 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you, 

They’ll  be  sure  to  leave  a  sting’ 

The  doctor  made  a  plaster 
Out  of  apple- sass; 

That  night  when  Sally  went  to  bed, 
They  put  it  on  her-- 

Do  take  care  of  the  bees. 

And  listen  while  I  sing; 

For  if  they  buzz  around  you, 

They'll  be  sure  to  leave  a  sting! 


THE  DAMPED  RUflT 


A. 

(Leonard  Madsen  of  Malad) 

The  damned  little  runt 
With  the  sunburnt  cunt 

And  an  ass  as  black  a3  charcoal: 

She  can  skin  your  prick 
So  God  Damned  quick 

That  the  sparks  fly  out  of  your 
•  ass  hole! 

Her  cheeks  are  pink 
Like  a  rooster’s  dink, 

And  her  lips  are  a  henshit  brown; 

Her  tits  hang  loose 
Like  the  balls  on  a  goose. 

And  her  a3s  it  drags  the  ground’ 

B. 

(Larry  Martin  of  Eden) 

I  knew  i t  was  her 

By  the  stockings  she  wore, 

Her  build,  and  the  color  of  her  hair 
Her  nose  turned  up 
Like  the  handle  of  a  cup; 

She  was  pretty,  but  the  freckles 
were  there’ 

She's  known  as  a  sport 
Of  the  paint  and  powder  sort; 

She’s  always  a  hale  and  hearty 
laugh; 

Once  a  year  when  it's  hot, 

Whether  she  needs  it  or  not, 

She  strips  to  the  hide  and  takes 
a  bath’ 

Her  tits  are  as  loose 
As  the  balls  on  a  goose, 

And  her  ass  it  wobbles  all  around; 
Her  lips  are  as  pink 
As  a  leghorn  rooster's  dink, 

And  her  eyes  are  a  henshit  brown. 

She's  one  of  those  whores 
You  diddle  out  of  doors, 

In  the  stockyards  or  down  in  the 
weeds; 

How,  boys,  here's  your  chance 
To  get  some  gooey  in  your  pants, 

For  it's  damned  little  teasing  she 
needs! 


A  STOVEPIPE  EPISODE 
(Secured  from  Roscoe  Colton 
at  Mai ad,  July  28,  1952) 


A  tramp  once  by  a  window  passed; 

He  heard  a  maiden's  voice  speak  fast 
To  a  man;  the  things  3he  said 
Seemed  rather  dirty--so  he  stayed, 

"Don't  push  so  hard',  *  she  said  to  him; 
"Don't  jab  around  that  way. 

Get  them  right  together,  then 
Push  easy  when  I  say. 

"There,  it  is  out  again;  it  slipped-- 
It  doesn't  fit  just  right. 

You  see,  if  the  thing  goes  in  straight. 

It  will  fit  quite  snug  and  tight. 

"But  the  end  seems  a  bit  too  large;  perhap 
The  hole  is  a  little  small. 

But  if  you  push  the  thing  like  that, 

It  won' t  go  in  at  alii 

"How,  let  me  fix  them  right  this  time; 

When  I  say,  "Easy'.",  now,  you  press. 

Be  careful,  or  it  will  slip  again 
And  make  an  awful  mess'." 

The  tramp  could  stand  the  strain  no  longer 
So  to  get  a  peep  he  strove; 

He  saw  the  maiden  and  her  father 
pitting  stovepipe  on  the  stove! 


DOWN  IN  LEHI  VALLEY 
(Jack  Harkness) 


Now,  don' t  get  sore,  stranger! 

I'll  never  shit  in  your  hat i 

I've  a  sad,  sad  story, 

Ana  a  long  one  at  that. 

'Twas  down  in  the  Lehi  Valley; 

Me  and  my  paxdner  Lou 

We  had  a  ranch,  a  dandy. 

Paid  us  better  than  forty- two. 

We  were  happy  down  in  the  valley. 

Me  arid  my  paraner  Lou, 

Till  along  came  a  girl  named  Sally, 

But  we  called  her  Sue. 

She  had  an  ass  like  a  country  shithouse, 
And  her  cunt  was  full  of  fire; 

I  had  a  full  six-inches, 

And  couldn* t  half  supply  her. 

Along  came  a  Texas  ranger 

With  a  prick  nine  inches  long; 

He  stuck  it  into  Lue 

And  carried  her  right  along. 

So  roll  me  another  pill,  Bill, 

Ana  I'll  be  on  my  way; 

I'll  catch  that  runt  that  stole  my  cunt 
If  it  takes  till  judgment  day. 


B. 

Down  in  Lehi  Valley 
(Alden  Blaisdell) 


It  was  down  in  the  Lehi  Valley 
Where  me  and  my  brother  Lew 
We  met  a  girl  from  the  whorehouse, 

And  a  damned  fast  one  too'. 

Her  as s  was  like  a  goldmine; 

Her  cunt  was  like  fire; 

My  eight-and-a-half  inches 
Couldn*  t  half  supply  her! 

Along  came  a  soldier  boy 

With  a  cock  ten-inches  long; 

He  fucxed  my  girl  from  the  whorehouse, 
And  took  her  right  along* 

So  roll  me  another  pill,  Bill; 

And  I’ll  be  on  my  way 
To  hunt  the  runt  that  3tole  my  cunt-- 
If  it  takes  till  Judgment  Day’ 


AN  APPLE  TREE 
(Larry  Martin) 


In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree, 
Through  a  hole  in  her  pants  I  could  see 
A  little  black  spot; 

She  called  it  her  •’twat", 

But  it  looked  like  her  a3S-hole  to  me  I 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree, 

I  got  what  was  coming  to  me; 

In  the  tall  green  grass 
I  got  some  fine  ass 

Prom  the  girl  that  was  so  loving  to  mel 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree, 

She  handed  a  package  to  me; 

A  dose  of  the  claps, 

The  shankers,  perhaps, 

In  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree I 


IK  BOMBAY 
(Lester  Bush) 


The  roosters  they  grow  tali 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  shi t  upon  the  wall , 

In  Bombay'. 

The  geese  they  fly  high 

In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  shit  upon  the  fly, 
in  Bombay! 

All  the  children  they  go  bare 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

For  they  have  no  underwear 
In  Bombay! 

They  swim  na&ed  in  the  river, 

In  Bombay,  in  Bombay- - 

All  the  boys  and  ^irls  together, 

In  Bombay! 

The  whiskers  they  grow  long 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  drag  upon  the  ground 
In  Bombay! 

The  hair  grows  curly  and  red 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay- - 

But  it  don' t  grow  on  their  heads 
In  Bombay! 

They  ch ew  tobacco  thin 

In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  it  drizzles  down  their  chin 
In  Bombay! 

Bead  dogs  lie  in  the  street 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  serve  the  poor  for  meat 
In  Bombay! 

There  are  maidens  young  and  sweet 
In  Bombay,  in  Bombay; 

And  they  diddle  you  on  the  street, 
in  Bombay! 

The  women  they  grow  fat 

In  Bombay,  in  Bombay: 

■Every,  year  they  have  a  brat, 

In  Bombay! 


DANIEL  IH  THE  HOB'S  DEN 
(Obtained  at  Pocatello  from  Lester  Bush; 
U.  of  I.,  S.  B. ,  1928) 


It  was  in  the  days  of  the  royal  castration, 

And  the  king  was  giving  his  last  ball. 

In  the  courtyard  the  courtiers  could  be  seen, 
Merrily  throwing  camel  shit  at  each  other. 

Suddenly  who  should  appear  upon  the  scene 
but  Daniel. 

"What  ho'. "  cried  the  king. 

"Ass  hole!*  cried  Daniel,  thereby  scoring 
a  hit. 

"Kiss  it!*  cried  the  king. 

*After  you,  you  son-of-a-bitch’ "  cried  Daniel, 
And  the  laughs  were  on  the  king. 

How,  in  those  days  it  was  considered  a  mean 
thing 

To  call  a  king  a  son-of-a-bi  tch  ♦ 

So  Daniel  was  thrown  into  the  lions'  den. 

He  could  be  recognized  only  by  the  green 
umbrella 

Which  he  carried  under  his  left  arm. 

Suddenly  a  lion  walked  up  to  Daniel 
And  seized  him  by  the  l£ft  nut. 

*Ouch,  that  tickles',*  cried  Daniel. 

*What  tickles?*  cried  the  king. 

"Testicles!*  cried  Daniel, 

And  for  the  second  time  that  day 
The  laughs  were  on  the  king. 

*0h,  shit'.*  cried  the  king, 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects 
Squatted  and  did  their  utmost. 

"Come  forth!"  cried  the  king; 

But  Daniel  slipped  on  a  fresh  lion  tird 
And  came  second. 

"What  about  the  princess?"  somebody  shouted. 
"Puck  her!"  cried  the  king; 

And  forty-nine  thousand  loyal  subjects, 

Were  trampled  to  death  in  the  rush! 


Daniel  in  the  Lion1 a  Den 
(Terrell  Li  ah) 


Now,  the  sun  shined  down  with  an  awful  heat 
On  a  poor  young  man  with  right  sore  ieet 
Who  had  traveled  from  dawn  to  where  he  was  at; 
And  the  shade  of  some  trees  that  were  by 
the  road 

Wa3  more  than  he  could  bear; 

And,  throwing  his  icit  with  a  careless  air. 

He  prepared  himself  to  have  luncheon  there! 

But  as  he  went  to  the  creek  to  wash, 

He  heard  an  awful  noise, 

A3  if  a  holiday  were  enjoyed  by  boys; 

So  he  sneaked  right  down  to  the  water's  edge, 
And  there  upon  the  grassy  bank 
Was  a  sight  for  weary  men; 

A  lonely  boy  was  sitting  there. 

As  bare  as  bare  could  be; 

So  Daniel — ah,  the  naughty  man-- 
Had  thoughts  that  aren' t  right. 

The  little  $ar  he  had  carried  far 
Was  for  such  things  as  this; 

He  grabbed  the  boy  and  threw  him  down, 

And  rubbed  his  bunghole  well; 

He  enjoyed  himself  as  only  the  bards  can  tell* 

The  soldiers  of  the  icing  were  abroad  that  day. 
Hunting  far  and  wide 

For  Tuttle- too,  the  king's  royal  boy-- 
They  knew  not  where  he'd  hide. 

They  hunted  vales,  they  hunted  nooks, 

They  looked  down  all  the  wells, 

They  called  and  blew  their  horns; 

Then  far  off  in  the  distance, 

They  heard  a  feeble  yell. 

Then  on  their  chargers,  fast  as  light, 

They  hied  their  steeds  with  haste. 

The  troop  drove  up;  and  there  they  were, 

The  boy  and  Daniel  hard  at  work! 

The  troop  was  stumped- -and  so  was  the  boy — 
For  if  the  king  should  hear, 

The  palace  would  be  hell! 

But  someone  told  on  Daniel  bold; 

And  as  the  city  he  did  near, 

He  knew  that  he  was  lost!' 


So  when  Daniel  to  the  royal  court  came, 

He  felt  that  all  the  world  was  wise. 

Else. why  did  all  the  courtiers  hold 
.Their  noaea  and  wink  their  eyes? 

The  king  said  to  Daniel  bold, 

"Why  hast  thou  fouled  the  only  boy 
I'd  swim  a  river  for  or  die? 

In  other  words,  my  cocxy  man. 

What  hast  thou  done?" 

Said  Daniel  to  the  king, 

"Sir,  I  have  fucked  your  boy 
And  fucked  him  well!" 

Whereupon  the  icing  in  his  great  rage 
Had  Daniel  placed  in  tha  lion’s  den; 

And  the  very  next  day  he  went  forth 
To  see  Daniel's  bones, 

Which  he  expected  to  be 
Lying  out  in  the  sun; 

But  to  his  great  surprise 

He  saw  Daniel  sitting  on  the  largest  lion. 

Wiping  his  ass 

With  the  next  to  the  largest  lion's  tail! 

"What  hoi"  cried  the  king. 

"Ass  hole!"  replied  Daniel, 

Whereupon  the  queen  dashed 

Madly  through  the  court  with  her  drawers 

At  half-ma3t  and  her  ass 

Shining  like  a  looking  glass 

In  the  moonlight. 

Then  the  king  in  a  terrible  rage 
Cried  out,  "Where  is  the  queen?" 

"Why,  she  is  out  in  the  garden  drinking  tea!" 
"What  kind  of  tea?" 

"S — H — I — T!  " 

"Is  she  occupied? 

"Yea,  verily!" 

"What  is  she  doing?" 

"Why,  she  is  wiping  her  ass 

On  fifty  skeins  of  the  finest  silk  in  the  world!" 
Whereupon  someone  shouted,  "Pucjc  the  queen!  « 

And  forty  brave  young  knights 
Were  killed  in  the  mad  rush! 


"Tickles,  tickles;* 

"What  tickles?" 

"Testacies*. *  cried  the  king; 

Then  he  laughed  long  and  loud 
Because  he  had  two* 

Then  after  this  great  hulla  balloo  had  quieted. 
The  king  in  a  frothing  rage  said,  "Shit;" 

Ana  10,000  of  his  loyal  subjects 
Squatted  and  strained  to  their  utmost, 

For  the  king' a  word  was  law  l 

After  this  loyal  showing  of  patriotism 
The  king  wept  hard  and  fast, 

But  after  drying  his  tears  he  muttered 
To  himself  that  awful  word-- 
"Horse  shit;*; 

And  immediately  fifty  baron3  and  earls 
Dashed  out  to  get  him  some. 

And  as  they  dashed  forth,  they  passed 
5,000  of  the  more  lowly  peasants 
Who  were  throwing  camel  shit 
In  each  other’s  faces,  because  bull  shit 
Was  unknown  in  those  brave  old  days! 

Then  the  women  of  the  court 
Shook  out  their  tits  and  tittered; 

For  without  such  the  royal  palace 
Would  be  a  farce'.  I 


LITTLE  TINKER 
(Phenoi  Deschamps,  Malad) 


There  was  a  little  tinker, 

And  he  came  from  France; 

He  came  to  America 

To  fiddle,  fuck,  and  dance-- 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash, 
and  baby-maker  hanging  to  his 
knees; 

The  ship  that  he  came  over  on, 

The  women  were  very  few; 

So  first  he  fucked  the  captain, 

And  then  he  fucked  the  crew-- 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash, 
and  baby -maker  hanging  to  his 
knees; 

Little  Tinker  died, 

And  he  went  to  hell; 

He  swore  he'd  fuck  the  devil 

If  he  didn*  t  treat  him  well-- 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash, 
and  baby -maker  hanging  to  his 
knees; 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr,  Devil; 

God  bless  your  soul; 

Let  me  exercise  my  pecker 
In  your  hairy  ass-hole; 

With  my  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash, 
and  baby -maker  hanging  to  my.. 
knees'* 

All  the  little  devils 

Went  shouting  through  the  hall; 

“Better  get  him  out  of  here 
Before  he  fucks  us  all' 

With  his  long  lean  liver,  kidney-wash, 
and  baby -maker  hanging  to  his 
knees; " 


THE  ONE-EYED  RILEY 

A. 

(Lester  Bush) 


We  were  sitting  around  old  Riley's 
campfire  one  night, 

■Telling  tales  of  blood  ana  slaughter, 

When  a  thought  came  suddenly  into  my 
mind, 

Of  how  I'd  like  to  shag  his  daughter'. 

Rum- turn- turn,  balls  and  all, 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley!  . 

That  night  when  she  had  gone  to  her 
hayloft, 

Where  she  3lept  among  the  grass  and 
clover, 

I  crept  into  the  hay  beside  her, 

And  I  shagged  and  shagged  till  the 
fun  was  over'. 

Rum- turn- turn,  balls  and  all, 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley'. 

I  heard  two  footsteps  on  the  stairs, 

And  who  should  it  be  but  her  damned 
old  father; 

He  had  two  pistols  in  his  hands, 

And  was  looking  for  the  guy  that 
shagged  his  daughter! 

Rum- turn- turn,  balls  and  all, 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley! 

I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  balls, 
And- shoved  them  in  a  pail  of  water; 

And  I  shoved  them  pistols  up  his  ass 
A  damned  si ght  farther  than  I 
shagged  his  daughter! 

Rum- turn- turn,  balls  and  all, 

Titty-eye  for  the  one-eyed  Riley! 


B. 

(Virgil  Jolley) 


As  I  was  walking  down  the  street, 

I  met  the  parson’s  daughter; 

The  very  first  thought  came  in  my  mind, 
That  I  could  finger  her  hind-quarter’ 
Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri-riley; 
Ho-ri-rigga,  rig&a,  one-eyed  Riley’. 

As  soon  as  we  had  gone  to  bed, 

Who  should  come  in  but  her  damned 
old  mother; 

I  was  shagging  away  with  all  my  might, 
When  she  spatted  my  ass  and  drove,  it 

in  further! 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri-riley; 
Ho-ri-rigga,  rigaa,  one-eyed  Riley', 

Then  with  two  pistols  in  his  hand, 

Who  should  come  in  but  her  damned 
old  father; 

I  shoved  both  pistols  up  his  ass, 

And  si  aliped  his  wife,  and  shagged 
his  daughter’. 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri-riley; 
Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley'. 

Oh,  then  I  went  out  on  the  porch, 

And  shook  my  prick  at  old  dog  Towser; 
It  scared  the  fool  damned  near  to  death, 
And  he  turned  his  tail  and  ran  for 
coverl 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri^riley; 
Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley'. 

I'm  the  best  damned  man  that  ever  was 
bo  rn , 

And  never  a  maiden  could  resist  me; 
My  cock  and  balls  weigh  forty- five 
pounds , 

And  I’m  known  as  the  wonderful  one- 
eyed  Riley’ 

Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  ho-ri-riley; 
Ho-ri-rigga,  rigga,  one-eyed  Riley'. 


c. 

(Harold  Rothstein) 


As  I  was  sitting  in  O'Reilly's  tavern. 

Listening  to  his  tales  of  "blood  and  slaughter, 

There  cams  a  thought  into  .my  mind. 

That  I  should  shag  O'Reilly's  daughter  1 

Chorus 

Tiddle-eye-ee,  tiddle-eye-ee,  tiddle-eye-ee  for  the 
one-boll  'Reilly; 

Rigga-dig-dig,  bolls  and  all,  rubba-dub-dub,  shag  on* 

I  grabbed  that  old  witch  by  the  tit. 

And  threw  my  left  leg  up  and  over; 

Shagged  and  shagged,  and  I  sh&gged  some  more. 

Shagged  until  the  fun  was  over! 

Chorus 

There  came  a  knock  upon  my  door. 

And  who  should  it  be  but  her  goddam  father. 

Two  horse-pistols  in  his  hand. 

Looking  for  the  guy  who  shagged  his  daughter.' 

Chorus 

I  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  his  bolls 
And  shoved  them  in  a  pail  of  water; 

I  shoved  those  pistols  up  his  ass. 

Damned  sight  farther  than  I  shhgged  his  daughter i 

Chorus 


HI  KEO  DANDY  0! 
(Prom  Larry  Martin) 


As  I  was  going  down  the  street, 

Hi  reo  dandy  0! 

Two  whores  I  chanced  to  meet, 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 

One  called  me  MstudM,  and  I  called, 
her  "maze*, 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 

I  fucked  the  one  with  the  little 
brown  hair, 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 

All  the  next  nine  days  to  the  Doc 
I  went. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0! 

To  get  my  cock  drained  out  at  the  end, 
Hi  reo  dandy  01 

In  came  a  nurse  with  an  old  greasy  rag. 
Hi  reo  dandy  OJ 

She  washed  my  cock  and  squeezed  my  bag. 
Hi  reo  dandy  01 

In  came  a  doctor  with  a  knife  and  block 
-  Hi  reo  dandy  01 
At  one  whack  off  came  my  cock. 

Hi  reo  dandy  0! 

All  the  next  two  week3  I  spent  in  bed, 
Hi  reo  dandy  01 

With  a  stub  of  a  cock,  without  any  head 
Hi  reo  dandy  01 

It’s  all  over  now--wish  I  had  it  to  do 
again, 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 

A  nine-inch  cock  and  a  head  a3  big  a- 
gain, 

Hi  reo  dandy  0! 

Come,  all  you  young  men,  take  warning 
by  me, 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 

Never  fuck  the  first  whore  you  see. 

Hi  reo  dandy  01 


B. 

Try  It  Again  1 

(A  version  of  Hi  Reo  Dandy  0) 


As  I  was  going  down  the  3treet, 

Two  pretty  maidens  I  chanced  to  meet! 

One  was  fair,  very  fair; 

She  called  me  '•stud'’  and  I  called  her 
"mare1", 

The  other  was  dark,  with  curly  locks; 

She  gave  me  the  claps,  and  I  gave  her 
the  cock'. 

How,  before  the  doctor  I  did  stand. 

With  my  rotten  pecker  in  my  hand! 

He  had  a  hatchet  and  a  block; 

With  one  good  whack  he  cut  off  my 
cock'. 

And  now  that  I'm  well  and  free  from 
pain, 

I'll  go  back  to  the  stump  and  try  it 
again'. 


YIPPIE-YAY 

(Versions  of  “Chisholm  Trail*' ) 


A. 

(phenoi  Desehamps) 

Saddled  old  Bollie  and  started  for  the  herd; 

He  threw  me  off  in  a  fresh  cow-tird! 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay*. 

I  was  coming  down  the  mountain  by  the  old 
cow-trail, 

With  my  pecjcer  in  my  hand  and  a  heifer  by 
the  tail*. 

Come  a  ti-yi-yijjpie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-ya.y; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay 1 

I  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  threw  her  in 
the  grass, 

And  showed  her  the  wiggle  of  a  cowboy's  ass! 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay! 

I  jumped  from  the  saddle  and  threw  her  in 
the  grass, 

And  pumped  salvation  up  her  dirty  rotten 
ass! 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay! 

I  jumped  in  a  wagon,  and  I  gave  a  big  yell; 

The  team  ran  away  and  broice  it  all  to  hell! 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yip»pie,  yippie-yay! 

Last  time  that  I  saw  the  boss--I  haven' t  seen 
him  since-- 

He  was  screwing  a  cow  through  a  barb- wire 
fence! 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay! 

And  now  my  song  is  ended--I  can  sing  you 
no  more; 

There's  an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have 
the  core! 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 

Come  a  ti-yi-yippie,  yippie-yay! 


B. 

(Ben  Inf anger) 

Way  up  north  among  the  bear  ana  lion; 

Come  down  south  a-ahittin'  and  a-flyin' * 

Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 
Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-yayl 

Feet  in  the  stirrups  and  butt  in  the  saddle, 
A-singin'  all  day  to  your  damned  old  cattle'. 
Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 
Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-yayl 

I  went  to  the  ooss  to  draw  my  roll, 

To, go  down  south  and  find  a  shady  kriolll 
Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 
Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-yayl 

The  boss  come  out  with  a  gun  in  his  hand, 
A-sayin' :  "Get  to  work,  and  be  God  damned!". 
Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 
Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-yayl 

Well,  I  hopped  on  the  stage,  and  I  gave  a 
li ttle  yell ; 

The  lead  bars  broke,  and  we  all  went  to 
hell! 

Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-eye,  yippie-yay; 
Come  a  ki-yi-yippie,  yippie-yayl 


JOHHHIE 

(From  Vernon  Peterson,  Malad,  1920) 


There  was  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  town. 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

There  was  a  little  boy  lived  a  little  out  of  town, 
And  he  said  he  had  the  biggest  prick  of  any  guy 
around! 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

Johnnie  and  his  master  got  in  a  dispute, 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

Johnnie  and  his  master  got  in  a  dispute; 

Said  Johnnie  to  his  master,  «l  got  the  biggest 
toot!* 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

Johnnie  and  his  master  went  on  the  hill  to  plow, 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

Johnnie  and  his  master  went  on  the  hill  to  plow; 
Said  Johnnie  to  his  master,  “i’ll  measure  with 
you  now! * 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

So  they  measured  around  and  they  measured  about, 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

So  they  measured  around  and  they  measured  about, 
And  Johnnie  had  him  beat  six  inches  on  the  spout! 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

There  lived  a  little  girl  just  a  little  out 
of  town, 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

There  lived  a  little  girl  just  a  little  out 
of  town, 

And  she  liked  Johnnie  better  than  any  guy  around!. 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

He  picked  her  up  gently  and  laid  her  on  the  grass, 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

He  picked  her  up  gently  ana  laid  her  on  the  gra.ss, 
And  rolled  her  over  onto  her  ass* 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

How,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begin, 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

How,  go  a  little  easy  when  you  first  do  begin, 

For  it  hurt 3  just  a  little  when  you  first  put 
if  in! 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 


Now,  go  a  little  faster,  and  don’t  be  so  slow 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  dayl 
Now,  go  a  little  faster,  and  don't  be  so  3low 
]?or  it  don't  hurt  now  like  it  did  awhile  ago! 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

I  wish  it  was  longer  and  half  as  big  again. 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

I  wi3h  it  was  longer  and  half  as  big  again, 
And  I  had  a  bull's  ass  to  help  push  it  ini 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

Now  my  song  is  ended:  I'll  sing  you  no  more, 
Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 

Now  my  song  is  ended;  I'll  sing  you  no  more. 
There' s- an  apple  in  my  ass,  and  you  can  have 
the  core! 

Sing  inky  dinky  doodle  all  day! 


THE  ALPHABET  OF  LIFE 
(Larry  Martin) 


*A"  is  for  ass. 

Upon  which  we  sit: 

The  external  end 

And  the  passage  for  shit* 

»B"  is  for  halls; 

Each  man  has  a  pair 

In  a  wrinkled  old  sack 
All  covered  with  hair. 

«*C*  is  for  cunt, 

All  juicy  and  slick; 

It* s  home- sweet-home 

Pox  a  seven-inch  prick. 

is  for  dittaling. 

Which  never  growa  stale; 

There’s  nothing  so  nice 

As  a  good  piece  of  tail. 

"E’’  is  for  egg. 

That  is  laid  in  the  grass; 

The  object  which  comes 

Prom  a  speckled  hen’s  ass. 

*p*  is  for  fart. 

That  odorous  breeze; 

It’s  fully  as  bad 

As  limberger  cheese. 

is  for  guts, 

That  tangled  up  mass 

That  separates  your  belly 

Prom  the  hole  in  your  ass. 

•*Hrt  is  for  hair 

That  surrounds  her  cunt; 

To  find  the  opening 

Is  a  man’s  nightly  hunt. 

”1”  is  for  inch — 

How  don’ t  make  me  smile; 

When  she  gives  you  an  inch, 
You  take  half  a  mile. 

is  for  jissem 
That's  sticky  like  cream; 

It  spots  up  the  sheets 

When  you  have  a  wet  dream. 


*K*  is  for  king, 

^ff'jo.o  wears  a  crown  on  hi  3  bean 

His  favorite  sport 

Is  fucking  the  queen. 

*L*  is  for  love 

That  fails  to  stick: 

It  starts  at  your  head 

And  ends  in  your  prick. 

*MW  is  for  marriage, 

When  a  man  gets  a  wife 

And  lives  in  misery 

The  rest  of  his  life. 

is  f6r  nuts 
That  furnish  the  sap, 

And  sometimes  the  making 
Of  a  good  dose  of  claps. 

wO"  is  f or  old, 

Or  rather  the  time 

When  a  man's  prick  don't  stand 
Up  as  in  its  prime. 

"P"  is  for  prick. 

That  petrified  prong; 

It  ranges  from  four 

To  twelve  inches  long. 

«q«  is  for  quivver 

That  comes  with  a  thump; 

It's  a  funny  sensation 

When  you  shoot  off  your  lump 

"R"  is  for  rags 

That  are  used,  I  presume, 

To  wrap  up  a  pussy 

That  is  in  full  bloom. 

is  for  safety, 

Made  of  fish  skin; 

To  do  a  job  with  one 
Is  surely  a  sin. 

"T"  is  for  tits, 

Supposed  to  be  sucked; 

They  never  come  fresh 

Till  a  woman's  been  fucked, 

"U"  is  for  urine, 

A  pot  full  of  piss; 

Ain't  it  awful 

To  use  language  like  this? 


»V*  ia  for  vermin 

That  wiggle  and  twi3t 
And  hide  in  the  hair 

When  you  go  out  to  piss. 

ia  for  woman, 

Cradle  of  sin, 

That's  split  half  way 

From  her  ass  to  her  chin. 

"X"  is  for  x-ray, 

A  magnifying  glass 
Used  by  a  doctor 

To  look  up  your  ass. 

is  for  yes; 

When  a  woman  gets  hot 
There's  nothing  but  a  prick 
To  cool  her  twat. 

"Z"  is  for  zero. 

Supposed  to  be  cold: 

The  temperature  of  a  man' s  balls 
At  ninety  years  old. 


THE  LI  TTLE  BALL  OF  YARN 
(Murray  Hale  and  Alden  Blaisdell) 


It  was  in  the .month  of  May, 

When  the  jacks  begin  to  bray 

And  the  jennies  come  prancing 
around  the  barn; 

Said  the  jennie  to  the  jack; 

# Will  you  climb  upon  my  back? 

You  can  wind  up  my  little  ball 
of  yarn: " 

It  was  in  the  month  of  June, 

When  the  roses  were  in  bloom 

And  the  jennies  were  loose  around 
the  barn; 

There  I  met  a  little  Miss, 

And  I  simply  asked  her  this; 

”May  I  wind  up  your  little  ball 
of  yarn?” 

She  said,  ’’Why  don't  you  go  to  those 
Who  have  money  and  fine  clothes; 

Why  don't  you  go  to  them  with 
your  charms? «' 

But  she  finally  gave  consent, 

And  through  the  fields  we  went; 

And  we  wound  up  her  little  ball 
of  yarn: 

After  getting  her  consent, 

Just  around  a  stump  we  went, 

And  I  asked  her  where  she  kept 
her  little  charm; 

She  said  beneath  her  gown, 

So  I  gently  laid  her  down; 

And  I  wound  up  her  little  ball 
of  yarn'. 

It  was  nine  days  after  this, 

When  I  went  to  take  a  pi3s, 

I  found  my  cock  all  mattery  and 
warm ; 

Then  I  knew  that  by  mishap 
She  had  given  me  the  clapp 

As  I  wound  up  her  little  ball 
of  yarn'. 


It  was  nine  months  after  that; 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat. 

Wondering  if  I'd  done  her  any  harm; 
There  appeared  before  the  door 
Her  father  ana  several  more; 

"Marry  my  daughter,  since  you've 
got  her  ball  of  yarn'." 

It  was  nine  days  after  that; 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat, 

Wondering  if  I'd  done  her  any  harm; 
Then  there  came  a  gentle  tapping, 

And  the  doctor  stood  there  laughing; 
"You're  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball 
of  yarn'.  » 

It  was  nine  days  after  that; 

In  my  office  chair  I  sat, 

Wondering  if  I'd  done  her  any  harm, 
When  an  officer  in  blue 
Said,  "Young  man,  I'm  after  you' 

You're  the  daddy  of  a  little  ball 
of  yarn'. « 


I  NEVER 

(Rufus  Toponce) 


1. 

I  walked  into  the  hallway, 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  an  overcoat 
Where  my  coat  ought  to  be. 

’•What’ s  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  my  coat  ought  to  be?"  . 

"Oh,  it’s  nothing  but  a  blanket 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me!" 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more, 

But  I  never  saw  a  blanket 

With  pockets  in  it  before! 

2. 

I  walked  into  the  bedroom, 

As  drunk  a3  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  somebody's  hat 
Where  my  hat  ought  to  be. 

"What's  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  my  hat  ought  to  be?" 

"Oh,  it's  nothing  but  a  pissjjot 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me!" 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more, 

But  I  never  saw  a  pisspot 

With  a  lining  in  i  t  before'. 

3. 

I  looked  into  the  trundle-bed, 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

Ana  I  thought  I  saw  two  babies  there 
Where  my  baby  ought  to  be. 

"What's  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  my  baby  ought  bo  be? " 

"Oh,  it's  nothing  but  a  little  rabbit 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me!" 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more, 

But  I  never  saw  a  little  rabbit 
With  diapers  on  i t  before! 


4. 

I  felt  beneath  the  covers, 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  felt  a.  rubber  prick 
Where  ray  prick  ought  to  be. 

"What' s  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  my  prick  ought  to  be?" 

•»0h,  it’s  nothing  but  .a  rollingpin 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me!" 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more, 

But  I  never  saw  a  rollingpin 
With  testicles  on  it  before'. 

5. 

I  looked  beneath  the  covers, 

As  drunk  as  I  could  be; 

And  I  thought  I  saw  a  man  asleep 
Where  X  was  supposed  to  be. 

"What's  this,  my  darling  wife, 

Where  I'm  supposed  to  be?" 

"Oh,  it' s  nothing  but  a  monkey 
My  grandmother  gave  to  me!" 

I've  roamed  the  wide  world  over 
A  thousand  times  or  more, 

But  I  never  saw  a  monkey 

A-screwing  my  wife  before! 


THE  KEYHOLE  IM  THE  DOOR 
(Larry  Martin) 


She  left  the  party  early-- 
I  think  at  scarcely  nine; 

And  by  some  "masher"  fortune, 

Her  room  v,ra3  next  to  mine. 

And  I,  like  old  Columbus, 

New  regions  to  explore-- 

I  look  a  snug  position 

By  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 

While  I  waited  there  in  silence, 
Upon  my  bended  Knees, 

I  waited  there  impatiently 
To  see  what  I  could  see. 

She  first  took  off  her  collar-- 
It  fell  upon  the  floor; 

I  saw  her  stoop  to  &et  it 

Through  the  keyhole  in  the  door 

She  then  proceeded  further, 

Took  off  her  pretty  dress, 

And  then  her  undergarments-- 

There  were  fifty,  more  or  less. 

To  tell  the  truth  sincerely, 

I  think  it  was  a  score: 

I  couldn't  count  correctly 

Through  the  xeyhole  in  the  door 

She  3a t  down  upon  the  carpet; 

She  rested  gracefully; 

She  pulled  her  spotless  linen 
Above  her  snow-white  Knee. 

And  her  scarlet-colored  garters 
On  either  leg  she  wore; 

It  was  a  lovely  picture 

Through  the  Keyhole  in  the  door 

You  mighty  men  of  science, 

Who  strain  your  eager  eyes, 

Viewing  all  the  planets 
Whirling  in  the  skies, 

You  may  search  the  wide  world  over 
Ten  thousand  times  or  more, 

But  your  telescopes  are  no  thing 
To  the  keyhole  in  the  door* 


THROUGH  THE  KEYHOLE 
(A  version  of  "Keyhole  in  Door") 


We  left  the  party  early, 

I  thin*  at  scarcely  nine, 

Ana  as  good  luc*  v»oula  have  it, 

Her  room  was  next  to  mine. 

A3  eager  as  old  Columbo 
New  regions  to  explore, 

I  too*  a  snug  position 

By  the  xeyhole  in  the  door. 

First  she  too*  off  her  coliar-- 
It  fell  upon  the  floor; 

Ye  Gods!  I  saw  her  stoop  to  get  it 
Through  the  xeyhole  m  the  door; 

Then  came  her  aress  ana  undergarments, 
Fifty  less  or  more-- 

I  coulan' t  count  correctly 

Through  the  xeyhole  m  the  aoori 

Then  she  too*  down  her  tresses 
Of  pretty  golden  hair; 

They  fell  in  torrents 

About  her  shoulders  Dare. 

Then  she  sat  oy  the  fireside, 

Her  tiny  f  ee  t  to  warm , 

With  nothing  but  a  shimmy 

To  conceal  her  naxed  form. 

If  she  would  only  arop  it, 

I  would  as*  no  more— 

Ye  Gods'.  I  seen  her  arop  it 

Through  the  xeyhole  in  the  door'. 

If  I  was  as  strong  as  Samson, 

I'd  brea*  that  aoor  down; 

I'd  have  a  little  booty 

If  I  woxe  up  the  whole  damn  town! 


But  I'm  not  as  strong  as  Samson, 

Ana  I  can  do  no  more 
Than  jack-off  and  take  straight  aim 
Through  the  xeyhole  in  the  aoori 


AN  INCH  ABOVE  YOUR  KNEE 
(Murray  Hale  of  McCammon) 


I  met  her  in  a  ballroom. 

And  I  asked  her  for  a  dance; 
She  could  tell  I  was  a  sailor 
By  the  buttons  on  my  pants. 

My  shoes  were  brightly  polished; 

My  hair  was  neatly  combed. 

I  danced  with  her  all  evening; 

At  night  I  took  her  home. 

And  as  I  left  the  ballroom, 

I  heard  some  old  dame  say: 
•♦There  goes  a  fair  young  maiden 
Who  is  being  led  as tray I  * 

•Twas  at  her  father’s  gateway 
That  she  was  led  astray; 

’Twas  in  her  mother’s  bedroom 
That  she.  was  forced  to  lay. 

I  laid  her  down  30  gently; 

Her  dresses  I  raised  high; 
•♦We'll  do  it  now,  my  Nellie; 
We'll  do  it  now  or  die!" 

I  offered  her  a  silver  necklace; 

I  offered  her  a  golden  pin; 

I  offered  her  a  wooden  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

She  wouldn't  accept  the  necklace 
She  wouldn't  accept  the  pin; 
But  she  did  accept  the  cradle 
To  rock  her  baby  in. 

Now,  all  you  fair  young  maidens, 
Just  take  a  tip  from  me; 

Never  let  a  sailor 

Get  an  inch  above  your  kneel 

He'll  love  you  and  caress  you; 

He'll  promise  to  be  true; 

But  when  he  gets  your  cherry, 
It's  off  to  hell  with  you! 


B. 

An  Inch  Above  Your  Knee 
(Dick  Palfreyman; 

When  I  was  young  and  pretty. 

It  was  ray  chief  delight 

To  go  to  balls  and  dances 

And  stay  out  late  at  night. 

It  was  at  a  ball  I  met  him. 

And  he  asked  me  for  a  dance; 

I  could  tell  he  was  a  sailor 
By  the  buttons  on  his  pants. 

His  shoes  were  neatly  polished. 

His  hair  was  nicely  combed; 

And  when  the  dance  was  over. 

He  asked  to  take  me  home. 

*Twas  in  my  father1 s  hallway 
That  I  was  led  astray; 

'Twas  in  my  mother* s  bedroom 
That  I  was  forced  to  lay. 

He  spread  ray  legs  so  gently; 

He  raised  my  dress  so  high; 

He  said,  "Now,  Mary,  darling. 

You'll  do  it  now — or  die l " 

He  picked  me  up  so  gently; 

He  pulled  my  dress  so  high; 

He  gave  me  such  a  feeling — 

Oh,  I  thought  I  was  going  to  die ! 

"N0w,  if  it  is  a  baby  girl, 

Just  rock  her  on  your  knee; 

But  if  it  is  a  baby  boy. 

Just  send  him  out  to  sea, 

"With  blue  bell-bottom  trousers. 

And  bonnie  eyes  of  blue. 

To  learn  to  screw  the  women 
As  I  have  done  to  you!" 

Now,  you  young  girls  take  warning, 
And  take  a  tip  from  me: 

Never  let  a  sailor  get 

An  Inch  above  your  knee! 

For  if  you  do,  he'll  love  you. 

Love  you  kind  and  true; 

Then,  when  he  picks  your  cherry. 
He'll  say,  "To  hell  with  you!" 


LULU 

(Several  People) 


Oh,  Lulu  went  out  hunting. 

To  kill  herself  a  duck; 

But  along  came  a  farmer, 

And  he  asked  her  lor  a  fuck’ 

Oh,  bang  away  at  Lulu, 

Ban 5  her  oOOd  and  long; 

What  you  going  to  do  for  your  banging 
When  Lulu's  dead  and  &one? 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

It  was  born  at  four  o'clock; 

It  wasn't  like  most  other  boy3-- 
It  didn'  t  have  a  cock'. 

Oh,  bang  away,  etc. 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  had  it  by  a  rock; 

She  couldn't  name. him  Lulu, 

Because  he  had  a  eocki 
Oh,  bang  away,  etc. 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

It  vma  born  on  a  rainy  day; 

She  stopped  his  ass  with  Denver  mud 
And  called  him  Henry  Clay'. 

Oh,  bang  away,  etc. 

Oh,  Lulu  had  a  baby; 

She  called  him  little  Jim; 

She  through  him  in  the  pis spot 
To  teach  him  how  to  swimj 
Oh,  bang  away,  etc. 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  use  vaseline; 

The  poor  girls  they  use  lard; 

But  Lulu  uses  wagondope, 

And  she  bangs  it  twice  as  hard'. 

Oh,  bang  away,  etc. 

Oh,  the  rich  girls  they  wear  diamonds; 

The  poor  girls  they  wear  glass; 

But  the  only  ring  that  Lulu  wears 
Is  airing  around  her  ass'. 

Oh,  bang  away,  etc. 


C0LUE30 

(Larry  Martin) 


Columbo  went  in  haste  to  the  queen 
And  asked  her  for  her  cargo; 

He  said,  "I'm  a  lying  3on-of -a-bi tch 
If  I  don' t  bring  back  Chicago!  " 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights 
He  sailed  the  broad  Atlantic; 

Columbo  knew  if  he  didn't  screw 
He  surely  would  go  frantic J 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  cat, 

And  Kept  it  in  his  cabin; 

He  filled  its  ass  with  axle-grease 
And  started  in  a-jabbin". 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  mate-- 
He  loved  him  liKe  a  brother; 

And  every  night  at  ten  o'clocx 
They  sucked-off  one  another! 

A  one-eyed  maid  appeared  on  the  deck-- 
Columbo  he  pursued  her; 

The  white  of  an  egg  rolled  down  hex  leg 
The  son-of-a-bi tch  had  screwed  her] 

An  Indian  maid  appeared  on  the  shore-- 
In  fact,  she  was  a  beauty; 

Columbo  said  to  all  hi  3  men; 

"Come  on,  we’ll  have  a  little  booty! 

Then  every  man  went  overboard, 

Shedding  coats  and  collars; 

And  in  ten  minutes  by  the  clock, 

She  had  $10,000! 

Columbo  came  in  haste  to  the  queen, 
Because  it  was  his  duty; 

He  gave  her  a  dirty  dose  of  claps — 

He  brought  no  other  booty! 

They  threw  him  in  a  dirty  jail, 

And  left  him  there  to  grumble, 

A  log-chain  tied  to  his  cock  ana  balls- 
So  ended  poor  Columbo! 


Columbo 

(Bill  Nye  of  Pocatello)* 


*Twas  in  II4.92 

When  Columbo  he  departed? 

The  Queen  wept  a  bucket  of  tears. 

But  Columbo  only  farted. 

For  i|2  days  and  \\2  nights 

They  sailed  the  broad  Atlantic? 

For  need  of  a  screw  the  whole  damn  crew 
Was  nearly  driven  frantic. 

One  day  the  skipper  came  on  deck? 

His  prick  stood  like  the  mastpole? 

He  grabbed  the  first-mate  by  the  neck 
And  rammed  it  up  his  ass-hole! 

The  skipper  had  an  ape  named  Jocko, 

And  loved  him  like  a  brother? 

And  every  night  by  the  pale  moon  light 
They  corn-holed  one  another! 

Now,  Columbo  had  a  cabin-boy, 

A  dirty  little  jipper: 

He  lined  his  ass  with  broken  glass. 

And  circumcised  the  skipper! 

A  pretty  maid  came  up  the  hatch? 

Columbo  he  pursued  her? 

The  white -of -an-egg  rolled  down  her  leg? 

The  dirty  dog  had  screwed  her! 

Columbo  had  a  one-eyed  mate. 

And  kept  him  for  a  lover? 

And  every  morn  at  the  crack  of  dawn 
They  sucked  off  one  another! 

Upon  the  shore  they  spied  a  whore. 

And  how  the  men  did  holler! 

And  in  ten  minutes  by  the  clock 

She  had  made  ten  thousand  dollars! 

*«-Thi sis,  of  course ,  Bill  Nye,  Jr,,  now  a  psychiatric 
social  worker  in  New  York  City.  He  had  learned  this 
in  the  Pocatello  schools  and  transmitted  it  to  me 
early  in  the  1950 *s  when  on  a  visit  to  Salt  Lake  City. 


BARNACLE  BILL 
(Dick  Palfreyman) 


••Who's  a-kriocking  at  the  door?" 

Asked  the  little  lair  maiden; 
"Only  me  from  over  the  sea'." 

Cried  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor, 

"I'll  be  down  to  let  you  in'" 

Said  the  little  fair  maiden; 
"Hurry  and  make  up  a  bed  for  two l" 

Cried  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor. 

"What  if  the  sheriff  happens  in?" 

Asked  the  little  fair  maiden ; 
"Just  rape  the  damned  old  fool'." 

Cried  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor. 

"You  may  lie  between  my  legs;" 

Said  the  little  fair  maiden; 
"just  what  I  intended  to  do'." 

Cried  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor, 

"What  if  a  baby  should  be  born?" 

Asked  the  little  fair  maiden; 
"Hang  the  bastard  around  your  neck I  " 
Cried  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor. 

"What's  that  a- trickling  down  my  leg?" 

Asked  the  little  fair  maiden; 
«It*3  only  a  gob  from  off  my  knob;  " 

Cried  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor. 

"When  do  you  intend  to  come  again?" 

Asked  the  little  fair  maiden; 
"Never,  no  more,  you  damned  old  whore; 
Cried  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor. 


THE  JOLLY  SHEPHERD 


There  was  a  jolly  shepherd, 

And  he  lived  upon  a  hill; 

He  went  out  hunting  one  fine  day 
To  see  what  he  could  kill. 

Sing  f al-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  day! 

He  looked  to  the  east  and  then  to  the  west. 
Ana  then  he  took  another  look; 

And  there  he  spied  a  maiden  fair 
A -swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  f al-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  dayl 

He  sneaked  down  through  the  clover 
To  get  a  closer  Iook, 

And  gazed  upon  the  maiden  fair 
A- swimming  in  the  brook. 

Sing  f al-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  dayl 

Said  she,  "Oh,  jolly  shepherd, 

Do  you  want  to  see  some  more?'1 

Then  shaking  out  her  long  black  hair. 

She  gaily  came  ashore. 

Sing  f al-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  dayl 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  a  stack  of  hay; 

Said  she,  "It'd  be  a  pretty  place 
For  you  and  me  to  playl  * 

Sing  f al-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  dayl 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  a  patch  of  clover; 

Said  she,  "It’d  be  a  pretty  place 
For  you  to  roll  me  over!" 

Sing  f al-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  day! 

They  traveled  along  together 

Till  they  came  to  her  father's  house; 

And  then  said  she,  "I’m  a  maiden  within, 

And  youlre  a  fool  withoutl" 

Sing  fal-der-al-dal  der-riddle  all  the  day! 


THE  DENVER  HOME 

(Terrell  Lish  and  Aid. en  Blaedell) 


The  very  first  time  I  was  in  Denver, 

The  very  first  time  1  was  away  from  home, 

I  thought  I'd  take  a  stroll  down  yonder; 

So  I  strolled  into  the  Denver  Home. 

The  minute  I  entered  through  the  doorway, 

A  big  fat  whore  stepped  up  to  me: 

"A  dollar  and  a  half  for  the  first  few 
punches; " 

And  she  slapped  her  ass  upon  my  knee! 1 

A  dollar  and  a  half  was  their  proposition; 

A  dollar  and  a  half,  and  I  pay  no  more.  ■ 

So  she  parked  her  ass  upon  my  knee. 

And  I  felt  like  falling  through  the  floor* 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  doing; 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

I  stepped  to  all  the  balls  and  dances, 

And  scattered  money  all  about. 

All  the  pimps  and  whores  eame  crowding  round 
me — 

I  thought  there  were  a  hundred  and  thirty 
two  -  - 

They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  and  silver; 

They  robbed  me  of  my  gold  watch  too'. 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  doing; 

Little  did  I  care  what  I  was  about; 

But  when  they  robbed  me  of  my  gold  and  silver, 
Then  bloody- murder  I  crieci  out; 

Then  all  the  whores  they  gathered  round  me-- 
I  thought  there  were  a  million  or  more; 

And  you'd  have  shit  your  pants  and  died 
a- laughing, 

To  watch  my  ass  shag  out  that  door'. 


& 
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BUCKAROO 

(George  Goodnough,  KcCammon) 


Oh,  to  hell  with  the  ranch 

And  the  shitty -eyed  cattle; 

If  the  boss  contradicts  me, 

There'll  be  a  bloody  battle1. 

Sing  a  hick- eye  hick  a  buckarool  . 

Oh,  I  went  to  the  farmer, 

And  I  a3ked  him  for  my  roll; 

He  said,  "My  Gawd,  man, 

You're  twenty  in  the  hole'.  » 

Sing  a  hick- eye  hick  a  buckarool 

I  passed  around  the  corner, 

And  I  met  the  farmer' s  daughter; 

I  asked  her  for  a  screw 

For  a  dollar  and  a  quarter; 

Sing  a  hick- eye  hick  a  buckarool 

She  said,  "My  Gawd,  man, 

I'm  a  decent  man' s  daughter; 

And  I  wouldn' t  screw  any  man— 

For  a  dollar  and  a  quarter;" 

Sing  a  hick- eye  hick  a  buckarool 

The  next  time  I  seen  her 

She  was  standing  in  the  door. 

Shoes  and  stockings  off, 

A-dancing  like  a  whore*. 

Sing  a  hick-eye  hide  a  buckarool 

The  next  time  I  seen  her 

She  was  lying  in  the  grass, 

A-holding  of  her  belly 
Like  a  monkey*  s  ass! 

Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 

The  next  time  I  seen  her 

She  was  floating  down  the  stream; 

Her  cunt  was  open  wide  enough 
To  drive  in  a  team; 

Sing  a  hick-eye  hick  a  buckarool 


KOSEBEBRY 

(Obtained  from  Dad, 
who  learned  it  from 
Mah  Davis  of  Ealad, 
about  1900) 


As  I  rode  out  on  Roseberry, 

All  on  a  market  day, 

A-viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid, 

Her  business  going  this  way — 

Her  business  going  to  market 

Were  butter  and  eggs  and  cream. 

And  we  jogged  along  together, 

I  dairy  down  aday  ! 

We  jogged  along  together, 

We  joggdd  side  by  side. 

A-viewing  of  this  pretty  fair  maid, 

Her  garter  came  untied. 

For  fear  that  she  may  lose  them, 

These  words  to  her  I  said, 

"Your  garters  are  hanging  down,  my  dear; 

I  dairy  down  aday  !w 

?0h,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man; 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  free; 

Oh,  will  you  be  so  kind,  young  man, 

As  to  tie  them  up  for  me?*1 
“Yes,  X  will;  that  I  will, 

"When  we  get  to  yonder’s  hill  Jw 
And  we  jogged  along  together, 

I  dairy  down  aday  1 

As  we  arrived  at  yonder’s  hill, 

So  happy  and  so  free; 

As  we  arrived  at  yonder's  hill. 

Such  sights  I  never  have  seen: 

For  she  rolled  up  her  lily-white  clothes, 
And  I  rolled  in  between  J 
And  we  jogged  along  together, 

I  dairy  do?/n  aday  1 

nUow,  since  you  have  your  will  with  me, 

Kind  sir,  tell  me  your  name, 

Likewise  your  occupation 

And  the  city  from  which  you  came  I* 

"Ey  name  ’tis  Johnnie  the  Rover; 

From  Baltimore  city  I  came; 

And  I  live  by  the  side  of  the  ups  and  downs 
I  dairy  down  aday  I 


How,  she  returned  from  market, 

Her  Butter  and  eggs  "being  sold; 
But  the  losing  of  her  maidenhead 
It  made  her  Blood  run  cold. 

"But  it  is  gone:  let  it  go  I 

He's  the  lad  I  love,”  said  she; 
•And  he  lives  By  the  side  of  the  ups 
and  downs, 

I  dairy  down  aday  I* 


OLD  MACLELLAHD 
(Secured,  from  Larry  Martin 
of  Eden,  Idaho, 

Sept.  10,  1932) 


Old  MacLelland  was  a  cowboy 
Of  the  wild  and  wooly  west; 

His  horses  ana  his  toggery 
Were  of  the  very  best. 

He  had  a  pretty  good  education; 

That  is,  he  was  no  fool. 

The  only  fault  MacLelland  had; 

He  was  handy  with  his  tool’ 

MacLelland  left  that  cow-camp; 

• Twas  on  a  Friday  night. 

He  spied  a  pretty  schoolmam 

In  a  schoolhouse  painted  white. 

He  sprang  into  the  atmosphere. 
Stampeded  dogs  and  cats; 

And  he  hit  the  trail  a-rolling 

With  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats. 

He  reined  his  horse  into  the  gate; 

He  said,  ”May  I  come  in? * 

“You  may! ”  said  the  schoolmam 
With  a  kind  of  saucy  grin. 

He  kicked  the  cowshit  from  off  hie 
boots, 

And  straightened  his  cravat; 

And  he  entered  through  the  doorway 
With  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats. 

They  talked  about  the  weather; 

They  talked  of  this  and  that. 

They  kept  a-drif  ting  onward — 

They  knew  not  just  where  at’ 

They  kept  a-drif ting  onward 
Until  he  reached  her  chair, 

And  he  put  the  proposition 

To  the  schoolmam  then  ana  there. 

He  laid  her  on  the  bench — 

The  best  that  he  could  do; 

He  unwrapped  his  coil  from  around  hi 
horn 

And  opened  his  hondooi 


Then  bringing  forth  his  roller, 

He  stabbed  her  in  the  fat; 

He  stopped  the  wind  from  blowing 

Through  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats* 

He  said,  "I've  diddled  maids  and 
maidens. 

And  negro  wenches,  and  all  that; 
But  the  best  I  ever  tackled 

Was  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats*" 

Come,  all  you  jolly  rounders. 

And  listen  to  my  song: 

Keep  old  John  Henry  in  his  chaps, 

And  keep  him  fogging  on I 

And  if  he  gets  unruly. 

Just  fan  him  with  jour  hat! 
Remember  old  MacLelland 

And  the  schoolmam  on  the  flats! 


I 


THE  BOflMY  BROWN  HARE 
(From  Bobby  Grant  of  Eden) 


One  morning  in  April, 

At  the  dawn  of  the  day, 

Wi th  my  gun  on  my  shoulder, 

To  the  woods  I  did  stray. 

I  met  a  fair  maiden. 

Whose  cheeks  were  of  rose, 

Whose  hair  hung  in  ringlets. 

And  whose  eyes  black  as  coal. 

I  asked  the  fair  maiden, 

"Oh,  maiden  so  fair. 

Could  you  tell  me,  oh,  where,  oh,  where 
Could  I  find  the  brown  hare?" 

She  answered  me  slowly; 

She  answered  me  low, 

"Beneath  my  white  petty 

The  brown  hair  doth  grow! " 

I  laid  her  down  gently 

Beneath  the  shade  of  a  tree, 

And  I  cocked  my  big  rifle 
Above  her  white  knee! 

She  swooned  and  she  fainted; 

Her  color  all  fled. 

I  stooped  and  I  kissed  her, 

For  I  thought  she  were  dead. 

Then  she  opened  her  eyes 
Gently  ana  said; 

"Your  aim  is  so  true,  Sir, 

Your  bullets  so  fair— 

Won*  t  you  fire  once  more 
At  my  bonny  brown  hair? " 

"Oh,  no,  my  fair  maiden; 

My  powder  is  spent. 

My  bullets  are  gone, 

And  my  ramrod  is  bent; 

And  I  cannot  fire  on! 

"But  meet  me  tomorrow 

Beneath  the  shade  of  the  tree; 

And  if  the  weather  proves  fair, 

I'll  fire  once  more 
At  your  bonny  brown  hair! " 

(Probably  an  imperfect  version.) 


I  JUST  COULSN* T 
(Phenoi  Deschamps,  Mai ad) 

I  wandered  down  the  street, 

And  I  knocked  at  every  door; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn’t  find  a  whorei 

At  last  I  found  a  whore-- 

She  was  sitting  on  a  rock; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn' t  find  my  cook! 

At  last  I  found  my  cock 

in  the  center  of  my  hand; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn't  make  it  stand'. 

At  last  I  made  it  stand 
As  stiff  as  any  pin; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn't  get  it  ini 

At  last  I  got  it  in 

And  wiggled  it  about; 

To  save  my  life  from  hell,  boys, 

I  couldn't  get  it  out! 

At  last  I  got  it  out, 

All  mattery  and  sore; 

To  save  your  life  from  hell,  boys, 
Never  fuck  a  whorei 


RING  DANG  DOO 


A. 

(Larry  Martin) 


Ring  dang  doo — what  is  that, 

AH  black  and  hairy  like  a  pussycat? 

Got  hair  all  around,  and  split  in  two; 
That’s  what  we  call  a  ring  dang  doo! 

A  black-eyed  maiden,  pretty  and  stout, 
■Moved  into  town  and  hung  her  shingle  out; 
"Come,  all  you  men,  come  one,  come  two, 

And  take  a  crack  at  my  ring  dang  doo!” 

I  read  the  sign  and  decided  to  try, 

To  see  if  I  could  qualify; 

For  she  liked  them  long  and  powerful  too, 
When  they  came  for  a  crack  at  her  ring 
dang  doo! 

She  took  me  down  to  her  house; 

We  slipped  in  like  a  little  mouse; 

We  barred  the  doors  and  the  windows  too, 
That  I  might  play  with  her  ring  dang  doo.’ 

She  took  me  down  to  her  cellar; 

She  called  me  a  damned  nice  feller; 

She  gave  me  wine  and  whisicey  too, 

That  I  might  play  with  her  ring  dang  doo! 

The  ring  dang  doo  is  a  wonderful  thing; 

The  poor  man  gets  it,  as  well  as  the  king; 
All  black  and  hairy,  .split  in  two-- 
That  is  the  way  with  a  ring  dang  doo! 

The  ring  dang  doo  is  a  curious  thing; 

It  3ui ts  the  poor,  as  well  as  the  king; 
From  sixteen  up  to  seventy- two, 

They  all  try  a  rattle  at  the  ring  dang  doo 


(George  Goodnough) 


Down  on  the  farm. 
Where  I  met  sue, 

I  used  to  play  with 
Her  ring  dang  doo! 


She  moved  to  town 

And  became  a  whore; 

And  she  painted  a  sign  and 
Put  above  her  door! 

*.Come  all  you  young, 

And' you  old  ones  too — 

Come,  take  a  pop  at 
My  ring  dang  do oik 

I  took  one  pop 

At  her  ring  dang  doo, 

And  that  is  why 
I  sing  to  you! 

My  cock  has  rotted 

Through  and  through 

Since  I  took  that  pop  at 
Her  ring  dang  doo’ 


C. 

(phenoi  Deschamps) 


Down  on  the  farm, 

Where  I  first  met  Sue, 

I  used  to  play  with 
Her  ring  dang  doo’ 

Her  father  came, 

And  her  mother  too, 

And  caught  me  playing 

With  her  ring  dang  doo! 

«0h,  mother.  Oh,  mother, 
I’m  not  to  blame; 

When  you  were  young, 

You  did  the  samel 

"You  left  your  home, 

Ana  your  country  too, 

And  followed  dad  with 
Your  ring  dang  doo! 

"Oh,  father,  Oh,  father, 

I ’m  no t  to  blame; 

When  you  were  young, 

You  did  the  3ameJ 


•You  left  your  home, 

And  your  country  too, 

To  diddle  ma  with 

Your  ring  dang  aoo;rt 

*0h,  daughter.  Oh,  daughter. 
For  shame,  for  shame; 

When  you  are  old, 

You* 11  regret  the  samel 

«*But  since  you*  re  a  whore. 
And. a  good  one  too, 

Maxe  him  pay  two  dollars 
For  your  ring  dang  dooi" 


THE  LITTLE  MAB1HE 
(A  version  of  "Parlez  Vous") 


Oh,  Mademoiselle  of  Armen tier, 

Paries  vous'. 

Oh,  Mademoiselle  of  Armentier, 
parlez  vous* 

Oh,  Mademoiselle  of  Armentier, 

She  hadn*t  been  fucked  for  forty  years: 
Hinkey  dinkey,  parlez  vous! 

Oh,  Madam,  have  you  a  daughter  fair, 

With  maiden  tits  and  golden  hair? 

Oh,  yes,  I  have  a  daughter  fair, 

With  maiden  tits 'and  golden  hair: 

Up  the  stairs  and  into  bed, 

That's  where  I  broke  her  maidenhead! 

The  first  three  night3  all  went  well, 

And  then  my  pecker  began  to  swell! 

The  first  three  months  all. went  well, 

And  then  her  belly  began  to  swell* 

Nine  months  were  up;  she  gave  a  grunt; 

The  Little  Marine  came  out  of  her  cunti 

The  Little  Marine  he  grew  to  be  big; 

His  grandmother  caught  him  frigging  .a  pigi 

The  Little  Marine  he  grew  and  grew, 

And  now  he's  fucking  the  ladies  too! 

The  Little  Marine  he  went  to  France 
To  make  the  Germans  shit  their  pants. 

The  generals  stay  behind  the  lines. 

And  fuck  the  women  and  drinK  the  wines'. 

The  Little  Marine  he  lay  in  the  trench. 
Screwing  his  nuts  with  a  monkey wrench! 

The  Little  Marine  went  over  the  toj) 

To  make  the  Kaiser  suck  his  cock! 

The  Little  Marine  he  went  to  hell; 

And  he  told  the  devil  to  juijip  in  the  well! 


The  Little  Marine 


AH  INDIAN  MAID 

(Ben  Edwards  and  phenol  Deschamps) 


I  once  knew  an  Indian  maid 
Who  was  very  very  much  afraid 
That  some  buckaroo 
Would  sticic  it  up  her  slough 
While  she  lay  sleeping  in  the  shade. 

She  took  her  little  brown  hand 
And  filled  it  full  of  sand; 

And  then  she  knew 
That  no  buckaroo 

Would  monkey  with  the  promised -land. 

But  one  buckaroo  got  wise. 

And  he  shoved  it  between  her  thighs; 
With  an  old  gum-boot 
On  the  end  of  his  root, 

He  opened  Redwing's  eyes. 

And  then  to  her  areat  surprise, 

Her  belly  began  to  rise; 

And  then  she  icnew 
That  3ome  buckaroo 
Had  diddled  between  her  thigh3.' 


(Sung  to  the  second  half  of  the  tune-- 
not  the  chorus,  however--of  «'Redwings" . ) 


CPU  SIN  KELLIE 

(Jack  Harkness,  McCammon,  1932) 


I  met  my  cousin  Nellie 

In  the  shade  of  the  linden  tree; 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly, 

And  her  hair  waved  in  the  breeze. 

It  was  great  to  sit  beside  her 
With  the  cooling  3hade  above; 

She  whispered,  "Cousin  Harry, 

Please  show  me  how  to  love*" 

I  tore  her  silken  wrapper 

Off  her  throbbing  breasts; 

And  to  warm  her  cooling  passions. 
Those  big  red  lips  I  pressed. 

I  took  my  hand  so  gently 

And  reached  between  her  thighs; 

And  I  found  the  sweet  cool  spot 
Where  true  love  lies. 

I  took  my  prong  so  gently, 

Ana  I  placed  it  in  her  hand; 

She  steered  it  straight  to  heaven — 
She  needed  no  command! 

Now  scarcely  a  day  goes  by 
But  Nellie  comes  to  me 

And  settles  down  beside  me 

In  the  shade  of  the  linden  tree’ 


3. 

£&  gain  Nellie 
(phenoi  Deschamps,  Malad) 


I  often  sat  with  Nellie 

In  the  shade  of  the  linden  trees; 

Her  hair  was  combed  down  smoothly 
And  waved  gently  in  the  breeze. 

I  often  sat  with  Nellie 

When  the  skies  were  blue  above; 

And  often  she  would  whisper, 

"Please  teach  me  how  to  love! " 

Then  lying  down  beside  her. 

Put  my  hand  between  her  thighs; 

X  reached  that  cool  and  shady  spot 
Where  true  love  often  lies. 

Then  climoing  on  my  Nellie, 

. ..  I . gave  her  one  big  shove; 

And  then  she  whispered  to  me, 

"My  Sod,  that  must  be  love’ " 


OLD  AUNT  SALLIE 


One  dark  night, 

When  the  neighbors  were  in  bed, 
did  Aunt  Sallie 

Sneaked  out  into  the  shed; 

Her  beau  pushed  her  over 

Among  the  straw  and  said: 

"There'll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town 
tonight,  my  baby!" 

The  first  three  months 
— She  liked  it  very  well; 

The  second  three  months 

Her  belly  began  to  swell; 

The  third  three  months 

And  her  kid  began  to  yell;  - 
Wfhere'll  be  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town 
tonight!" 


THE  WASHERWOMAN 
(Rufus  Toponce,  Ogden) 


Two  men  and  a  mule 
Were  taking  a  stroll 

Down  a  country  lane  one  day, 

When  what  should  they  spy  but  a 
nigger  wench, 

A- washing  the  airt  away! 

Two  men  and  a  mule 
They  stood  on  a  xnoll 

By  a  country  stream  one  day, 

To  watch  a  ni^er  wench  at  her  tub, 

A.- washing  the  dirt  away! 

Two  men  and  a  mule 
Decided  to  fool 

With  the  nigger  wench  that  day; 
They  asked  her  price,  but  she  didn't 
reply-- 

She  was  washing  the  dirt  away' 

Two  men  and  a  mule 

Took  turns  with  their  tools 

On  the  nigger  wench  that  day; 

They  threw  up  her  dress  and  took  a 
crack  at  her  ass 
As  she  washed  the  dirt  away'. 

Two  men  and  a  mule 
Pumped  away  like  fools 

On  the  ni&aer  wench  that  day; 

And  when  they  were  through  they  asked 
the  price-- 

For  they  were  willing  to  pay! 

Two  men  and  a  mule 
Were  very  much  fooled 

By  the  nigger  wench  that  day: 

"Just  gimme  the  name  of  that  la,3t 
ge ' 1 eman , 

And  I'll  not  take  yo'  pay'." 


OP  ALL  THE  -BEASTS 
(Learned  at  Grade  school) 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  coy/ — 

I»d  stand  upon  my  two  hind  legs 
And  show  the  old  bull  howl 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  bull-- 
I’d  stand  upon  my  two  hind  legs 
Ana  fill  the  old  cow  full'. 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I « d-  rather  be  the  auck-- 
I ' d  swim  around  upon  the  pond 
And  i'uck  and  fuck  and  fuck’ 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I’d  rather  be  the  dog-- 
I'd  lift  my  hind-leg  in  the  air 
And  piss  on  every  log'. 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  r-oam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  cab¬ 
l'd  shit  in  every  pile  of  dirt 
And  smooth  the  place  out  flat'. 

Of'  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  fish-- 
I'd  swim  around  beneath  the  ice 
And  watch  the  skaters  piss'. 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  goat-- 
I'd  steal  my  master's  underwear 
And  cram  them  down  my  throat! 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  whale — 

I'd  swim  the  whole  world  over 
To  find  a  piece  of  tail'. 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  ream  the  fields, 
I'd  rather  be  the  oird-- 
I'd  light  upon  some  woman's  hat 
Ana  shit  a  juicy  tirdi 


Of  all  the  leasts  that  roam  the  fields 
I’d  rather  be  the  buck — 

I’d  climb  upon  the  old  ewe's  back 
And  show  her  how  to  fucki 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields 
I'd  rather  be  the  mare-- 
I’d  back  right  up  ana  lift  my  tail 
To  show  the  old  stud  where! 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields 
I’d  rather  be  the  hen-- 
I'd  snuggle  down  and  spread  my  wings 
To  show  the  old  cock  when’ 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields 
I’d  rather  be  the  sow-- 
I'd  stretch  my  belly  on  the  grass 
To  show  the  old  boar  how'. 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  fields 
I'd  rather  be  the  skunk-- 
I’d  piss  on  every  passer-by 
To  show  him  how  I  stunk! 

Of  all  the  beasts  that  roam  the  field, 
I'd  rather  be  the  man- - 
I'd  always  get  it  oftener 

Than  the  other  animals  can'.'. 


I. 

LATE  BALLAD  ElflDS 


1.  THE  SLUM  SONG 

(Terrell  Lish,  McCarnmon,  Idaho) 

When  you  pull  up  by  the  campfire 
In  the  evening  with  your  chum, 

There’ a  no  thing  to  do  the  business,  boys, 
Like  a  good  barrel  of  slum! 

Yo  ho!  for  the  mulligan  slum,  boys, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-ia; 

It  sticks  to  all  of  your  ribs,  boys, 
Tra-la-la-la-la-ia l 

Throw  in  a  hunk  of  bacon,  boys, 

Potatoes  cold  or  hot, 

Some  rice  and  bread;  whatever  you  have, 
Just  chuck  her  in  the  pot’ 

Yo  ho',  etc. 

I  walked  into  a  restaurant,  boys; 

It  was  a  nifty  place; 

A  greasy  waiter  came  up  to  me 
With  whiskers  on  his  face! 

Yo  ho’  etc. 

He  says,  "What  will  you  have,  Sir?** 

I  says,  "Just  keep  it  mum, 

But  tell  your  cook  to  stir  me  up 
A  couple  of  barrels  of  slum!*' 

Yo  ho  ’.  e  tc , 

Some  rice  and  bread--whatever  you  have-- 
A  hunk  of  meat  or  a  plum; 

Just  season  it  well  wi th  castor  oil, 

And  you  have  a  bully  slum’ 

Yo  ho '.  etc. 


2.  SAM  BASS 

(Ben  Inf anger,  McCarnmon,  Idaho) 

Sam  Bass  was  born  out  in  Indiana-- 
That  was  his  native  home; 

And  at  the  age  of  seventeen  young, 
Sam  began  to  roam. 


He  first  went  out  to  Texas, 

A  cowboy  for  to  be; 

And.  a.  more  tender-hearted  fellow 
You  hardly  ever  see. 

He  used  to  coin  the  money. 

And  you  bet  he  spent  it  free; 

He  always  drank  good  whiskey 
Wherever  he  chanced  to  be. 

Sam  once  dealt  in  race-stock-- 
She  wa3  called  the  Dalton  Mare; 
Matched  her  at  the  scrub  races 
And  took  her  to  the  fair. 

Sam  left  the  Dalton  ranch 
In  the  merry  month  of  May 
With  a  herd  of  Texas  cattle, 

The  Black  Hills  for  to  see. 

Sold  out  in  CU3ter  City, 

And  then  got  on  a  spree; 

And  a  tougher  set  of  cowboys 
You  hardly  ever  see. 

On  their  way  back  to  Texas, 

They  robbed  the  U.P.  train. 

Then  split  up  in  couples, 

And  started  out  again. 


Sam  was  hiding  in  the  bushes, 

A! trying  to  get  away; 

Tom  borrowed  Sam's  good  gold, 

And  then  he  refused  to  pay. 

Sam  Bass,  as  well  as  his  pardner, 

Was  overtaken  soon; 

Ana  with  all  their  hard  cash-money, 
They  had  to  meet  their  doom. 

They  were  carried  to  the  city, 

And  there  locked  up  in  jail; 

With  all  their  gold  and  silver, 

They  couldn't  get  out  on  bail. 

It  was  on  a  Sunday  morning, 

They  v^ere  hanged  at  break  of  day; 

And  that  was  the  end  of  young  Sam  Ba. 
There's  nothing  uiore  to  say'. 


3.  DEINK  HER  DOWN 

(Donald  Nelson,  McCammon,  Idaho) 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  one; 

We  had  a  drink  of  one; 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  one, 

And  we’re  having  a  helluva  lot  of  fun* 

Drink  her  down;  drink  her  down;  drink  her  down'. 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  two,  etc., 

And  we're  on  a  helluva  stew*. 

Drink  her  down;  drink  her  down;  drink  her  down! 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  three,  etc.. 

Ana  we're  on  a  helluva  spree! 

Drink  her  down;  drink  her  down;  drink  her  down! 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  four,  etc., 

And  we're  rolling  on  the  floor! 

Drink  her  down;  drink  her  down;  drink  her  down! 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  five,  etc.. 

And  we're  more  dead  than  alive! 

Drink  her  down;  drink  her  down;  drink  her  down*. 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  sire,  etc., 

And  we' re  in  a  helluva  fix! 

Drink  her  down;  drink  her  down;  drink  her  down! 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  seven,  etc., 

And  we're  on  our  way  to  heaven*. 

Drink  her  down;  arink  her  down;  drink  her  down! 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  eight,  etc.. 

And  we  staggered  out  the  gate'. 

Drink  her  down;  arink  her  down;  drink  her  aowni 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  nine,  etc., 

And  we're  carousing  down  the  line! 

Drink  her  down;  drink  her  down;  drink  her  down! 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  ten; 

We  had  a  drink  of  ten; 

Oh,  we  had  a  drink  of  ten, 

Ana  they  locked  us  in  a  pen'. 

Drink  her  down;  drink  her  down;  drink  her  down*. 


4.  MIDNIGHT  OH  THE  OCEAN 

(Anna  Liljenquist,  McCammon,  Idaho) 

It  was  midnight  on  the  ocean; 

Not  a  streetcar  -was  in  sight; 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly, 

And  it  rained  ail  day  that  night. 

It  was  a  winter  day  in  summer; 

The  sky  was  raining  glass; 

And  a  barefoot  boy  with  shoes  on 
Stood  sitting  on  the  grass. 

It  was  evening,  and  the  rising  sun 
Was  setting  in  the  west; 

The  little  fishes  in  the  trees 
Were  huddled  in  their  nest. 

The  rain  wa3  pouring  down  in  drops; 
The  moon  was  shining  bright; 

And  everything  that  you  could  see 
Was  hidden  out  of  sight. 

While  the  organ  pealed  potatoes. 
Lard  was  rendered  by  the  choir; 
While  the  sexton  rang  the  dishrag, 
Someone  set  the  church  on  fire. 

“Holy  smoke'."  the  preacher  shouted, 
As  he  somehow  lo3t  his  hair; 

How  hi 8  head  resembles  heaven, 

For  there  is  no  parting  there. 


5.  THE  OLD  TIMER 

(Terrell  Lish,  McCammon,  Idaho) 

The  old  timer  sat  in  the  grandstand  there 
With  dung  on  his  boots  and  weeds  in 
his  hair; 

And  he  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
"She'll  win  in  a  walk,  by  Jesus J " 

The  race  was  olf;  his  favorite  third 
She  worked  up  to  second,  then  slipped  on 
a  tird, 

Fell  in  the  ditch  and  broxe  her  neck; 

And  the  old  timer  shouted, 

"She  ain't  in  it,  by  Jesus  1" 


n. 


HUMOROUS  JIRGLES  PICKED  UP  AT  RANDOM 


1.  The  first  the  worst; 

The  second  the  same; 

The  last  the  best 

Of  all  the  game I 

2.  Sticks  and  stones 

.  Might  break  my  bones, 

But  words  will  never  hurt  me'. 

3.  Eeny-meeny-  rainy -mo. 

Catch  a  nigGer  oy  the  toe; 

If  he  squeals,  let  him  go  — 
Eeny-meeny-miny-mo 1 

4.  I  have  a  little  pony, 

And  his  name  is  Jack, 

With  a  big  pot  belly 
And  a  crack  in  his  back! 

5.  A  rich  man,  a  poor  man, 

A  beg&ar  man,  a  thief; 

A  doctor,  a  lawyer, 

A  merchant,  a  chief* 

6.  Bye,  baby  Bun tin — 

Papal s  gone  a- huntin' 

To  find  a  little  rabbit  skin 
To  wrap  baby  Bun  tin  in'. 

7.  Mother,  may  I  go  m  to  swim? 

Ye3,  my  darling  daughter; 

Rang  your  clothes  on  a  hickory  limb, 
But  don' t  go  near  tne  water'. 

8.  Goody,  goody,  gout, 

Your  shirt-tail' s  out; 

Goody,  goody,  gin, 

You'd  better  put  it  in! 

9.  Goosey,  goosey,  gander, 

Where  do  you  wander? 

Upstairs,  downstairs, 

And  in  the  lady’s  chamber! 

10.  Bing  dong  dell, 

Pussy's  in  the  well; 

Ding  dong  ben, 
pull  her  out  again! 


11.  Peter,  Peter,  pumpkin  eater, 

Had.  a  wife  and  couldn't  keep  her; 

He  put  her  in  a  pumpkin  shell, 

And  there  he  kept  her  very  well1, 

12.  Jack  Spratt  could  eat  no  fat; 

His  wife  could  eat  no  lean; 

And  so  between  the  two  of  them, 

They  licked  the  platter  clean! 

13.  Old  Dan  Tucicer  was  a  fine  young  man: 

He  washed  his  face  in  a  frying-pan, 

He  combed  his  hair  with  a  wagon-wheel. 

And  he  died  with  the  toothache  in  his  heel! 

14.  Oh,  I  love  you  much,  I  love  you  mighty; 

I  love  your  pajamas  next  to  my  nightie. 

Dow  don't  get  excited  and  don't  turn  red, 

For  I  mean  on  the  clothesline  and  not  in  bed' 

15.  The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 

Eating  peanuts  by  the  peck; 

His  father  calied--he  could  not  go, 

Because  his  belly  hurt  him  so! 

16.  He  3aid  her  teeth  were  lime  the  stars 
That  twinkle  in  the  skies  so  bright; 

He  did  not  know  that  like  the  3 tars 
Her  teeth  came  out  at  xiighti 

17.  As  they  skated  they  gazed  at  the  stars; 

They  counted  a  million  or  more; 

Then  their  feet  went  up,  and  they  observed 
Some  they  had  not  seen  before! 

18.  How  do  you  do,  Mr,  Doodle,  how  do  you  do? 

Is  there  anything  that  I  can  do  for  you? 
How's  the  whiskers  ah' your  chin, 

Growing  out  or  growing  in? 

How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Doodle,  how  do  you  do? 

19.  My  mother  and  your  mother 
Were  out  hanging  clothes; 

My  mother  gave  your  mother 
A  swat  in  the  nose! 

Did  it  hurt?  Well,  I  guess  ; 

And  my  mother  is  the  best! 

20.  Amen — brother  Ben 

Shot  a  aoose  and  killed  a  hen! 


21.  Two  little  froes 
Were  3itting  on  a  log, 

Crying  for  oreaci  and  out  ter; 

They  cried  till  the  tears 
Ran  down  their  ears, 

And  then  jumped  into  the  gutter! 

22.  It  may  be  so. 

But  I  don' t  know-- 
It  seems  so  doggone  queer; 

I  want  to  tell  you  once  for  all 
That  your  hot-air  won' t  go  here! 

23.  I'll  tell  you  a  story 
Of  Jack  and  Morey — 

Mow  my  story's  begun;  ; 

I'll  tell  you  another 
Of  Jack  and  his  brother — 

How  my  story  is  done! 

24.  Adam  and  Eve  and  Finch-me 

Went  down  to  the  river  to  bathe; 

Adam  and  Eve  got  drowned, 

And  whom  do  you  think  got  saved? 

Finch-mel  ( And  they  do '.  ) 

25.  There  was  a  little  nigger. 

And  he  wouldn't  6et  no  -bi6ger; 

So  they  put  him  in  a  wild-west  snow. 

He  jumped  through  the  winder, 

And  he  broke  his  .Little  finger-- 

And  he  couldnl  t  play  the  banjo  any  more.' 

26.  Hey  iddledy  diddle, 

The  cat  and  the  fiddle; 

The  cow  jumped  over  the  moon; 

The  little  dog  laughed  to  see  such  sport 
As  the  dish  run  awqy  with  the  spoon! 

27.  Gock-a-doodle-do , 

Mother's  lost  her  shoe; 

Father's  lost  his  fiddlesticks 
And. doesn’t  know  what  to  do! 

28.  What  are  young  ooys  made  out  of? 

Snakes  and  snails,  and  puppy-dog's  tails- 
That' s  what  young  boys  are  made  out  of. 
What  are  young  girls  maae  out  of? 

Sugar  and  spice,  and  everything  nice — 
That's  what  young  girls  are  made  out  of! 


29.  One,  I  love; 

Two,  I  love; 

Three,  I' love,  I  3ay; 

Four,  I  love  with  all  my  heart; 

Ana  five,  I  cast  away; 

Six,  he  love3; 

Seven,  she  loves; 

Eight,  they  Doth  love; 

Mine,  they  tarry; 

Ten,  they  court; 

Eleven,  they  quarrel; 

Ana  twelve,  they  marry’ 

30.  - is  mad, 

And  I  am  glad; 

And  I  Know  what  to  please  her; 

A  bottle  of  ink  to  make  her  stink, ' 

And  three  little  niggers  to  squeeze  herl 

31.  The  woodpecker  stuck  his  head. 

In  the  blue jay’s  hole; 

The  blue jay  said* 

*GrOl  darn  your  soul, 

Take  it  out,  take  it  out,  take  it  out!  " 

32.  Little  fishes  in  the  brook; 

Papa  catch  them  on  a  hook; 

Mama  fry  them . in  a  pan- 

Ana  ------  eat  them  like  a  man’ 

33.  What  goes  up 
Must  come  down, 

Right  on  top 

Of - ’a  crown’ 

34.  Good  night; 

Sleep  tight; 

Don’t  let  the  booger-boos  bite! 

35.  How  much  wood  would  a  woodchuck  chuck 
If  a  woodchuck  would  chuck  wood? 

As  much  dew  as  a  dew-crop  drop 
If  a  dew-drop  do  drop  dew! 

36.  Ring  around  the  rosey, 

A  pocket  full  of  posies; 

The  last  one  down 

Has  to  tell  hi 3  sweetie! 


37.  My  mother  killed  me; 

My  father  ate  me; 

My  sister  picked  my  bones, 

And  hid  them  under  the  grinding-stonei 

38*  Nobody  loves  me; 

Everybody  hates  me; 

I'm  going;  to  the  garden  to  eat  worms; 

Little  short  ana  slimy  ones, 

Big  ana  fat  and  juicy  ones-- 
Oozy-oozy-oozy-oozy-oo  l 

39.  I  took  my  girl  to  the  circus, 

The  circus  for  to  see; 

But  she  got  stuck  on  a  circusman 
And  wouldn’t  come  home  with  mel 

40.  A  little  old  man  went  riding  by. 

Said  I  to  him;  "Your  horse  will  die’” 

•If  he  dies  I'll  tan  his  skin; 

And  if  he  lives  I'll  riae  him  again, 

And  ride  him  again  and  again  and  a&ain, 

And  ride  him  again  and  again!" 

41.  My  old  beau  has  left  me, 

Has  left  me  all  alone;  - 

He's  sadly  mistaken  if  he  thinks  I  shall  mourn 
For  the  boys  tney  are  plenty, 

And  better  far  than  he. 

And  I  can  get  another  if  he's  gone  back  on  mel 

42.  It  was  a  fine  day  in  September, 

Last  October  in  July; 

The  moon  lay  thick  upon  the  ground, 

And  the  mud  shone  m  the  sky; 

The  flowers  were  singing  sweetly, 

And  the  birds  were  in  full  bloom- - 
So  I  went  down  in  the  cellar 
To  sw eep  an  upstairs  room! 

The  time  wa3  Tuesday  morning 
On  Wednesday  just  at  night; 

I  saw  a  thousand  miles  away 
A  house  just  out  of  sight; 

The  walls  projected  backward, 

And  the  front  was  rouxia  the  back; 

It  stood  ai-one  with  others, 

And  the  fence  was  whitewashed  black; 

It  was  midnight  ana  the  setting  sun 
Stood  rising  in  the  night; 

And  everything  that  I  could  see 
W%s  just  out  of  my  sight'. 


43.  The  monxey  fell  out  of  bed;  ^ 

He  fell  on  the  elephant's  head; 

The  elephant  sneezed 
And  fell  on  his  knees. 

And  what  became  oi  the  monxey? 

44.  Smarty,  smarty, 

Thought  you  had  a  party; 

But  all  that  came  was  a  oie  fat  darkie! 

45.  Beneath  the  cru3t  of  the  old  apple  pie, 

There  is  something  for  both  you  and  I; 

It  may  be  a  pin  that  the  cook  has  dropped  in. 
Or  a  package  of  black  diamond  dye; 

It  may  be  an  old  rusty  nail. 

Or  a  piece  of  the  pussy-cat's  tail — ■ 

But  whatever  it  oe,  there  is  something  for  me 
Beneath  the  crust  of  the  oxd  apple  pie'. 

46.  Climb  the  rod. 

And  go  to  God; 

Bing  the  bell, 

And  go  to  hell I 

47.  Eeny-meeny-miny-mee, 

Catch  that  nigger  behind  that  tree; 

He  stole  money,  and  I  stole  none  — 

Put  him  in  the  lock-up  just  for  fun! 

48.  Rainy,  rainy,  raster, 

Rain  a  little  faster; 

Rainy,  rainy,  rower, 

.Rain  a  little  slower! 

49.  Charlie,  barley,  butter  and  rye. 

Kissed  the  girls  and  made  them  cry! 

50.  The  farmer  in  the  dell, 

The  farmer  in  the  dell, 

Heigh-ho  the  aairy-o, 

The  farmer  in  the  neil! 

The  farmer  takes  a  wife,  etc. 

The  wife  takes  a  child,  etc. 

The  child  taxes  a  dog,  etc. 

The  dog  takes  a  cat,  etc. 

The  cat  taxes  a  mouse,  etc. 

The  mouse  taxes  the  cheese,  etc. 


VULGAR  STANZAS  LEARNED  FROM  CHILDREN 


1.  Mrs.  Wooden  made  a  puddin’ 

On  a  Sunday  day; 

Mr.  Martin  came  a-fartin' — 

Blew  it  ail  away’ 

2.  A  monkey  and  a  baboon 
Were  sitting  on  the  grass; 

The  monxey  3 tuck  his  finder 
Up  the  baboon’s  ass; 

The  baooon  said,  "Goa  damn  your  soul, 

Keep  your  dirty  finger  out  of  my  as3  hole 

3.  There  was  a  little  bird, 

And  he  shit  a  little  tira. 

And  he  flew  over. into  the  garden; 

And  he  stretched  his  iittie  neck, 

And  he  shit  about  a  peck, 

And  then  he  flew  across  the  river  Jordani 

4,  The  he-cat  sat  on  the  ‘high  ooard  fence; 
The  she-cat  sat  on  the  ground. 

The  tom  made  a  pass  at  the  pussycat's  ass 
And  the  world  went  around  and  around^ 

5,  Charlie,  barley,  buckwheat  straw, 

Twenty  pinches  is  the  law; 

Pinch  me  now,  pinch  me  then, 
pinch  me  when  I  fart  again. 

Upshag,  downshag,  kick,,  cuff,  or  box; 
Long-eye  pull,  or  pinches,  or  taps? 

6,  Father  went  a-hunting 
To.  shoot  himself  a  bear; 

He  shot  him  in  the  ass  hole 
And  didn't  touch  a  hare’ 

7 ,  When  a  man  gets  old, 

His  pecker  grows  cold, 

And  the  end  of  his  pecxer  turns  blue; 

When  he  tries  to  diddle,  J 

It  bends  in  the  middle- - 
Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you? 

8.  I’ve  got  the  shanker3 
And  the  blueualls  too; 

The  shankers  don’ t  hurt. 

But 'the  blueball3  do’ 


S,  I've  got  a  girl  in  Indiana; 

She  can  handle  my  big  banana; 

She  can  whistle,  she  can  dance, 

She's  got  whisicer3  in  her  pan  tail 

10.  There  was  an  old  woman  from  France, 

Who  boarded  a  train  by  chance; 

The  engineer  fueled  her, 

And  so  did  the  conductor, 

And  the  brakeman  jacked-off  in  his  pants l 

11.,  There  was  a  young  man  from  Chinee 
Who  went  in  the  alley  to  pee: 

"Mine  golly,  mine  sissy, 

My  cock  it  no  pissyi 
I  thinka-so  maybe  clapeel « 

12.  Some  come  here  to  sit  and  tnink, 

And  others  come  here  to  shit  and  stinK; 

But  I  come  here  to  play  with  my  dink! 

13.  I  wish  I  had  a.  load  of  brick 
To  build  my  chimney  higher. 

To  keep  the  girls  around  the  town 
From  pissing  in  my  fire’ 

14.  Old  Balaky  Karaicy  had  out  one  stone; 

The  hair  on  his  ass  was  a  strawuerry  roan! 
Old  Balaky  the  butcher  had  but  one  nut; 

He  fucked  his  grandmother  and  had  to  be  cut 
He  went  away  and  came  back  in  the  fall, 
Married  to  a  woman  with  no  pussy  at  all! 

15.  There  was  an  old  woman  from  Wheeling, 

Who  had  a  peculiar  feeling; 

She  lay  on  her  back, 

And  opened  her  crack, 

And  pissed  all  over  the  ceiling! 

16.  Here's  to  the  girl  of  South  Bend, 

Who  always  used  a  fountainpen; 

One  day  the  cork  went  wild, 

And  now  she' s  nursing  a  negro  child! 

17.  Ham  and  eggs  between  your  legs, 

A  little  bit  of  gravy; 

Your  xtachine  and  my  machine 
Can  make  a  little  baby! 


18.  Mama,  mama,  what  is  that. 

Sticks  out  on  papa  like  a  oaseuall  bat? 

Shut  your  mouth,  you  dirty  orat — 

That’s  what  keeps  your  mama  fat’ 

19.  Poor  old  Robinson  Crusoe’ 

There  wasn’t  much  he  could  do,  so 

He  sat  on  a  rock 

And  played  with  his  cock’ 

Poor  old  Robinson  Crusoe! 

20.  By  the  bar,  by  the  bar, 

Where  I  smoked  my  first  cigar 

And  the'  dollars  in  my  pockets  rolled  away-- 
It  was  there  that  oy  chance 
I  slipped  it  m  her  pants, 

And  now  she’s  in  a  family  way! 

21.  May  the  bleeding  piles  torment  you, 

Ana  corns  adorn  your  feet, 

And  the  itching  crabs  oy  millions 
Crawl  out  on  your  bails  and  eat; 

And  when  you  are  old  and  a  syphilitic  wreck 
May  you  fall  through  your  ass-hole 
And  break,  your  fucking  neck.’ 

22.  Oh,  won' t  you  come  over  to  my  shithouse? 
It’s  nice  and  shady  there; 

The  wind  blows  up  around  your  as,s 
And  tickles  your  curly  haifj 

23.  When  I  was  young  and  in  my  prime, 

I  used  to  jack-off  all  the  time; 

But  now  I’m  old  and  got  more  sense-- 
I  use  a  knothole  in  the  fence! 

24.  The  country  girl  is  the  girl  for  me; 

You  can  lay  her  on  the  grass. 

Lift  up  her  lily-white  petticoats 
And  tickle  her  on  the  ass'. 

25.  I  wouldn't  marry  old  Joe's  girl, 

And  I'll  tell  you  the  reason  why; 

She  blows  her  nose  in  the  cornoreaa  dough 
And  calls  it  custard  pie! 

26.  Sally  went  down  a  new-cut  road, 

And  I  went  down  behind  her; 

She  stooped  over  to  tie  her  shoe, 

And  then  I  saw  her  hinder! 


27.  I  asiced  a  little  nigger 
To  let  me  frig  her: 

She  said;  *Wait  till  the  hole  grows  bigger. 
I  waited  till  the  hole  got  bigger, 

And  in  about  nine  mouths  she  had  a  little 
nigger* 

28.  There  was  an  old  woman  who  lived  by  a  creek 
She  watched  the  little  ooys  play  with  their 
Marbles  and  toys  in  the  springtime  of  yore; 
Along  came  a  lady  who  looked  like  a — 

Decent  young  lady;  she  lay  on  the  grass, 

And  when  she  turned  over,  you  could  see  her 
Shoes  and  stockings-- they  fit  liKe  a  duck; 
She  said  she  was  learning  a  new  way  to  — 

Sew  and  knit; 

The  boys  in  the  uarnyard  are  picking  up— 
The  contents  of  the  barnyard; 

And  if  this  isn’t  poetry,  it*s  horses-—, 
by  Godi 

29.  Ask  your  mother  for  a  bar  of  soap, 

To  watch  the  monkey  climb  the  rope; 

He  climbed  so  fast  he  skinnea  his-  — 

Ask  your  mother  for  fifty  cents, 

To  watch  the  elephant  jump  the  fence; 

‘  He  jumped,  so  high  he  split  the  sky, 

■  I  And  he  didn' t  come  back  till  the  Fourth  of 
July*. 

Now  ladies  and  gentlemen  that  can’t  swim, 
Please  climb  onto  the  high  seats. 

For  the  elephant  is  going  to — - 
Peanuts,  fifteen  cents  a  sack*. 

30.  Listen,  listen— 

The  cat* s  a-pissin* J 
Where,  where? 

Under  the  chair; 

Run,  run  and  get  the  gun’ 

Never  mind,  it’s  all  done’ 

31.  I  hosed  her  in  my  dreams; 

I  listened  to  her  screams; 

When  I  awoke,  the  bed  was  soaked, 

For  I  had  hosed  her  in  my  dreams! 

32.  There  was  an  old  woman  from  Connecticut, 

Who  was  good  looking  from  face  to  butt; 

She  was  a  shithouse  poet, 

Had  brains  and  yet  didn’t  know  it! 


33.  Half -past  one; 

The  fun  is  just  oe&un; 

Half -past  two: 

The  fun  is  nearly  through; 

Half-past  three; 

They  just  went  out  to  pee; 

Half -past  four; 

They  like  it  more  ana  more; 

Half ~pa3t  five; 

The  xid  is  now  alive; 

Half -past  six; 

She's  taxing  all  his  pricx; 

Half -past  seven; 

She  thinks  she  is  in  heaven; 

Half-past  eight; 

The  doctor's  at  the  ©ate; 

Half-past  nine; 

Again  they're  going  iine; 

Half -past  ten; 

- He's  got  it  in  again; 

Half -past  eleven; 

They  think  they  ai e  in  heaven ; 

Half -past  twelve; 

•  They're  tireder  than  hell '. 

34.  When  I  was  in  Chicago, 

I  worked  in  a  department  store; 

I  worked  in  a  hosiery  department-- 
I  did,  but  I  don't  any  more’ 

A  lady  came  in  and  asked  for  some  garters 
I  asked  her.  what  xind  she  wore;  ■ 

She  pulled  up  her  dress  and  said,  "Rubber 
I  aid,  but  I  don't  any  morel 


35.  The  dog's  delight  is  to  bark  and  bite. 
The  little  bird's  to  sing; 

But  the  only  thing  a  fly  can  do 
Is  to  shit  on  everything! 

He  flies  about  from  place  to  place 
And  never  rests  a  bit. 

Unless  it  is  a  moment 

When  he  stops  to  take  a  shit'. 

In  every  corner  that  you  look. 

You'll  find  the  little  fly; 

The  only  thing  that  he  can  do 
Is  shit  and  shit  and  shit  and  shit  and 
3hit  until  he  die3'. 


IV. 

A  TYPICAL  CASE  OF  FOLK  ORIGIN 

(illustrating  a  Widespread.  Use  of  Clever  Fictitious  Titles) 


1.  The  Popular  Man,  by  Nerlie  Allcock. 

2.  Birth  Control,  by  Yonna  Syringe. 

3.  The  Great  Unwashed,  by  I.  Suekerof. 

4.  At  the  Stroke  of  Twelve,  by  John  Henry  Bent. 

5.  A  Wildcat1 s  Revenge,  by  Claude  Balls. 

6.  Too  Much  Pun,  by  Asoor  Back. 

7.  The  Art  of  Love,  by  Paul  R.  Pantsof. 

8.  The  Easiest,  way,  by  Lee  N.  Back. 

9 .  The  Dawn  of  Love ,  by  Tuchercrack. 

10.  Nothing  Doing,  by  lva  Woodcock. 

11. -  Cream  in  the  Bed,  by  Mr.  Completely. 

12.  The  Ruptured  Chinaman,  by  Wun  Hung  Lo. 

13.  The  Discontented  wile,  by  Owen  Lee  Onceaweek. 

14.  The  Yellow  Stream,  by  p.  A.,  Little. 

15.  The  Anxious  Moment,  by  Pugh  Gumming. 

16.  The  Great  Rubber  Failure,  by  lva  Child. 

17.  The  Favorite  Snot,  by  Herr  Bottom. 

18.  The  Booster1^  Mistake,  by  Rhoda  Duck. 

19.  Ooen  to  the  Public,  by  Emma  Whore. 

20.  The  Childless,  by  U.  B.  Baron. 

21.  The  Shepherd1  s  Delight,  by  a.  Rain  shot  tom. 

22.  The  Planner's  Woe,  by  Mr.  period. 

23.  The  Halt  in  the  Des'crt,  by  Wanna  Play. 

24.  How  to  Reduce  a  Eat  woman,  by  Ryder  Haggard. 

25.  The  Ideal  Husband,  by  peter  Everhard. 

26.  The  Open  Kimono,  by  Seymour  Hair. 

27.  The  Contented  liiie,  by  peter  B.  Long. 

28.  The  Dairy  Maid,  by  Lotta  Bull. 

29.  The  Passionate  Brute,  by  Rina  Night. 

30.  The  African  Maid,  by  Erasmus  B.  Black, 

51.  -The  Elat  Tire,  by  Kennot  Raisabone. 

32.  The  Happy  Honeymoon,  by  Maud  Fitzgerald. 

33.  The  Golden  Arch,  by  I .  p.  Standing. 

34.  The  Soot  on  the  Wall,  by  Who  Flung  Dung. 

35.  The  Chambermaid's  Duty,  by  Carrie  P.  Daily. 

36.  Safety  First,  by  Mary  Widows. 

37 .  The  Musical  Fruit,  by  Lettie  Poops. 

38.  The  Chance  of  a  Lifetime,  by  Haver  Knickersof. 

39.  The  Great  Midnight  Tragedy,  by. Lucy  Bowles. 

40.  Dangerous  Days,  by  Pastor  Period. 

41.  The  Red  Flag,  by  Uflo  Freely, 

42.  The  Passionate  Lover,  by  E.  Bitter  Titof. 

43.  Crashing  Through,  oy  Buster  Maidenhead. 

44.  Marriage  at  Ninety,  by  Kennie  Dido.Ie. 

45.  The  Covered  Manhole,  by  Kotex. 

46.  A  Sensation,  by  Jackof. 

47.  The  Maiden* s  Delight,  by  Harry  Co cken calls. 

48 .  What  Every  Man  Knows,  by  Howto  Jackof. 

49.  The  Maiden's  Precaution,  by  Carrie  Fishkin. 

50.  Inexperi encea ,  by  Otto  Finaahore. 


CQMMEKTARIES 

(Contributors  and  Their  Contributions) 


A  TABLE  Of'  COMMENTS  OH  CONTRIBUTORS 


The  following  comments  axe  given  to  the  devel¬ 
opment  of  three  special  topics;  (1)  a  list  of 
the  contributions  made  by  each  individual 
named;  (2)  identification  of  the  person  con¬ 
cerned,  consisting  of  a  statement  of  his  oc¬ 
cupation,  age,  place  of  residence,  origins, 
and  associations  with  the  author;  and  (3)  a 
brief  character  sketch,  made  up  of  general  re¬ 
marks  on  topics  that,  from  the  author’s  point 
of  view,  seem  to  be  a  worth-while  contribution 
to  a  clear  understanding  of  the  work  as  a 
whole.  In  all  cases  the  first  two  items  are 
fully  developed;  however,  the  author  has  in¬ 
serted  the  character  sketch  only  in  such  in¬ 
stances  as  he  has  felt  tne  need  of  additional 
remarks. 


1.  Blasdell,  Alaen.--  1.  Version  B.  of  "Lehi 
Valley”;  all  but  stanzas  3  and  6  of  “Den¬ 
ver  IHome”;  all  but  1,  4,  and  5  of  “Lulu”; 
stanzas  2  and  4  of  “Ball  of  Yarn”.  2.  Dri¬ 
ver  of  milk-wagon;  21  years  of  age;  now 
living  with  father,  R.  A.  Blasdell,  &t  Ma- 
lad,  Route  1;  has  always  lived  there,  ex¬ 
cept  for  two  years  of  military  service  in 
the  Philippines;  formerly  a  tag-along  for 
his  brother,  Verrell  Blasdell,  and  myself. 

2.  Blasdell.  Verrell.--  1.  Stanzas  1  ana  5 
of  “Ball  of  Yarn”;  the  last  stanza  of  the 
second  version  of  “Keyhole  in  Door”. 

2.  Formerly  a  farmer  at  Burley,  but  now  in 
LaGrande,  Oregon,  with  his  wife's  folks; 
about  26;  originally  lived  at  Malad,  with 
only  a  term  of  military  service  in  the 
Phillipine3;  my  nearest  neighbor  and  clos¬ 
est  friend  from  infancy  until  I  went  away 
to  college,  although  he  dropped  school  his 
Freshman  year  in  high  school. 

3.  Bullock,  Claude.--  1.  Stanzas  1,  2,  5,  ana 
6  of  “Boston  Burglar".  2.  A  very  trouble¬ 
some  Freshman  in  the  McCammon  High  School; 
lives  at  Ready vi lie,  a  nearby  town,  with 
his  parents;  not  a  member  of  my  classes. 


4.  Bush.  Lester.--  1.  "Daniel  in  lion's  Den"; 
first  version  of  "One-Eyed  Riley";  "Crust 
of  Old.  Apple  Pie";  "Alimony";  "In  Bombay". 

2.  Either  a  lumoerman  or  a  workman  in  some 
construction  camp  somewhere  in  Washington 
or  Oregon;  about  27;  former  home  in  Malad, 
where  his  father  is  a. farmer,  and  where  he 
went  to  high  school  with  me;  has  spent  much 
time  in  mining  camps,  chiefly  in  Utah,  where 
he  learned  the  above  songs  from  the  labor¬ 
ers;  my  room-mate  at  the  Southern  Branch 
for  one  year.  3,  In  school  he  was  always 

a  delinquent  ana  rebel.  He  and  his  friends 
spent  their  time  drinking  and  chasing  wild 
women  ,  defying  authority  by  secretly  hav¬ 
ing  girls  visit  their  rooms  in  the  dormi¬ 
tory  and  by  sending  vile  anonymous  letters 
and  parcels  to  teachers  they  disliked.  Eor 
bad  conduct  they  faced  the  Discipline  Com¬ 
mittee  several  times.  He  himself  was  taking 
up  civil  engineering;  but  due  to  failures 
he  had  to  spend  three  years  to  graduate  from 
the  Southern  Branch,  a  two-year  school, 

5.  Colton.  Roscoe. —  1.  "A  Stovepipe  Episode". 

2.  Now  a  poultryman  residing  in  Malad,  but 
formerly,  for  short  intervals,  held  various 
jobs  in  California;  about  30;  born  in  Malad, 
where  he  lived  with  his  family,  Ms  father 
being  for  some  time  postmaster  there;  con¬ 
nected  to  my  family  permanently,  it  seems, 
in  view  of  the  fact  that  he  married  my  sis¬ 
ter  several  years  ago  and  now  has  a  family 
of  two  boys. 

6.  Davis.  Niah. —  1.  "Roseberry";  "An  Inch 

above  Your  Knee".  2.  Spent  most  of  his  life, 
except  for  a  short  term  in  college  at  Logan, 
where  he  met  Ms  future  wife,  in  Malad,  now 
having  been  dead  for  about  ten  years;  hi3 
father  was  wealthy,  ovming  considerable  land, 
but  Niah  lost  nearly  everything  through  poor 
farming,  poor  investments,  and  drunkenness; 
in  boyhood  he  was  my  father' s  best  chum,  arid 
the  two  were  always  close  friends.  3.  He 
was  a  great  lover  of  songs,  which  he  could 
remember  at  one  hearing;  but  he  could  never 
carry  a  tune.  Death  came  to  Mm  with  great 
agony  as  the  result  of  wood-alcohol  drunk  in 
an  after-prohibition  Christmas  party. 


7.  Deschamps ,  John.  --  1.  '‘Sorry”;  "Oley  Oleson”; 
•Whiskers  on  Chin”;  •winding  on  Train”;  first 
three  stanzas  of  "Waixing".  2.  Named  alter 
Washington,  on  whose  oirthaay  he  was  born,  Mr. 
Deschamps  is  a  miaale-aged  farmer  ol  French 
descent;  still  living  at  Maiad,  Route  1,  where 
born  and  reared;  for  the  last  twenty  years  has 
oeen  one  of  my  father's  nearest  neighbors.  3. 

In  his  youth  he  was  the  gayest  ana  wittiest 
man  of  the  community,  very  fond  of  funny  3cugs 
and  stories,  a  great  many  of  which  he  still  re¬ 
members.  A  e>euerous-mmaed  ana  comical  fel¬ 
low,  now  sunn  in  poverty  due  to  love  of  display; 
always  somewhat  unpleasant  because  of  an  incli¬ 
nation  to  be  a  scandal -monger. 

8.  Deschamps .  Hello . —  1.  "Boy  Friend”;  "Pain  and 

Sorrow”.  2.  The  nineteen-year-old  son  of  John 
Deschamps,  with  whom  he  is  still  living;  one  of 
tagging  and  bird-s teaiin&  pests  during  my  early 
years;-  cares  for  little  except  western-stories, 
cigarettes,  and  whiskey. 

9.  Deschamps ,  phenol.—  1.  "Yippie-Yay";  "Little 
Tinker”;  "I  Just  Couldn't”;  stanzas  4  ana  5  of 
"Lulu”;  "Try  It  Again”;  "The  Little  Fly”;  third 
version  of _ "Ring  Pang  Poo”;  second  version  of 
“Cousin  Nellie”;  second  two  stanzas  of  "Indian 
Maid".  2.  Two  years  older  than  his  brother 
Nello,  and  also  still  living  at  home;  wild  when 
he  can  get  the  money,  as  shown  by  several  ex¬ 
pensive  wrecks  in  his  father's  car,  the  result 
of  wild  women  and  whiskey;  has  never  been  able 
to  get  anywhere  in  school,  because  antagonistic 
to  the  teachers  ana  downright  rebellious. 

10.  Edwards,  Ben.--  1.  First  two  stanzas  of  "Indian 

Maid” ;  "Two  Goats”;  "Dickie  and  Murphy” .  2.  A 

nico tine- s tunted  high-school  graduate,  too  poor 
to  go  on  to  college  but  having  inflated  ideas 

of  His  dramatic  abilities;  living  with  father, 
Charlie  Edwards,  the  McCammon  postmaster;  now 
employed  as  a  garage  mechanic;  was  for  two  years 
one  of  my  students  and  a  good  debater. 

11.  Mwaras,  Pave.—  1.  Chorus  and  last  stanza  of 

"talking” .  2,  A  farmer  and  distant  neighbor  at 

Maiad;  now  midale-a^ed,  has  lost  most  of  his  in¬ 
heritance  through  dr inning  and  philandering. 


12.  ffhrnfelt.  Melba.--  1.  "Young  Johnnie  Doyle"; 
"Oregon  Gypsy  Girl".  2.  A  pretty  and.  attrac¬ 
tive  hi gh- school  Junior  at  McCammon,  one  of 
the  best  in  her  class;  now  living,  wi  th  her 
grandmother,  her  mother  being  in  the  insane 
asylum  after  an  illicit  elopement  and  her 
father  being  remarried. 

13.  Grant.  Bobbie.--  1.  "Two  Tomcats'*;  "Bonnie 
Brown  liare'*.  '2.  Famous  in  his  own  community, 
where  he  works  on  his  father's  farm,  as  a 
small- town  baseball  pitcher — with  prospects; 
born  and  reared  at  Eden,  where  he  graduated 
from  high  school,  poverty  preventing  a  con¬ 
tinuance  of  his  education;  overbearing  and 

’surly  in  disposition — a  typical  spoiled 
child;  now  married  and  feeling  the  restraint. 

14.  Grant.  Mrs.  Frank  (Clara  SobbeK —  1.  The 

first  four  stanzas  of  "Bryajc  .OLynn" .  2.  An 

attractive  ana  in  every  way  excellent  woman, 
the  martyr  to  poverty,  an  unwise  marriage, 
and  the  tyranny  of  her  children;  born  and 
reared  in  St,  Louis,  where  she  married  Prank 
Grant,  then  a  milkman;  she  and  her  family 
moved  to  Idaho  in  1914. 

15.  grant,  Frame. —  1.  "Monxey  and  Elephant”; 

"Gum".  2.  An  Eden  farmer,  fifty- two  years 
of  age,  living  near  my  father-in-law,  A.  G. 
Varnes;  a  back-biter  of  very  caustic  propen¬ 
sities,  ana  also  an  authority  on  ail  sub- 
jects--a  bit  too  free  with  his  advice. 

16.  Goo  enough.  George.--  1.  "Buckaroo  '* ;  second 
version  of  "Bing  Dang  Doo";  first  stanza  of 
"Lulu”;  two  fragments  of  "Alimony'*  given  in 
the  Addenda.  2.  A  dramatically  inclined 
McCammon  high-school  Senior,  falling  far 
short  of  his  own  estimation  of  himself;  of 
German  descent  but  burn  and  reared  here. 

17.  Hale,  Murray.--  1.  First  version,  of  "An 
Inch  above  Knee";  stanzas  3  and  8  of  "Ball 
of  Yarn".  2.  A  cigarette-poisoned  McCammon 
high- school  Junior,  well-behaved  when  by 
himself  but  too  easily  influenced  rebels 
against  authority  aha  petty  thieves;  a  na¬ 
tive  of  the  place,  living  with  his  father, 

a  railroad  engineer. 
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.  Hall.  Lucille.--  1.  "Mary  Jane".  2.  A 
M&h-school  Sophomore,  pretty  but  rather 
we ak  and.  colorless  in  personality.  • 

19.  Hanson.  Abraham  Stephen.--  1.  "Andy  Bar¬ 

deen".  2*.  A  professional  sheepheraer  with 
whom  my  lather  spent  a  season  on  the  range, 
long  ago  when  grand! a the r  Larson  took  up 
sheepraising,  all  too  unsuccessfully ,  as  a 
sideline.  • 

20.  Harkness.  Jack.--  1.  First  version  of  "Cou¬ 
sin  Nellie";  first  version  of  "Lehi  Valley ". 
2.  A  high-school  Senior  making  a  come-bacm 
after  a  few  years  af  absexice;  22  years  of 
a&e;  born  in  McCammon  but  a  resident  of 
other  places  as  well,  especially  Los  Angeles, 
where  his  mother  ana  other  relatives  live 
most  of  the  time;  his  father  is  credited 
with  laying  out  ana  founding  McCammon,  most 
of  which  he  owned  before  his  death;  the 
widow  and  children,  however,  have  squan¬ 
dered  most  of  the  estate'. 

21.  Haskell.  Lon.--  1.  "Sing  Anything".  2.  A 
Basalt  farmer  for  whom  Uncle  Andie  worked 
many  years  ago  and  from  whom  he  learned  the 
song  "Sing  Anything? 

22.  Henson.  Kenneth.--  1.  Last  stanza  of  "Bryan 
O' Lynn".  2.  A  shy  but  intelligent  Sophomore, 
living  in  McCammon  with  his  parents,  engaged 
in  farming, 

23.  Heward,  Leifeh. —  1.  "Old  Aunt  Sallie".  2. 

A  back- biting  and  hypocri tica.1  cousin  of 
mine  whom  I  hated  as  a  child  because  of  the 
trouble  he  involved  m©  in  with  his  lies;  he 
was  killed  years  ago  in  a  runaway,  having  a 
basket-raCiC  of  hay  turn  over  on  Mm. 

24.  Ilium,  Carl.--  1,  "Sallie  in  Garden";  "In 
Our  BaCit  Yard";  "Hasn't  Done  AnytMng". 

2.  A  midale-a^ed  farmer,  born  ana  reared  in 
Malad,  who,  being  aiscontentea,  sola  out  and 
went  to  Ogden  to  better  his  condition,  only 
to  lose  everything.  $.  One  of  the  wild  row¬ 
dies  my  father  used  to  chum  with;  always  a 
comedian,  and  a  great  lover  of  son^s. 


25.  Ilium.  Gilbert.—*  1.  Stanzas  6  and  7  of 
“Ball  of  Yarn";  "Little  Marine";  once  sang 
me  "Keyhole  in  Door".  2.  A  clownish  fel¬ 
low  of  about  30,  the  brother  of  Carl  ana 
one  of  about  twenty  children,  their  father 
having  had  lour  wives  consecutively ;  once 
a  native  and  resident  of  Malad,  where  he 
rented  farms,  but  now  a  miner  somewhere  in 
Nevada. 

26.  Tnfam-er.  Ben.--  1.  "Three  Men";  "Sam  Bas3"; 

stanzas  3,  4,  7.,  8,  arid  9  of  "Boston  Burg¬ 
lar";  second  version  of  "Yippi e-Yay " .  2. 

One  of  the  smartest  and  best-behaved  Seniors 
in  KcCammon  High  School,  living  here  with  his 
parents,  who  are  farmers;  his  father  was 
formerly  a  pioneer  freighter,  and  he  heard 
many  of  the  old  ballads  sung  and  composed. 

27.  Jolley.  Virgil.--  1.  "One-Eyed  Riley",  the 
second 'Version.  2,  A  grade-school  student 
whose  father  runs  a  garage  in  McCammon. 

28.  Kvselka.  Carl.--  1.  Acquainted  me  with  many 
of  the  now  current  fictitious  booic  titles 
several  years  ago.  2.  His  father  being  a 
United  States  marshal,  Carl  has  been  trans¬ 
ferred  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the 
other;  he  stayed  at  the  same  house  as  I  at 
the  Southern  Branch,  alon^  with  Lester  Bush; 
at  present  he  holds  some  governmental  job, 
possibly  a  clerkship,  at  Washington,  D.C. 

3.  Like  Bush,  Carl  was  a  drinker  and  woman- 
chaser,  x>rone  to  boast  of  his  exploits  ana 
conquests;  his  chief  diversion  was  siphoning 
gasoline  for  his  car  and  stealing  automobile 
tires  on  dark  nights  to  sell  at  second-hand 
stores  for  cash. 

29.  Larsen,  LaVon.--  1.  "Charlie’s  Fate";  "Lov¬ 
er’s  Life".  2.  A  hi&h-school  Junior  at  Mc¬ 
Cammon,  given  to  some  importance  because  his 
father,  one  of  the  local  farmers,  is  a  trus¬ 
tee;  a  smart  but  lazy  student. 

30 .  Larson,  Mrs.  Leff  (Josephine  Talbot).-- 

1.  "My  Old  Beau";  "To  the  Circus";  "Grinding 
Stone";  "Little  Nigger";  "One- Armed  Soldier"; 
"A  Soldier’s  Revenue" ; “Charming  Kate";  "My 
Own  True  Love";  "Chashaw";  "Preacher  and  Bear" 


"Mother  Bogue";  "Two  Crows";  '‘Adorable  Til¬ 
da".  2.  Mother  is  47,  just  20  years  older 
than  I;  she  now  lives,  ana  has  for  over  28 
years,  at  Malad,  Route  1.  3.  In  her  child¬ 

hood  mother  knew  no  permanent  home;  her  own 
mother  died  early,  leaving  four  small,  hall- 
starved  infants;  Grandfather  Talbot,  soon 
marrying  again  and  bringing  home  a  cruel 
and  unsympathetic  ste^-mother,  from  then  to 
the  time  of  his  death  led  a  wandering  and 
poverty-stricken  life,  settling  nowhere  for 
long,  carrying  his  hungry,  ragged  family, 
which  rapidly  grew  to  aoout  eighteen,  from 
one  place  to  another.  He  was  a  charming 
man,  irresistible  to  the  women,  gifted  with 
personality  and  great  musical  ability;  but 
he  lacked  strength  of  character.  After  many 
hardships,  earning  her  own  living  from  the 
a&e  of  fourteen,  mother  married  my  father 
ana  settled  down  to  live  in  Malad;  her 
trouoles  had  not  come  to  air  end,  however, 
for  she  had  yet  to  face  many  years  of  secret 
but  none  the  less  cruel,  persecution  at  the 
hands  of  her  sisters-ixi-iaw.  Today,  when 
she  at  last  has  her  much-deserved  indepen¬ 
dence  and  is  provided  for,  excessive  obesity 
along  with  father's  determination  not  to  go 
or  take  her  anywhere,  keeps  her  at  home, 
lonely  and  unsatisfi ea.  The  advent  of  a 
pair  of  babies  in  my  sister' s  household,  al¬ 
though  taxing  mo ther ' s  strength  to  the  ut¬ 
most,  is  perhaps  a  blessing  in  disguise, 
giving  her  a  new  lease  on  life,  something 
to  live  for.  , 

31.  Larson.  Leff.--  1.  "Donaerbeck" ;  "Andy  Bar¬ 
deen";  "Roseberry";  "jolly  Shepherd";  "Tum¬ 
ble  Lynn";  "Long  to  Be  Single  Again";  "Mac- 
Gin  tey".  2.  Bather  was  born  and,  except  for 
.  a  few  short  trips — one  to  Canada,  three  to 
California,  ana  one  to  Oregon--has  lived  in 
Malad  all  his  life;  he  is  an  industrious  ana 
economical  farmer,  now  living  in  peace  on 
the  property  he  has  worked  so  hard  all  his 
fifty-four  years  to  acquire.  My  grand¬ 

father,  father' s  father,  was  born  and  spent 
his  first  eighteen  years  in  Denmark;  he 
served  in  the  Union  Army  curing  the  Civil 
War,  afterwards  coming  west  wi th  the  Mormon 
immigrants,  marrying,  aria  settling  in  Malad. 
He  was  a  great  reader  of  Napoleonic  history, 
a  drunkard,  and  a.  hard  task-master  to  his 
boys. 


32.  Larson.  Mrs.  Kenneth  (Ruth  Varnes).— 

1,  "Clementine";  "B.V.D*.  s";  "Styles".  2. 

My  wife,  the  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A. 

G.  Varnes,  was  born  at  Patricks burg,  Indiana, 
a  town  into  which  her  father,  a  civil  en¬ 
gineer  graduated  from  the  University  of  Il¬ 
linois,  helped  to  build  the  first  railroad. 

Her  father’s  profession  caused  her  to  be 
moved  about  from  place  to  place  until  she 
was  seven--in  Kansas,  Missouri,  ana  Arkansas-- 
at  which  time  her  parents  came  to  Idaho  and 
settled  on  a  farm  in  Eden.  We  met  at  the 
Southern  Branch,  Pocatello,  and  were  married 
the  following  summer,  the  year  of  1928.  Since 
then  we  have  spent  our  time  going  to  college, 
graduating  from  the  University  ol  Idaho  in 
1930,  and  in  teaching  school  at  MeCammon. 

This  article  is  being  written  Feb.  5,  1933. 

33.  Lewis,  Ellis.--  1.  "Barnacle  Bill"  — con¬ 
tributed  slightly  to  this  son&.  2.  A  high- 
school  Senior' at  MeCammon,  a  quiet  student, 
the  son  of  a  local  farmer. 

34.  Li3h,  Roderick. —  1.  Stanzas  12  and  14  of 

"Little  Marine",  2.  A  half- si  zed  MeCammon 
student,  rnemoer  of  the  Sophomore  class;  lives 
with  his  uncle’s  wife's  mother,  a  Mrs.  Thorn- 
ley,  who  adopted  him  and  his  brother  Terrell 
at  the  death  of  their  mother;  their  father  is 
now  living  at  Montpelier. 

35.  Lish.  Terrell L  "Slum  Song";  "Kimono"; 

"Inch  Above  Knee";  stanzaa  3  and  6  of  "Den¬ 
ver  Home".  2.  A  rnemoer  of  the  Senior  class, 
rather  arrogant  and  a  disciplinary  problem. 

36.  Madsen,  Leonard.--  1.  "Damned  Runt",  first 
version.  2.  The  son  of  a  prosperous  Malad 
farmer,  with  whom  he  cannot  agree,  he  has 
worked  his  own  way  throu^n  the  Southern 
Branch  and  is  now  accountant  for  the  Utah 
Power  ana  Li6ht  Co.  at  Malad;  a  cripple  and 
much  deformed  from  a  case  oi  infantile  par¬ 
alysis,  but  very  powerful  in  the  shoulders 
and  a  cruel  bully  to  cover  his  defect;  I 
roomed  with  him  a  short  time  at  the  South¬ 
ern  Branch,  where  I ‘became  familiar  with  his 
arrogance  and  finally  moved  out  because  I 
could  not  stand  his  tobacco  smoxe. 


37.  Mar lev.  Elmer..-  1.  "Lowland  Low".  2. 

The  son  of  a  farmer  near  BlaC-tcfoot,  he 
prefers  to  stay  with  his  Grandmother  ana 
go  to  high  school,  where  he  is  a  senior, 
at  McCammon;  as  a  student  ne  is  somewhat 
playful;  claims  to  be  a  direct  descendant 
of  a  former  powerful  Idaho  Indian  chief. 

38.  Martin.  Larry.--  1.  "An. Apple  Tree";  "Hi 
Reo  Dandy  01”;  first  version  of  "Ring  Dang 
Doo";  "Alphabet  of  Life";  ABalaicy  Karaky"; 
"Columbo";  "Keyhole  in  Door",  both  vers¬ 
ions;  "Old  Made xland"  ;  "Sheepherder", 
second  version;  "Damnea  Runt",  second  vers¬ 
ion;  a  version  of  "Mary  Jane",  partly  quo¬ 
ted  in  the  Ada  end  a:  "Pistol  .Packing  Papa"; 
"Man  who  Rode  Mule";  "Bum  Song";  "I  Don’t 
Any  More".  2.  Born  in  Missouri  about  22 
years  ago,  Larry  Martin  came  west  to  Idaho 
with  his  parents  to  seek  land  about  ISIS; 
he  married  young,  before  finishing  high 
school  at  Eden,  and  is  now  running  a 
rented  farm  in  that  neighborhood;  although 
dissipated  and  a  heavy  drinker,  he  is  an 
ambitious  young  fellow;  he  is  fond  of  and 

a  collector  of  songs  and  ballads  of  all 
kinds . 

39.  Mellor.  Lawrence.--  1.  "Swimming  Song"; 
'slight  contribution  to  "Barnacle  Bill". 

2.  One  of  the  best  Senior  students  of  the 
McGammon  High  School;  the  son  of  a  railroad 
sectionhand,  he  peddles  papers  to  help 
maintain  himself',  the  family  being  large. 

40.  Peterson,  Ivan.--  1.  First  version  of  "The 
Sheepherder".  2.  Born  and  reared  at  Malad, 
where  he  took  up  sheepherding  on  graduating 
from  grade- school;  I  have  lost  traCK  of  him 
but  believe  he  is  somewhere  in  Montana. 

41.  Nelson,  Donald.--  1.  "Fictitious  Titles"; 
"Drink  Her  Down".  2.  A  dumb  Swede  in  the 
Junior  class,  the.  son  of  a  local  farmer. 

42.  Paif re.yman,  Richard _  1.  "Jailer's  Song"; 

"John  Taylor";  "Above  Your  Knee",  second 
version;  the  greater  part  of  "Barnacle  Bill". 
2.  An  extraordinarily  loud  and  contrary 
Dane,  mexnoer  of  the  Senior  class  and  son 

of  one  of  our  McCammon  farmers. 


43.  Smith.  Timrnie.--  1.  "Oh,  How  He  Lied";  a 
version  of  "Mary  Jane". (not  inserted). 

2.  The  son  of  a  widow  living  in  Malaa, 

Route  1;  went  first  to  grade-school  with 
me  at  St.  John  ana  later  to  Mai ad  High 
School;  was  taken  out  of  school  during 
his  Junior  year  because  of  a  scandal, 
and  soon  went  to  worm- 'in  Kress*  s  Store 
ait  Salt  Lai e;  he  is  now  manager  of  a 
Kress  Store  somewhere  in  Southern  Idaho. 

44.  Talbot.  Andie.--  1.  "Sing  Anything"; 

"Parrot  Song";  "Wedding  party",  2.  My 
uncle  man ied  money  at  Mai aci,  ■  where  he 
still  lives,  and  at  present  is  rising  to 
a  position  of  honor  ana  trust  in  the 
government  of  the  Mormon  Church;  hi 3 
childhood  v/as  much  liise  mother's;  at 
present  he  has  only  eight  children,  hav¬ 
ing  lost  two  by  death,  but  chances  are 
that  he  will  follow  the  old  Talbot  and 
Mormon  custom  ana  not  stop  short  of 
twenty. 

45 .  Tal bo  t .  Mrs .  Andi e . - -  1.  "When  I  Was 

Single".  2.  Formerly  Miriam  Talbot,  my 
uncle' 3  wife  has  reason  to  regret  her 
early  marriage--or  should  I  have  said 
eight  reasons?  The  contribution  she  has 
made  represents  her  case  very  well.  Her 
father,  once  a  Mormon  Bishop,  had  the  hon¬ 
or  as  serving  the  state  once  as  Represen¬ 
tative;  he  is  now  crazy- — it  runs  in  the 
family — having  lost  his  wife  throuch  a 
lingering  case  of  incurable  cancer  and  all 
his  property  through  the  aelinquenci es  of 
his  son  Louis,  a  spoiled  and  thoroughly 
pamper-ruined  child. 

46.  Talbot.  Stephen  Barton.--  1.  "Parrot  Sona«; 
"Charming  Kate";  "Chashaw";  "Mother  Boaue'»; 
"Two  Crows".  2.  Grandfather  Talbot,  of 
whom  I  have  already  spoken,  was  a  very  Kind 
and  lovable  man,  inclined  to  take  advantage 
of  his  children,  but  perfectly  harmless  to 
everybody.  He  loved  children  find  was  a 
great  favorite  with  -them.  In  his  youth  he 
was  a  tall,  strong,  dark,  very  handsome  man, 
equipped  with  a  curly  blaCK  beard  that  would 
have  done  justice  to  a  Dickens  or  a  Tennyson 


women  could  not  resist  Ms  charms  and 
Ms  beard,  although  he  certainly  was  not 
a  philanderer.  The  unfortunate  feature  of 
his  life  was  Ms  habitual  poverty,  the  re¬ 
sult  of  too  great  a  liberality  and  a  wander¬ 
lust  that  prevented  him  from  staying  long, 
enough  in  one  place  to  benefit  Ms  condition. 
He  died  at  great  age,  the  father  of  a  very 
great  family--if  Size  is  any  criterion--  af¬ 
ter  sponging  on  Ms  family,  a  poor  and  help¬ 
less  old  man,  for  many  years;  the  disease 
that  killed  him  was  a  slow  cancer  that  gnawed 
his  vitals  gradually.  One  of  the  regrets  of 
my  life  is  that  he  aid  not  receive  better 
treatment  at  the  hands  of  oil  spring  whom, 
though  he  was  unable  them  to  help,  he  had 
always  loved  deeply.  3.  Grandfather  Talbot 
was  a  direct  descendant  of  a  long  line  of 
Talbots  extending  back  to  the  Norman  Conquest 
Many  branches  of  the  family  died  out  during 
the  centuries,  and  the  Earldom  of  Shrews - 
oerry  was  several  times  handed  on  to  distant 
relatives.  About  the  middle  of  last  century, 
Grandfather  Talbot’s  grandfather,  a  younger 
son  in  a  family  where  the  earldom  went  to 
the  elder,  wa3  sent  to  sea  to  win  a  name  for 
himself;  there  he  struck  an  officer  of  the 
navy  and,  to  escape  courtmartiai,  leaped 
overooard  and  swam  to  shore,  thus  escaping 
Ms  fate.  queen  Victoria  banished  Mm  from 
England,  giving  him  rich  estates,  however, 
in  South  Africa.  After  marrying  there  and 
founding  a  family,  he  suddenly  heard  of  Ms 
brother,  the  earl’s  death,  and  was  asked  to 
return  ana  take  the  vacant  position;  this 
he  refused  to  do  because  of  Ms  inferior 
education.  Later  he  became  a  Mormon  and 
transported  Ms  family  to  Utah;  his  com¬ 
plete  fortune  he  spent  in  building  Mormon 
churches  in  Utah  and  in  shipping  new  con¬ 
verts  to  this  country.  He  embraced  polyg¬ 
amy  and  kept  two  wives.  During  his  lifetime 
his  family  thought  little  of  the  vacated 
earldom,  and  at  his  death  many  of  the  old 
relics  were  destroyed.  A  ffew  years  a&o ,  at 
a  family  reunion,  interest  in  origins  was 
revived  ana  a  commission  sent  to  shrews  berry, 
which  is  located  in  South  Wales,  to  inves¬ 
tigate;  but  unfortunately,  the  property  had 
gone  bacK.  to  the  government  ana  was  in  new 
and  stran&e  hands. 
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.  Tononce,  Rufus.--  1.  "I  Never";  "The 
Washerwoman".  2,  A  second  cousin  to 
Verrell  and  Alden  Blaoaell  who  woriced 
lor  their  father  several  years;  he  was 
the  most  impure -minaea  person  I  have 
ever  .known,  and  I  owe  most  of  my  in¬ 
struction  in  sexual  matters  not  to  my 
father,  the  natural  one  to  reveal  such 
matters,  but  to  hixa;  he  is  now  a  truck - 
driver  residing  in  O&aen,  Utah. 

48.  Turner,  Lawrence.--  1.  "Neath  the  Crust 
of  the  Old  Apple  pie".  2,  One  of  our 
-  .  KcCammon  high-school  teachers,  music 
being  his  specialty;  a  graduate  of  Mac- 
Pher3on  College,  a  church  school  in 
Kansas,  he  has  had  live  years  of  teach¬ 
ing  experience  in  Twin  Palls,  Idaho. 


49.  Varnes,  A.  G.  —  L  ''Two  Little  Progs"; 

"Old  Dan  Tucker".  2.  My  father-in-law, 
now  living  at  Eden,  Idaho,  who  formerly 
spent  several  years  as  a  railroad-con- 
cons  true tion  engineer  in  Missouri,-  Kan¬ 
sas,  ana  Arkansas;  his  &raduation  from 
the  University  of  Illinois  I  have  already 
mentioned;  he  is  of  Pennsylvania  Dutch 
extraction 'ana  claims  a  distant  Kinship 
to  the  traitor  Benedict  Arnold. 

50.  Weeks.  Harold.—'  i.  "Of  All  the  Beasts". 
2.  One  of  my  childhood  pals,  havin&  lived 
at  Malad  until  he  joined  the  army,  several 
years  ago;  he  is  now  employed  somewhere, 
presumaDly  in  a  mine,  in  Southern  Cali¬ 
fornia. 


A  TittT.Ti:  nir  COMMENTS  ON  RESPECTABLE  SONGS 

1.  Mary  Jane. --  I  recently  heard  this  song  in 
greatly  different  form  over  the  radio.  The 
theme  is  conventional,  seen  also  in  Rudy 
Vallee's  "Kitty  from  Kansas  City"--the  mak¬ 
ing  fun  of  an  ugly  or  ignorant  sweetheart, 
a  popular  idea  because  very  funny. 

2.  A  Pair  of  B.V.D. 1 s . Several  years  ago  a 
popular  song  appeared  called  "Ja-Da";  it  was 
short-lived,  but  it  has  left  this  humorous 
parody. 


3.  Styles. —  A  parody  on  "Smiles",  which  came 
out  during  the  World  War  and  is  still  heard 
occasionally. 

4.  Gum. —  The  contributor,  born  and  reared  in 
St.  Louis,  probably  learned  "Gum"  at  some 
vaudeville  show  there.  The  humor  of  the  poem 
lies  in  the  tragedy  of  a  man’s  love  for  a 
girl  who  has  the  vice  he  most  detests — the 
habit  of  chewing  gum. 

5.  Charlie’s  Pate. —  The  contributor  learned 
this  song  last  summer  while  visiting  rel¬ 
atives  in  southern  Ut$h.  It  ha3  the  inar¬ 
ticulate  refrain,  a  common  feature  of  the 
popular  ballad. 

6.  My  Own  True  Love.--  Probably  brought  from 
England  by  the  Talbots.  The  words  "bonnie 
Dee"  point  to  the  English  origin  of  the  song, 
a  tragedy  resulting  from  unrequited  love. 

The  father  spoken  to  may  be  either  an  earthly 
one  or  God  himself.  Such  phrases  as  "my  own 
true  love"  and  "lily-white  hand"  are  very 
balladliite. 

7.  Old  Mother  Bogue.--  Another  song  from  the 
Talbots.  This  story  of  a  beer-loving  old 
woman  is  very  incomplete,  but  I  have  been  un¬ 
able  to  find  more  of  it.  There  i3  perhaps 
too  much  characterization  and  humor  present 
for  it  to  be  a  genuine  ballad. 

8.  The  Two  Grows. —  Learned  from  the  Talbots. 
Several  versions  of  this  ballad  are  to  be 


found  in  Sargent  and  Kittr edge's  English  and 
Scottish  Popular  Ballads,  I  have  also  seen 
it,  in  much  different  iorm,  printed  in  a  book 
of  Boy  Scout  songs.  A  horse  is  here  seen  to 
be  the  object  of  crowlike  appetite,  not  the 
knight  of  the  old  story. 

9.  Clementine.--  Nothing  more  than  a  ballad¬ 
like  popular  song,  out  of  date  but  still  sung 
by  school  assemblies  in  certain  parts  of  the 
country.  I  have  recently  heard  it  over  the 
radio. 

10.  Charming  Kate . --  A  humorous  song  of  bygone 
days,  although  I  have  heard  none  but  the 
Talbots  sing  it.  Ahe  "bal -moral"  spoicen  of, 
evidently  a  Scottish  term,  refers  either  to 
a  cap  or  skirt  of  striped  knitware  or  to  a 
laced  walking- shoe. 

11.  The  Damsel  from  Chashaw.—  Another  Talbot 
contribution,  probably  from  England.  The  use 
of  words  like  "damsel",  "rogue  ,  and  "high¬ 
wayman"  indicates  its  English  origin,  as  does 
also  "Chashaw",  evidently' either  a  corruption 
of  "Chester",  "Cheshire",  or  "Chestershire". 

12.  Donderbeck. --  a  slightly  different  version 
of  this  song  is  to  be  found  under  the  name 
of  "Johnnie  Verbeck"  in  a  book  called  "Songs 
Scouts  Sing? 

13.  Old  Aople  Pie. —  Of  all  songs  made  the  sub¬ 
ject  of  parody,  "Shade  of  the  Old  Apple  Tree" 
seems  to  be  most  commonly  used.  This  parody, 
though  entertaining,  lacks  the  story  element 
necessary  to  a  true  ballad. 

14.  Bryan  O' Lynn.--  "The  Irish  Washerwoman"  has 
been  suggested  as  the  tune  to  this  song.  I 
have  found  the  words  of  "Bryan  O' Lynn"  widely 
known.  Each  stanza  presents  a  problem  and 
its  humorous  solution  by  a  simpleton. 

15.  The  Wedding  party.--  Another  Talbot  favorite. 
This  song,  which  is  probably  an  old  comic  hit, 
was  sung  by  my  grandfather  many  years  ago. 


16.  Oh.  How  He  Lied.--  If  much  repetition,  here 
seen  to  advantage,  means  anything,  this  song 
must  he  a  ballad.  The  theme  is  typical:  a 
heartless  lover  is  responsible  for  the  death 
of  an  innocent  girl. 

17.  Long  to  be  Single. —  Very  popular  a  few  gen¬ 
erations  ago,  this  song  of  marital  infelicity 
is  still  to  be  heard  in  certain  localities, 
especially  those  of  pioneer  origin. 

18.  Alimony . —  Mias  Bixby,  Head  of  the  Southern 
Branch  English  Department,  to  whom  I  handed 
this  poem  as  a  ballad  find  several  years  ago, 
was  convinced  that  I  had  written  it  myself. 
Beginning  as  a  satiric  paraphrase  on  the  Bible, 
it  turns  to  modern  times  in  Theodore  Roose¬ 
velt  and  ends  with  vulgar  stanzas  on  modern 
love  and  gambling. 

19.  The  Parrot  Song. —  Some  things,  such  as  the 
speaking  parrot,  the  girl  combing  her  hair, 
and  the  repetition,  are  balladlike;  but  the 
conclusion,  where  the  young  man  is  kicked  out 

.  by  the  girl’s  angry  father,  could  be  nothing 
but  the  buffoonery  of  an  individual  author. 

20.  Three  Men. —  This  song  reminds  one  of  the 
adventures  of  Don  Quixote  and  Sancho  Panza. 

The  contributor's  father  believes  he  learned 
it  a  long  time  ago  at  a  theatre. 

21.  Oregon  Gypsy  Girl.—  Probably  brought  to  this 
country  by  Miss  Ehrnfelt's  grandmother.  •♦Lon¬ 
don  Street”  and  "handsome  young  squire"  are 
certainly  English  terms;  "Oregon",  which  is 
pure  American,  is  evidently  a  corruption. 

22.  Young;  Johnnie  Doyle. —  Edinburgh  is  the  setting 
of  this  ballad.  The  girl,  in  love  with  one 
man,  is  forced  to  marry  another,  and  die3  of 

a  broken  heart  on  the  wedding  day--a  plot  which 
is  typical  of  the  ballad,  notice  the  naive 
conception  of  nobility  and  the  prophetic 
breaking  of  rings  and  stay-lace3.  The  use  of 
such  prefixed  participles  as  "a-tearing"  and 
"a-ringing"  shows  folk  influence.  There  is 
one  peculiar  ballad  inconsistency  present;  the 
change  from  first  to  third  person. 


23.  Andy  Bardeen. —  My  father  learned  this  ballad 
thirty  years  ago  from  a  sheepherder  named  Ab¬ 
raham  Stephen  Hanson.  Andy  Talbot,  of  Malad, 
claims  he  has  seen  a  prose  version  of  it  in  an 
old  grade-school  reader. 

24.  The  Low  Land  Low. —  A  Scottish  sea  ballad 
similar  to  "Andy  Bardeen".  The  ungrateful 
captain  lets  the  cabin-boy  drown  to  avoid  pay¬ 
ment  of  the  promised  reward.  The  story 
changes  from  first  to  third  person  without 
any  apparent  reason. 

25.  Ha3n» 1  Done  Anything.---  May  have  been  com¬ 
posed  by  the  contributor  himself,  Mr.  Carl 
Ilium,  who  at  one  time  professed  to  be  quite 
a  comedian. 

26.  Our  Back  Yard.--  Another  of  Mr.  Ilium's 
songs.  Like  the  preceding  example,  it  is 
representative  oi  the  episodial  or  anecr 
dotical  type  of  poetry  once  popular;  each 
stanza  tells  a  different  story,  either  about 
the  same  or  new  characters,  with  the  purpose 
of  carrying  out  a  set  theme  or  idea.  This 
practice  was  the  vogue  forty  years  ago. 

27.  Sing  Anything.--  Although  not  a  ballad,  this 
song  is  interesting  as  an  example  of  the  type 
of  comedy  enjoyed  at  the  opening  of  the  cen¬ 
tury.  It  is  a  jumble  of  incongruous  elements 
brought  together  for  comic  effect. 

28.  Goats.--  a  mere  parody  on  the  well-known 
"Blue  Ridge  Mountains  of  Virginia". 

29 .  So rr.y . —  Episodical,  each  stanza  giving  a 
little  story  complete  in  itself,  this  song 
is  my  best  example  of  the  early  pioneers' 
love  of  a  humorous  anecdote. 

50.  When  I  Was  Single. —  This  song,  I  believe, 
is  vindictive  woman's  answer  to  the  charges 
brought  against  her  sex  in  "Long  to  Be 
Single".  It  pictures  woman's  side  of  mar¬ 
ital  responsibility  and  disillusionment. 


31.  Q1 ev  Oleson. —  Another  episodical  song  of 
the  past  generation.  I  male e  no  Claims  of 
folk  origin  or  ballad  characteristics. 

Written  in  dialect,  it  could  be  nothing  but 
the  work  of  an  individual  author.  It  is 
well -known  among  old  timers,  and  is  even 
sung  ocasionally  over  the  radio. 

32.  Little  Bunch  of  Whisker 3.--  Ah  episodical 
poem  showing  our  forefathers'  willingness  : 
to  ridicule  a  type  character.  The  terminology 
point  of  view,  and  conception  of  city  ways 
seem  to  indicate  that  the  poem  has  had  a 
country  origin--perhaps  farmers  making  fun 

of  one  of  their  members  who  thinks  he  know3 
more  than  his  neighbors. 

33.  finding  on  the  Train. —  An  Irish  dialect 
song,  Very  reminiscent  of  H01ey  Oleson *,  the 
Swedish  dialect  song  already  discussed.  It 
gives  the  sad  adventures  of  an  immigrant 
workman.  Interest  in  racial  characteristics 
was  widespread  in  early  days. 

34.  Pistol  Packing  Papa. —  I  suspect  this  song 
of  being  from  a  phonograph  record;  I  am  in¬ 
cluding  it  merely  to  point  out  our  modern 
interest  in  ruffians  and  hoboes,  as^  is  dem¬ 
onstrated  by their  frequent  use  in  popular 
radio  ballads.  Instead  of  telling  a  story, 
the  hero  boast3  of  his  own  capabilities. 

35.  The  Man  who  Rode  the  Mule. —  The  remarks  on 
the  preceding  ballad  are  also  applicable  to 
this  one.  Instead  of  a  gun-carrying  cowboy, 
however,  the  hero  is  a  lunatic  who  makes 
great  claims  of  longevity  and  globe-trotting. 

36.  The  Bum  Song.—  Similar  to  the  two  songs 
just  discussed,  differing  from  them  only  in 
dealing  with  the  hobo,  now  very  popular  in 
the  ballad  literature  of  this  country.. 

37.  The  Boston  Burglar. —  John  A.  Lomax  has 
printed  this  ballad  in  his  book  Cowboy  Son^s. 

I  feel  justified,  however,  in  including  it 
in  this  collection,  because  it  is  a  new 
version,  different  in  many  respects  from  the 
one  printed  by  Lomax. 


A  TABLE  Off  COMMENTS  OH  DIRTY  BALLADS 

1.  The  Sheeuherder. —  A  h>±  t  of  pastoral  realism, 
probably  composed  by,  and  based  on  the  actual 
experiences  of,  a  lonely  sheepherder. 

2 .  Dickey  and  Murphy. —  Illustrates  a  widespread 
type:  extremely  vulgar  words,  sufficiently 
suggested  by  rime  and  context,  are  omitted 

by  a  break  in  construction,  without,  however, 
spoiling  the  implication, 

3*  Bye-Bye .  Bov  Friend. —  A  parody  on  one  of  our 
recent  song-hi ts--"Bye-Bye,  Blackbird*.  The 
practice  of  supplying  vulgar  words  to  well- 
known  tunes  is  widespread. 

4.  Pain  and  Sorrow.--  A  romantic  setting  and  strong 
temptation  in  the  form  of  a  very  pretty  girl 
lead  to  illicit  love,  with  the  resulting  retri¬ 
bution  for  wrongdoing--conventional  to  most  of 
the  vulgar  ballads  of  this  type. 

5.  Two  Tomcats. —  Rather  unusual--a  dirty  ballad 
based  on  a  dream,  with  all  the  incongruity 
and  lack  of  point  usually  found  in  a  dream. 

6.  The  Jailers  Song.--  A  realistic  but  rather 
exaggerated  picture  of  the  hardships  and  dis¬ 
agreeable  conditions  of  prison  life. 

7.  Sally  in  the  Garden.--  Another  vulgar  incident 
presented  with  the  device  oi  rime  and  broken 
structure  so  as  to  suggest  words  that  are  not 
actually  spoken. 

8.  John  Taylor.--  Perhaps  a  satire  on  the  typical 
lady-killer,  who  boasts  of  his  exploits,  his 
irresistibility  to  the  fairer  sex,  and  his 
great  copulative  abilities. 

9.  The  Damned  Runt.--  a  satiric  deaeration  of 
a  certain  type  of  sloppy  and  loose-moraled 
girls,  usually  half-witted,  who  readily  yield 
to  the  wishes  of  every  comer. 


10.  A  stove  bice  npiao.de.—  There  are  many  poema 
of  this  type  in  circulation;  a  scene  is 
carefully  drawn  so  as  to  build  up  a  vulgar 
misconception;  then,  when  the  climax  has 
been  reached,  the  reader  is  made  to  feel  ri¬ 
diculous  by  having  a  perfectly  innocent  ex¬ 
planation  suddenly  thrust  upon  him. 

11.  Down  in  Lehi  Valley.—  An  unusual  story  just 
for  a  ballad;  a  rancher  who  has  had  his  mis¬ 
tress  carried  off  by  a  faster  man  is  on  the 
trail  for  revenge  and  repossession  of  the  girl 

12.  An  Annie  Tree.--  One  of  the  many  parodies  on 
*  Shade  of  Old  Apple  Tree!*;  like  "Pain  and 
Sorrow",  it  tells  of  the  thrills  and  subse¬ 
quent  pangs  of  stolen  love. 

15.  In  Bombay.--  This  song,  the  music  of  which  I 
caJ^ot  remember,  is  a  good  example  of  the  thing 
called  group  composition.  When  attending  the 
Southern  Branch,  1  lived  with  Lester  Bush  and 
Carl  Kyselka,  who  knew  the  first  three  stanzas 
the  three  of  us  lengthened  the  song  by  sup¬ 
plying  new  lines,  singing  together  and  con¬ 
tributing  whenever  the  inspiration  came. 

14.  Daniel  in  the  Lion* s  Den.--  A  witty  but  vul¬ 
gar  paraphrase  on  the  Biblical  story;  its 
humor  depends  on  puns  and  on  the  modern  con¬ 
ception  of  unquestioning  obedience  shown  to 
the  kings  of  ancient  times. 

15.  Little  Tinker.--  The  humorous  story  of  a 
passionate  Frenchman,  whose  lasciviousness 
was  visited  upon  even  the  devils  in  hell. 

16.  One -Eyed  Riley.--  This  is  the  conventional 
vulgar-ballad  story  of  a  man's  lust  for  a 
pretty  girl;  the  ending,  is  unusual,  however, 
for  instead  of  becoming  diseased,  he  is 
caught  in  the  act  by  the  girl’s  parents,  on 
whom  he  discharges  his  wrath  at  the  inter¬ 
ruption'. 

17.  Hi  Reo  Dandy  0* . —  A  willing  youth  i3  led 
into  sin  by  two  women  of  ill  fame;  the  re¬ 
sulting  disease  necessitates  an  operation 


very  distasteful  to  hi s  manhood,  but  still 
he  is  not  thoroughly  discouraged. 

18.  Yi-p-pie-Ya.y . —  The  first  version  is  a  parody 
on  John  A.  LomaX's  “Chisholm  Trail*.  The  sec¬ 
ond,  according  to  Ben  Infanger,  dates  back 

to  a  round-up  attended  by  his  father  about 
forty  years  ago.  Mr.  Infanger,  at  that  time 
a  freighter  between  Montana  and  Utah,  hap¬ 
pened  to  be  at  a  Soda  Springs  round-up;  the 
cowboys  present,  who  aid  not  Know  much  of 
the  original  song,  composed  words  to  suit 
the  tune,  various  ones  contributing  lines, 
which  were  taxen  up  and  sun&  by  the  others 
as  they  worked. 

19.  The  Alphabet  of  Life.—  A  very  indecent  poem, 
using  the  old  device  of  letting  each  letter 
of  the  alphabet  stand  for  something;  it  man¬ 
ages  to  introduce  nearly  all  the  vulgar  words 
current  in  lower  social  circles. 

20.  Little  Ball  of  Yam. —  Only  one  of  the  many 
little  love  romances  found-in  the  great  body 
of  vulgar  ballad  literature.  A  man  meets  a 
maid  who  at  first  resists  his  advances  but 
yields  soon  to  importunities;  a  very  few  days 
later  the  romance  .is  shattered  by  symptoms 

of  resulting  disease,  and  a  few  months  later 
comes  the  worst  blow  of  all--the  advent  of  an 
unwelcome  newcomer.  The  morals  of  this  poem- 
type  are  partly  redeemed  by  the  ever-present 
retribution  for  wrongdoing. 

21.  I  Never. —  The  theme  of  this  poem  is  some¬ 
what  unusual;  a  man  returns  home  dead-drunk, 

.  only  to  find  there  all  the  indications  of  a 
strange  man  alienating  his  wife’s  affections; 
the  wife,  taking  advantage  of  her  husband' s  • 
drunkenness,  tries  to  pacify  him  with  absurd 
explanations,  by  which  he  is  not  fooled. 

22.  Keyhole  in  the  Door.--  The  dirty  version  is 
a  parody  on  the  clean  one,  which  probably 
originated  as  a  phonograph  record.  It  dif¬ 
fers  from  the  common  run  of  outhouse  poetry: 
The  man  in  the  case  does  not  have  his  desires 
gratified--at  least,  not  in  the  usual  way. 


23.  Inch  Above  Your  Knee.--  Again  we  have  the 
conventional  love  romance,  but  told,  this  time 
from  the  woman’s  point  of  view,  emphasizing 
her  risks  and  disgrace.  Strangely  enough  one 
version  is  told  by  the  girl  and  the  other  by 
the  man.  The  most  balladlike  are  stanzas  six 
and  seven  of  version  one. 

24.  Lulu. —  This  poem  seems  to  be  a  rather  point¬ 
less  description  of  a  tough  woman  and  her  bas¬ 
tard  child.  It  is  probably  a  parody  on  "Ain' t 
Goin'  to  Rain  No  More”, 

25.  Columbo. —  A  filthy  paraphrase  of  the  ad¬ 
ventures  of  Christopher  Columbus. 

26.  Barnacle  Bill.--  I  do  not  know  whether  this 
poem  is  a  parody  on  the  popular  radio  ballad 
by  the  saifie  name  or  whether  the  latter  is  a 
purified  version  of  the  former.  It  chroni¬ 
cles  the  events  in  a  sailor’s  visit  to  a 
prostitute. 

27.  The  Joll.v  Shepherd. —  Rather  learned  this 
song  from  a  sheepherder  many  years  ago.  It  is 
the  story  of  a  bashful  sheepherder  who  let  the 
opportunity  for  a  love  adventure  pass  by. 

28.  The  Denver  Home. —  The  adventures  of  an  in¬ 
experienced  youth  in  a  house  of  prostitution, 
where  he  is  robbed  of  his  money. 

29.  Buckaroo. —  A  song  with  a  very  balladlike 
structure  and  refrain.  The  dispute  over  wages 
is  typical,  but  the  change  to  vulgarity  is 
wholly  uncalled-for, 

30.  Roseberrv . —  A  very  romantic  story,  learned 
by  my  father  from  Niah  Davis,  an  old-timer. 

An  obliging  young  man  tries  the  dairymaid's 
lovemaking  after  first  tying  her  garters. 
Notice  the  use  of  "lily-white  clothes"  and 
"the  ups  and  downs". 

31.  Old  Maclelland. --  Another  love  romance, 
somewhat  longer  than  the  average.  The  story 
of  an  affair  between  a  wild  cowbo y  and  a 
pretty  schoolteacher — with  the  to-be-ex- 
pec  ted  evil  consequences.  According  to  this 
poem,  it's  "the  man  who  pays'. 


32.  Bonnv  Brown  Hare. —  This  poem  is  based  on  a 
pun,  the  words  being  "hair"  and  "hare".  A 
young  maiden,  met  in  the  woods  one  day,  mis¬ 
takes  the  meaning  of  the  hunter,  readily 
yielding  to  him  what  was  not  even  asked.  As 
a  love  romance  it  i3  a  good  one. 

33.  I  Ju3 1  Couldn*  t. --  The  sad  fate  of  a  man  who 
gets  involved  with  a  prostitute. 

34.  Ring  Bang  So o. —  Three  different  versions  of 
the  story  of  a  girl  who  takes  up  prostitution 
as  a  profession. 

35.  The  Little  Marine.--  This  song  wa3  composed 
by  American  soldiers  in  France  during  the 
World  War.  Acc>o'rding  to  John  L.  Metcalf,  Sup¬ 
erintendent  of  Schools  at  McCammon,  the  dough¬ 
boys  took  delight  in  singing  it  at  the  top  of 
their  voices  while  marching  through  French 
towns.-  It  is  said  to  have  had  hundreds  of 
stanzas  in  the  original. 

36.  An  Indian  Maid.--  A  clever  parody  on  "Red- 
Wings"--the  story  of  how  an  Indian  girl  lost 
her  virtue  in  spite  of  all  her  precautions. 

37.  Cousin  Nellie. —  The  illicit  love  affair  of 
cousins,  encouraged  mostly  by  the  girl;  much 
more  realistic  than  the  ordinary. 

38.  Old  Aunt  Sallie. —  A  parody  on  "Hot  Time  in 
the  Old  Town",  taught  to  me  by  Leigh  Heward, 
a  very  evil-minded  cousin  of  mine,  now  dead. 

39.  The  Washerwoman. —  A  vulgar  poem  which  has 
apparently  grown  out  of  a  dirty  joke,  as  it 
certainly  tells  the  same  story. 

40.  Of  All  the  Beasts. —  Harold  weeks,  once  a 
schoolmate  of  mine,  knew  a  few  stanzas  of 
this  3ong.  The  boys  of  the  neighborhood, 
contributed  the  rest  individually,  producing 
the  long  version  as  it  is  doday.  I  insert 
this  poem  because  it  illustrates  so  well 
the  raaner  in  which  poetry  grows  among  the 
folk-- even  though  it-be  little  folk’ 


appendices 

(On  the  Origins  of  -Folklore) 


anthropology 

(a  Table  of  Human  Achievements) 


TREE  OF  LITERARY  ORIGINS 


The  Arts  of  Time) 


B.B.  Due  recognition  and  appreciation  is  hereby  given 
to  Dr.  G.  M.  Miller,  Head  of  the  English  Department, 
University  of  Idaho,  whose  ideas  and  outlines  have  been 
used  freely  in  the  construction  oi  this  chart. 


THEORIES  OF  BALLAD  ORIGIN 
(A  Chart  for  Clari ty) 


I. 

II.  _ 

III. 

EVOLUTION 

DEGENERATION 

PARODI NATION 

Originates  with 
the  multitude, 
either  growing 
from  a  simple 
rime  or  being 
composed  by 
many  people  at 
a  communal 
gathering, 
primitive  set¬ 
tings  and  the 
isolated  com¬ 
munity  being 
the  ideal 
habitat. 

Written  by  a 
definite  au¬ 
thor  at  some 
unknown  date 
in  the  distant 
past. 

Written  by  a 
definite  au¬ 
thor  at  some 
unkn  o  wn  da  te 
in  the  distant 
past. 

Possessed  and 
claimed  by 
the  multi¬ 
tude,  who  for¬ 
get  the  author 
and  impose  on 
the  poem  the 
characteris¬ 
tics  of  folk 
tradition. 

Parodied  or 
paraphrased 
by  a  def ini te 
author,  whose 
identity  com¬ 
pletely  dis- 
appears  in  a 
short  time. 

Taken  down  by 
the  collector, 
who  finds  it 
a  long  time 
after  its  ori¬ 
gin,  it  prob¬ 
ably  having  un¬ 
dergone  great 
change  due  to 
time  and  oral 
tradition — 
the  legacy  of 
the  folk. 

Possessed  and 
conventional- 
i  zed  by  the 
multitude,  who 
have  no  in¬ 
terest  what¬ 
ever  in  the  au¬ 
thor,  promptly 
forgetting  him. 

Taken  down  by 
the  collector, 
who  is  unable 
to  distinguish 
any  signs  of 
individual  au¬ 
thorship  . 

' 

Taken  down  by 
the  collector, 
who  can  see 
signs  neither 
of  the  orig¬ 
inal  author  nor 
of  the  piarodist. 

THE  POSSIBLE  EVOLUTIONS  OF  A  BALLAD 
(A  Chart  of  Sources  and  Destinations) 


2021  Ridgeview  Avenue 
Los  Angeles  41,  California 
May  16,  1957 


Mr.  Kenneth  Larson 

168  L  Street 

Salt  Lake  City  3j  Utah 


Dear  Mr.  Larson: 


G.  Legman,  now  living  in  France,  advises  me  that  you  have  made  a 
significant  folklore  collection.  I  would  be  interested  in  hearing 
more  about  it.  Idaho  represents  the  most  meager  folklore  collection. 
If  yours  presents  any  .significant  scope  of  materials  from  the  Snake 
River  Valley  it  ought  to  receive  a  little  publicity.  Aren't  there 
some  article  you  could  write  out  of  it  for  Western  Folklore  Quarterly? 


If  ever  I  am  through  Salt  Lake  City  I  should  be  happy  to  make  your 
acquaintance.  I  hope,  by  the  way,  that  you  have  been  able  to  see 
our  recent  book,  Saints  of  Sage  and  Saddle,  Folklore  Among  the  Mormons 
published  by  Indiana  University  Press.  We  have  been  overwhelmed  with 
its  success  and  with  the  delightful  reviews  that  it  has  received, 
both  in  Utah  and  elsewhere. 


Cordially, 


Austin  E.  Fife 


page  2 


make  the  same  transition  that  the  medical  men  have  made — to  treat  all  of 
the  phenomena  of  mythology  and  folklore,  in  eluding  that  of  our  own  culture, 
as  objectively  and  as  disDassionately  as  the  situation  reeuires.  This 
means  that  pornographic  materials  should  neither  be  avoided  nor  sensational i?ed, 
but  treated  for  what  they  are — important  phenomena  in  the  imaginative  processes 
of  man. 


It  was  truly  a  pleasure  to  get  your  letter.  If  you  ever  get  to  Los  Angeles 
I  hope  you  will  make  an  effort  to  come  to  see  us,  and  become  accuainted  with 
Mrs.  Fife  and  myself.  I  shall  do  the  same  when  we  are  in  Salt  Lake. 


Cordially, 


Austin  E.  Fife 


UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA 


THE  FOLKLORE  GROUP 

LOS  ANGELES  24,  CALIFORNIA 


September  17,  1957 


Mr*  Kenneth  Larson 
168  1  Street 
Salt  Lake  City  3,  Utah 

Dear  Mr*  Larson: 


Austin  Fife  has  written  me  briefly,  telling  about  your 
work,  and  I  also  recall  meeting  you  the  night  of  July  22nd, 
when  steps  were  taken  to  found  the  Utah  Folklore  Society* 

Dr.  Fife  suggests  that  you  have  enough  material  collected 
in  Southern  Idaho  and  in  Utah  to  make  a  good  article  or  two  for 
Western  Folklore*  I  should  very  much  like  to  encourage  you  to 
compile  ^ur  material  for  publication,  and  suggest  that  you  be 
guided  by  some  of  the  standard  books  and  articles  in  the  field. 
Ordinarily,  an  article  on  regional  folksongs  would  consist  of  a 
general  introduction  dealing  with  the  area  treated,  the  life  of 
the  people,  economic  and  geographic  factors,  ethnic  representation, 
and  the  like*  After  this  then,  the  songs  would  b©  grouped  in 
various  genres,  with  a  discussion  of  the  origin  of  each  song  in 
the  category*  Information  needed  would  be  from  whom  collected, 
when  and  where  the  singer  learned  the  song,  and  background  data 
concerning  it* 

I  should  like  to  hear  from  you  at  your  early  convenience, 
concerning  your  thoughts  on  the  matter,  and  would  be  glad  to  help 
you  make  plans  leading  to  eventual  publication  of  your  fine  col¬ 
lection.  I  am  enclosing  a  prospectus  of  Western  Folklore,  which 
often  contains  material  on  folksongs* 

Yours  sincerely, 

Wayland  D.  Hand 

Editor 


WDHthls 


2021  Ridgeview  Avenue 
Los  Angeles  41,  California 
June  3,  1953 


Mr.  Kenneth  Larson 

168  L  Street 

Salt  Lake  City  3,  Utah 

Dear  Mr,  Larson: 

I  want  to  advise  you  that  Mrs .  Fife  and  I  will  be  spending  five 
weeks  at  Logan,  where  I  will  be  teaching  a  course  in  Mormon  and 
western  folklore  from  June  16  to  July  19.  During  this  time  vre 
would  like  to  get  the  opportunity  to  see  you  and,  if  possible,  to 
examine  once  more  your  personal  collection  of  folk  songs, 

I  have  been  awarded  a  Guggenheim  Foundation  Fellowship  to  prepare 
a  critical  edition  of  cowboy  songs  and  ballads.  I  recall  that 
some  important  items  pertinent  to  this  study  were  contained  in 
your  collection  and  would,  if  possible,  like  to  have  the  opportunity 
to  examine  them  while  I  am  in  Utah.  I  shall  no  doubt  be  spending  a 
week-end  or  two  at  Bountiful  with  my  wife’s  relatives.  At  that 
time  I  shall  get  in  touch  with  you. 

If  you  have  a  telephone  number  I  would  be  glad  to  have  it  sent  to 
me,  and  also  if  you  have  any  travel  plans  which  will  take  you  out 
of  Salt  Lake  during  the  period  that  I  shall  be  in  Utah  I  hope  you 
will  let  me  know  so  that  we  don ’ t  fail  to  meet  you. 

V7ith  all  good  wishes. 


Sincerely, 


Address,  June  16-July  19: 
c/o  Department  of  Modern  Languages 
Utah  State  University 
Logan,  Utah 


Western  Folklore 

A  Quarterly  Journal  Published  for  the  California  Folklore  Society 

UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA  PRESS 

Editorial  office:  los  angeles  24 
Business  office:  Berkeley  4 

September  2 6,  1957 


Mr.  Kenneth  Larson 

168  L  Street  .  v 

Salt  Lake  City  3,  Utah 

Dear  Mr.  Larson: 

It  was  a  delight  to  hear  from  you,  and  to  learn  that  you  will 
he  willing  to  work  up  your  songs  for  Western  Folklore.  Why  not  send 
along  the  term  paper  you  did  for  Professor  Hubbard  so  that  I  can  get 
a  line  on  the  treatment.  If  the  paper  is  anywhere  near  as  good  as 
the  general  discussion  you  have  given  of  ■the  background  of  the  old 
ballads  and  songs  in  your  letter  I  am  not  worried  what  kind  of  a 
paper  you  will  be  able  to  put  together  for  publication, 

I  should  very  much  like  a  copy  of  those  so-called  "delta" 
songs  which  you  sent  to  I-egman.  We  have  all  of  the  obscene  songs 
collected  by  Vance  Randolph,  and  it  might  be  interesting  to  have 
these  for  the  record. 

.  N  . 

.  Yours  sincerely, 

Wayland  D.  Hand 
-  Editor  ,  . 


|  Editor 

\  Wayland  D.  Hand 

f  University  of  California 
f  Los  Angeles  24,  California 

j  Book  Reviews 
I  R.  D.  Jameson 

New  Mexico  Highlands  University 
I  Las  Vegas,  New  Mexico 

j  Names  and  Places 
j  Thomas  M,  Pearce 
?  University  of  New  Mexico 
j  Albuquerque,  New  Mexico 
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Western  Folklore 

A  Quarterly  Journal  Published  for  the  California  Folklore  Society 

UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA  PRESS 

Editorial  office:  los  angeles  24 
Business  office:  Berkeley  4 

-  ^  ■  November  15,  1957 


Mr.  Kenneth  Larson 

168  L  Street 

Salt  Lake  City  3,  Utah 

Dear  Mr.  Larson: 


j  Sditor 

j  Wayland  D,  Hand 
University  of  California 
J  Los  Angeles  24,  California 

j  §co\  Reviews  f 

?  R.  D.  Jameson 

New  Mexico  Highlands  University 
f  Las  Vegas,  New  Mexico 

j  fj antes  and  Places 
Thomas  M.  Pearce 

University  of  New  Mexico  , 
Albuquerque,  New  Mexico 


I  must  apologize  for  the  long  delay  in  looking  over  the 
ballad  material  which  you  sent  to  me  some  time  ago,  and  now  with 
mid-term  upon  me  and  other  things  weighing  down  heavily,  I  must 
plead  for  some  additional  time  to  make  full  and  constructive 
answer. 

I  should  like  for  you  to  know,  however,  that  the  material 
looks  very  promising,  and  that  I  feel  we  may  be  able  to  utilize 
it  in  one  way  or  another.  I  should  most  certainly  like  to  re¬ 
ceive  copies  of  those  ballads  which  you  sent  to  Legman,  but  there 
is  absolutely  no  hurry  at  all  as  far  as  I  am  concerned. 


| 

WDH:a 


Yours  sincerely, 


Wayland  D.  Hand,  Editor  / 
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Mr.  Kenneth  Larsen 
168  L  Street 
Salt  Lake  City 
Utah 

Dear  Mr.  Larsen: 

This  is  to  acknowledge  with  deep  thanks  your 
collection  of  Barnyard  Folklore  which  Professor 
Fife  has  personally  delivered  to  me.  I  have  long 
felt  that  our  studies  in  folklore  fall  far  short 
of  the  whole  truth  because  we  ignore  vulgar  folklore. 
Your  collection  will  be  carefully  preserved  in  our 
Archive,  where  I  already  have  a  good  deal  of  similar 
material. 

With  all  good  wishes  in  your  future  work. 

Sincerely  yours, 

TllxlkkhX  kA . 

Richard  M.  Dorson 
Chairman  -  Folklore  Program 

RMD/ms 

CC:  Prof.  Austin  Fife 


Joseph  Hickerson 
Folklore  Department 
Library  41 
Indiana  University 
Bloomington,  Indiana 
August  11,  195B 

Mr.  Kenneth  Larson 

168  L  Street 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 

Dear  Mr.  Larson: 

I  was  recently  lobking  through  three  manuscripts  of  yours 
which  Prof.  Austin  Fife  recently  submitted  to  the  Indiana 
University  Folklore  Archives,  and  I  discovered  four  texts  of 
"Our  Goodman. "  Since  I  am  preparing  a  master's  thesis  on 
this  ballad,  I  am  interested  in  knowing  a  little  more  about 
these  versions. 

You  include  one  version  in  each  of  your  collections  of 
Idaho  material;  SONGS  AND  BALLADS,  and  BARNYARD  FOLKLORE  OF 
SOUTHEASTERN  IDAHO.  These  are  titled  "I  Never,"  and  are 
apparently  the  same  song  (same  informant,  date,  etc.). 

The  two  texts  do  not  agree  however.  Since  part  of  my  stuuy 
involves  textual  analysis, I  would  appreciate  it  if  you 
could  inform  me  as  to  which  of  the  two  texts  would  oe  most 
accurate.  As  it  stands,  it  is  one  of  the  most  unique 
texts  that  I  have  run  across. 

As  for  the  other  bhe-p-bkea*  manuscript  of  Legman's, 

I  notice  that  it  contains  two  versions,  #11  and  #46. 1%^*^*^,*’ 
Do  you  have  any  further  information  about  these  songs: 
where  they  were  collected  and  from  whom,  etc.  I  am 
impressed  with  these  versions,  and  with  the  entire 
manuscript,  for  that  matter,  for  I  had  absolutely  no 
luck  in  obtaining  any  texts  or  information  from  him,  although 
I  supplied  him  with  several  songs  which  I  had  run  across. 

I  would  appreciate  this  information  at  your  earliest 
convenience,*  as  well  as  any  other  versions  you  might  happen 
to  have.  If  there  is  any  way  that  I  can  be  of  service  tofjou^ 
please  let  me  know. 


Very  t ruly  yours , 


-'WCll  iT’W'X. 


Joseph  Hickerson 


Idaho  State  University 

POCATELLO,  IDAHO 
83201 


Museum 

Archives  October  2,  1972 

Mr*  Kenneth  Larson 
168  L  St. 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  84103 
Dear  Mr.  Larson: 

I  was  very  glad  to  hear  from  you  again,  and  hope  you  are  entirely  well. 

We  should  be  most  appreciative  of  receiving  your  songs  exactly  as  you 
collected  them.  There  can  be  no  real  -understanding  of  the  past  if  one  tampers 
with  the  record.  Although  I  do  not  enjoy  smut,  I  believe  that  an  archivist  must 
maintain  a  neutral  attitude  toward  any  kind  of  controversial  material.  Nor  will 
the  dirty  words  reflect  upon  the  character  of  one  who  attempts  to  collect  and 
preserve  the  record  of  the  past.  Do  we  want  to  transform  our  ancestors  into  the 
paragons  which  they  most  certainly  were  not? 

I  shall  look  forward  to  receiving  your  collection  of  Idaho  folk  songs.  Let 
me  know  how  much  we  owe  you  for  xeroxing  -  also  whether  you  are  relinquishing 
copyright  to  us.  The  latter  information  is  needed  only  in  case  of  future  con¬ 
tingency  -  possibly  the  distant  future. 


Sincerely, 


Sylvia  Cline 
Curator  of  Archives 


Idaho  State  University 

POCATELLO,  IDAHO 
83201 

Museum 

Archives  November  15,  1972 

Mr.  Kenneth  Larson 
168  L  Street 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  84103 
Dear  Mr.  Larson: 


Your  Country  Folklore  arrived  last  Friday,  the  same  day  as  we  received 
your  November  7  letter. 

As  I  indicated  to  you  previously,  we  are  happy  to  take  custody  of  any 
historical  source  materials  related  to  this  ©rea  that  we  can  acquire.  Do 
send  along  your  next  two  volumes  when  they  are  ready.  We  shall  not  exploit 
you,  but  only  allow  your  material  to  be  researched  here  in  our  quarters.  Users 
will  be  told  they  must  not  reproduce  §ny  of  it  unless  they  apply  to  you  and 
receive  your  permission. 


Ihy  don’t  you  visit  us?  If  you  were  surprised  at  the  growth  of  this 
institution  in  1949,  you  should  see  it  now.  It  looks  nothing  like  it  did 
twelve  years  ago  when  I  arrived.  In  fact,  someone  who  knew  the  campus  five 
years  ago  would  not  recognize  it  -  so  much  has  it  changed. 

\lhank  you  very  much  for  your  contribution.  We  shall  look  forward  to  further 
gifts  from  you. 


Sincerely, 

A 

Sylvia7  Cline ,  Curator  of  Ardhives 


P.  S.  Of  course,  we  should  like  to  have  the  volume  containing  the  Legman 
material  as  well  as  the  other  two,  since  it  relates  to  them.  Furthermore, 
it  forms  part  of  the  papers  of  a  former  area  resident,  and  for  that  reason 
belongs  in  our  archives. 


